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CHAPTER  I. 

I  AM  not  going  to  write  a  tale,  not  at  least  what  is 
usually  so  called.  A  tale  is,  for  the  most  part, 
only  a  vignette,  a  portion  of  the  great  picture  of 
life,  having  no  definite  limit,  yet  containing  one 
prominent  object,  in  which  all  the  interest  is  con- 
centrated. But  this  is  not  a  real  representation  of 
human  existence.  For  one  person  whose  life  has 
been  marked  by  some  very  striking  event,  there 
are  hundreds  who  pass  to  their  graves  with  nothing 
to  distinguish  the  different  periods  of  their  proba- 
tion, but  the  changes  which  steal  upon  them  so 
naturally  as  scarcely  to  occasion  a  momentary  sur- 
prise. They  hope  and  enjoy,  they  are  disappointed 
and  sad,  but  no  one  points  to  the  history  of  their 
lives  as  containing  warning  or  example.  They  are 
born  unthought-of  beyond  their  own  immediate 
circle,  and  die  lamented  only  by  a  few  ;  and  we  pass 
over  their  names  in'  the  obituary  of  the  day  with 
the  same  strange  indifference  with  which  we  hear 
the  aggregate  amount  of  deaths  in  a  battle ;  for- 
getting that  for  each  individual  soul  in  the  vast 
multitude  there  has  been  a  special  day  of  trial,  a 
special  providence  and  guidance  ;  and  there  will  be 
a  special  day  of  reckoning  and  doom. 
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These  thoughts  have  pressed  much  upon  me  of 
late,  when  looking  back  upon  my  own  life  through 
a  space  of  sixty  years.  Not  that  I  have  any  wish 
to  write  peculiarly  about  myself :  my  own  history 
is  to  be  found  in  the  history  of  others ;  for  I  am 
nearly  the  youngest  of  a  large  family.  It  is  of 
them  I  would  speak,  tracing  their  course  at  the  same 
time  with  my  own,  and  that  less  with  the  view  of 
exciting  great  interest,  than  with  the  desire  of 
describing  what  must  be  the  lot  of  hundreds  simi- 
larly placed,  and  marking  the  snares  into  which 
we  have  fallen,  and  the  blessings  by  which  we  have 
been  supported. 

I  was  bom  in  the  neighbourhood  of  a  country 
town  ;  and  in  the  same  neighbourhood  the  greater 
part  of  my  life  has  been  passed.  That  will  at  once 
describe  to  many  the  style  of  society,  the  habits, 
occupations,  hopes,  and  enjoyments,  which  have 
from  childhood  surrounded  me.  My  grandfather 
was  a  banker,  —  one  of  a  family  who,  for  nearly  a 
century,  had  carried  on  the  same  business  in  the 
town  of  Carsdale  with  credit  and  honour.  Old  Mr. 
Mortimer  (which  is  the  appellation  always  asso- 
ciated with  my  recollections  of  my  grandfather) 
was  a  clear-headed,  active,  speculating  man,  pos- 
sessed of  that  peculiar  kind  of  family  pride  which 
is  almost  inseparable  from  our  exclusive  English 
notions  of  respectability.  He  had  no  ambition  in 
the  common  meaning  of  the  word ;  no  wish  to  re- 
tire from  business,  and  become  an  idle  gentleman 
living  upon  his  own  property.  I  doubt  whether  the 
offer  of  a  baronetcy,  or  a  peerage,  would  have  raised 
any  dormant  longings  for  rank.  His  banking  house 
was  his  estate,  his  unstained  reputation,  and  his 
monied  influence  were  his  rank  ;  and  when,  as  was 
often  the  case,  he  found  himself  courted  by  persons 
of  high  position  and  eminence,  their  civilities  were 
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received  simply  as  the  just  tribute  of  respect  which 
had  for  years  been  paid  to  the  respectability  of  the 
Mortimers  of  Carsdale. 

With  these  feelings,  it  could  scarcely  have  added 
much  to  his  self-complacency^  when  his  youngest 
son,  Herbert  —  my  father  —  soon  after  entering  the 
army,  married  the  daughter  of  Sir  Thomas  Yaughan, 
a  Yorkshire  baronet  of  ancient  descent,  but  small 
possessions.  I  have  heard  that  when  one  of  his 
inends  congratulated  him  on  the  connection,  my 
grandfather  tapped  the  huge  ledger  which  always 
was  laid  by  his  side  in  his  banking  office ;  and  coolly 
taking  a  pinch  of  snuff,  said :  **  Look  bax^k  a  hun- 
dred years ;  the  Yaughans  have  lost,  the  Mortimers 
have  won ;  which  have  the  most  reason  to  be 
proud  ?"  Yet  he  was  pleased,  I  believe,  that  my 
father  should  marry,  for  he  was  his  favourite  son. 
He  had  but  two  children,  and  my  grandmother  had 
died  soon  after  the  birth  of  Herbert :  that  was  per- 
haps one  cause  of  his  great  affection  for  him; 
another  might  have  been  the  peculiar  character  of  his 
elder  son,  Ralph — a  character,  which  though  it  re- 
sembled his  own  in  many  respects,  still  differed  from 
it  so  much  in  one  or  two  essential  particulars  that  I 
have  often  marvelled  how  it  could  have  been  pos- 
sible for  two  persons  of  such  opposite  views  to 
work  together  as  they  did  for  many  years.  My 
uncle  Ralph  has  borne  a  memorable  part  in  many 
incidents  of  our  family  history ;  but  I  must  not 
speak  of  him  at  present. 

Persons  knowing  little  of  my  grandfather  have 
occasionally  expressed  surprise  that  he  should  ever 
have  allowed  a  son  of  his  to  choose  the  army  for 
his  profession :  but  it  is  no  matter  of  wonder  to  me. 
He  was  devoted  to  Herbert,  —  entirely  bent  upon 
gratifying  his  wishes,  and  especially  proud  of  his 
handsome  face.     The  mere  thought  of  seeing  him 
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in  his  uniform  would  have  been  a  considerable  in- 
ducement to  consent ;  but  there  was  another  and  a 
really  strong  motive.  A  brother  of  his  own  had 
been  in  the  army,  and  distinguished  himself  greatly. 
He  was  the  hero  of  the  small  portion  of  romance 
which  was  latent  in  my  grandfather's  disposition ; 
and  the  idea  that  his  son  might  one  day  revive  the 
name  of  Colonel  Mortimer,  was,  I  believe,  sufficient 
to  overcome  every  other  objection. 

My  father  was  ordered  to  a  foreign  land  shortly 
after  his  mari'iage.  I  have  often  heard  my  mother 
describe  the  effect  which  the  last  interview  between 
him  and  my  grandfather  had  upon  both ;  the  strange 
presentiment  of  evil  which  hung  over  them,  and  the 
warning  which  formed  part  of  my  grandfather's  last 
injunctions :  —  "  Herbert,  my  boy,  take  care  of  your 
wife,  and  look  after  your  children,  and,  whatever 
happens,  don't  be  led  by  your  brother,  Ralph." 

It  was  a  wise  caution  to  give.  My  father  was  a 
person  by  whom  it  was  peculiarly  needed.  At  this 
distance  of  time  I  can  look  back  upon  his  character, 
as  it  stands  clearly  forth  from  amidst  the  shadows 
of  the  past,  snd  judge  him  —  always  I  hope  with 
filial  respect,  yet  truly  and  dispassionately.  His 
faults  do  not  seem  now  to  belong  to  him.  He  has 
entered  upon  another,  and  I  may  humbly  trust,  a 
better  and  happier  existence,  and  I  can  bear  to  re- 
trace the  course  of  his  probation  here,  even  in  its 
errors,  since  I  know  that  its  end  was  peace.  He 
was  indolent ;  that  I  think  was  his  greatest  defect. 
It  does  not  seem  a  very  serious  one  at  first  sight ; 
but  its  consequences,  when  indulged,  must,  I  am 
sure,  always  be  grievous.  Yet  it  was  not  so  much 
physical  indolence.  He  could  endure  fatigue,  and 
at  times  encounter  it  voluntarily.  No  one  ever  heard 
him  complain  of  the  hardships  of  a  soldier's  life,  or 
even  say  that  he  disliked  them :  —  but  he  hated 
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thought,  worry,  effort  of  mind  in  any  form,  ex- 
cept it  might  be  some  dreamy,  imaginative  abstrac- 
tion, which  with  one  degree  of  greater  energy  might 
have  made  him  poetical,  but  which,  as  it  was,  only 
served  to  render  his  society  soothing  and  softening, 
and  therefore  to  many  agreeable. 

It  was  not  agreeable  to  me  ;  but  in  mental  tem- 
perament we  were  far  as  the  poles  asunder. 

I  will  not  attempt  to  describe  each  member  of 
my  family  separately.  It  would  be  an  endless  task ; 
knowing  them  so  thoroughly,  and  having  studied 
them  so  intimately,  I  should  never  be  satisfied  with 
mere  outlines ;  and  details  are  better  discovered  by 
facts  than  by  mere  narration.  I  will  try  to  give 
these  in  the  best  way  that  I  can  ;  partly  from  early 
recollections  of  my  own,  partly  from  letters  and 
journals,  which  recall  vividly  the  scenes  and  in- 
cidents that  might  otherwise  have  long  since  been 
forgotten. 

And  I  will  begin  by  my  first  recollection  of  a 
settled  home.  Carsdale  is  a  straggling,  ill-built, 
yet  clean  and  rather  picturesque  country  town. 
It  stands  upon  the  brow  of  a  hill,  and  commands 
an  extensive  view  of  a  woody  valley,  watered  by  a 
clear  stream,  which,  about  twenty  miles  lower  down, 
becomes  navigable  for  barges,  lighters,  and  the 
smaller-sized  trading  vessels.  There  are  but  two 
really  respectable  streets  in  Carsdale, — High  Street, 
of  course, — there  is  a  High  Street  in  every  town 
in  England — and  Castle  Street.  They  are  built 
at  right  angles  —  High  Street  horizontally ;  Castle 
Street  on  the  ascent  to  the  ruins  of  the  old  Norman 
tower  from  which  it  takes  its  name. 

In  the  intermediate  spaces  between  these  two 
principal  thoroughfares  are  a  few  lesser  streets, 
some  broad  lanes,  and  many  courts,  alleys,  and 
passages,  not  worse,  but  I  fear  not  much  better, 
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than  are  to  be  found  in  the  innumerable  towns  of  a 
similar  size  and  description  which  cover  the  face  of 
our  country.  My  early  home  was  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood of  Castle  Street,  on  the  road  leading  from 
the  town  to  the  castle,  and  from  thence  to  London. 
It  was  a  square,  white  house,  bright  with  green 
Venetian  blinds,  a  green  door,  and  a  close  green 
verandah.  It  stood  back  from  the  road  in  a  little 
garden,  which  had  in  front  three  oval  flower  beds, 
and  a  gravel  walk  leading  from  the  house  door 
to  the  little  entrance  gate.  There  was  a  strip  of 
lawn  also  at  the  side,  and  a  tiny  kitchen  garden  at 
the  back,  which,  however,  was  never  known  to  pro- 
duce anything  but  blighted  currants  and  goose- 
berries, late  asparagus,  that  had  evidently  outgrown 
its  strength,  and  cucumbers,  which  from  some  un- 
known cause  always  ran  to  seed  before  they  were 
pronounced  eatable.  There  was  a  tolerable  view 
from  our  house,  for  it  stood  his-h,  and  the  town 
was  about  half  a  mile  distant  to  the  left;  but  it 
could  scarcely  be  called  in  the  country,  so  many 
little  villas  were  congregated  in  the  vicinity  ;  whilst 
the  causeway,  which  passed  in  front  of  the  garden, 
was  the  regular  promenade  for  all  the  gay  trades- 
people of  Carsdale  on  a  Sunday,  and  the  habitual 
safe  resort  of  nurses  and  children  on  week  days. 
A  little  exertion  would  have  screened  us  from  the 
public  view ;  but  that  was  not  an  object  of  much 
value  to  my  father.  He  liked  to  sit  at  the  drawing- 
room  window  after  church,  telling  us  who  was 
going  by,  and  perhaps  relating  some  youthful  ad- 
venture, recalled  by  the  sight  of  the  friends  of  his 
childhood  :  and  my  mother  humoured  him  in  every 
fancy,  and  even  if  she  had  wished  for  more  com- 
plete privacy,  would  have  hesitated  to  suggest  it. 
She  was  very  gentle,  yielding,  and  unselfish.  I 
can  less  bear  to  tliink  and  talk  of  her  than  of  my 
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father :  I  loved  her  so  very  dearly,  and  her  image, 
in  its  grace  and  beauty,  comes  before  me  as  a  lovely 
picture,  which  I  would  fain  keep  in  all  its  original 
perfection.  Not,  I  suppose,  but  that  she  had  faults, 
or,  at  least,  failings.  She  had  been  bred  up  in 
an  atmosphere  of  pride  and  ultra  refinement ;  and 
although  she  was  too  kind  and  good  to  allow  her 
tastes  to  interfere  with  the  duties  of  her  position, 
she  certainly  was  not  calculated  to  guide  a  family 
through  the  toils  of  life.  She  was  not  a  popular 
person.  Reserve  of  manner  gave  her  often  an  ap- 
pearance of  want  of  sympathy ;  and  although  no 
one  could  justly  have  accused  her  of  exclusiveness, 
there  was  an  unconscious  superiority  shown  in  her 
intercourse  with  the  Carsdale  society,  which  threw 
many  persons  at  a  distance. 

It  is  strange  to  me  now  to  associate  her  with 
that  homely  little  white  house  on  the  Castle  road, 
and  the  acquaintance  and  friends  who  fill  my  early 
recollections.  She  could  scarcely  have  been  pre- 
pared for  them  when  she  first  married.  My  father 
had  then  no  idea  of  settling  at  Carsdale.  He  liked 
his  profession,  and  intended  to  follow  it ;  and  the 
handsome  allowance  made  by  my  grandfather  would 
have  enabled  him  to  do  so  with  ease  if  his  family 
had  been  small.  The  circumstances  which  induced 
him  to  change  his  plan,  and  the  consequences  re- 
sulting from  them  were  first  understood  by  me 
when  I  was  about  thirteen  years  of  age.  Some 
events  and  some  conversations  stamp  themselves 
indelibly  upon  the  memory.  At  the  very  moment 
when  they  take  place  we  feel  they  can  never  be 
forgotten. 

We  were  living  in  the  white  house, — Castle 
House  as  it  was  called.  We  had  been  there  about 
five  years.  Our  family  consisted  of  seven  children, 
—  two  boys  and  two  girls  older  than  myself;  one 
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boy  and  one  girl  younger.  A  series  of  misadven- 
tures had  befallen  me  from  my  infancy.  I  had  fallen 
out  of  the  nurse's  arms,  and  broken  my  arm,  and 
injured  my  back  so  that  I  was  never  able  to  walk 
far.  I  had  been  attacked  with  scarlet  fever,  and 
reduced  to  such  a  state  of  weakness  that  my  life 
was  despaired  of.  Whooping  cough  had  followed 
upon  the  measles,  and  left  a  delicacy  of  constitution 
which  caused  my  health  to  be  a  constant  subject  of 
anxiety.  I  was  one  of  that  numerous  race  who  are 
set  apart  from  their  earliest  childhood  for  patient 
endurance.  Very  early  I  was  taught  to  understand 
my  lot ;  very  early  also  I  learnt  to  be  thankful  for 
it.  But  it  made  me  thoughtful  beyond  my  years, 
and  at  the  age  of  thirteen  I  had  begun  to  reason 
upon  the  events  of  life,  and  to  read  the  character 
and  ponder  upon  the  words  and  actions  of  the 
individuals  with  whom  I  was  brought  in  contact. 

My  elder  brothers  and  sisters  went  to  school. 
Vaughan  and  Reginald  to  a  grammar  school,  Caro- 
line and  Joanna  to  a  day  school.  Herbert  and 
little  Hester  were  kept  at  home.  My  father  made 
Herbert  learn  the  Latin  grammar,  and  thought  he 
educated  him.  My  mother  superintended  my  work 
and  heard  me  read  French,  and  left  to  my  own 
discretion  whatever  else  I  might  choose  to  study  or 
teach ;  for  Hester  was  always  considered  my  pupil, 
and  a  large  portion  of  Herbert's  instruction  also  fell 
to  my  share.  This  was  the  state  of  our  household 
at  the  period  I  have  mentioned. 

I  was  sitting  in  the  dining-room  one  morning 
after  breakfast ;  it  was  our  school-room  in  fact,  for 
the  only  apartment  which  could  have  been  strictly 
appropriated  to  that  purpose  was  very  small,  and 
used  by  my  father  partly  as  a  study  and  partly 
as  a  dressing-room.  I  always  liked  the  dining- 
room  :  for  it  had  a  French  window  at  the  further 
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end,  opening  upon  the  side  lawn,  which  gave  me  a 
pleasant  feeling  of  being  in  the  country ;  and  as  I 
sat  by  myself  looking  upon  the  ruins  of  the  old 
castle,  I  could  always  find  amusement  in  thinking 
of  its  bygone  history,  and  the  tales  and  legends 
associated  with  it.  It  was  nothing  to  me  then 
that  our  dining-room  carpet  was  faded  from  age 
and  constant  wear ;  or  that  the  walls  were  dingy, 
or  the  festooned  chintz  curtains,  of  a  creeping  brown 
and  yellow  pattern,  more  shabby  than  those  of  our 
neighbours.  Home  was  really  home  in  its  highest 
and  purest  sense;  the  Paradise  of,  my  brightest 
joys  and  holiest  affections,  and  my  mother  was  the 
angel  of  goodness  and  beauty  who  blended  with  it 
the  charms  of  a  higher  existence. 

There  I  sat  on  that  morning,  ensconced  in  the 
deep  recess,  trying  to  master  the  confusion  of  names 
in  the  histories  of  the  Persian  kings,  whilst  Hester, 
then  about  four  years  old,  seated  on  a  little  stool  at 
my  feet,  was  learning  a  lesson  in  words  of  one  syl- 
lable. It  was  her  favourite  position ;  and  I  had 
become  so  accustomed  to  it,  that  I  used  to  fancy  I 
could  never  learn  my  own  lesson  properly,  or  un- 
derstand what  I  was  reading,  unless  I  could  feel  her 
little  head  leaning  against  my  lap,  and  from  time  to 
time  pass  my  hand  over  her  glossy  brown  curls,  and 
see  her  sweet,  bright,  little  face  looking  up  into 
mine,  with  its  expression  of  wondering  respect  for 
my  superior  wisdom.  Herbert,  I  believe  was  with 
my  father  in  his  study ;  he  was  generally  there  for 
about  an  hour  in  the  morning. 

We  heard  the  garden  gate  shut ;  and  Hester 
jumped  up  and  ran  to  the  front  window  to  see  if  any 
one  was  coming  ;  I  don't  think  I  looked  up,  for  I 
cared  little  for  visitors,  and  knew  we  were  not  likely 
to  be  interrupted  in  our  lessons.  "  It  is  only  uncle 
Ralph,"  said  Hester,  in  a  disappointed  tone,  "  ho 
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has  such  a  great  heap  of  papers."  "  Never  mind," 
I  replied  rather  quickly,  "  Uncle  Ralph's  papers 
are  nothing  to  you  ;  learn  your  lesson  like  a  good 
child,  and  don't  move  again.  Hester  reseated  her- 
self, and  we  went  on  with  our  occupations  in  silence. 
I  heard  my  uncle's  step  as  he  went  to  my  father's 
study;  and  Herbert  was  sent  away  to  learn  his 
lessons  by  himself.  He  looked  into  the  dining-room 
and  told  us  that  uncle  Ralph  had  brought  the  No- 
vember mist  with  him  —  an  expression  which  he 
had  learnt  from  Reginald,  but  which  I  thoroughly 
understood — and  then  ran  away.  I  am  sure  I  had  a 
presentiment  of  something  untoward  that  morning, 
I  felt  it  so  very  difficult  to  fix  my  attention ;  in  fact, 
the  idea  of  the  November  mist  could  not  but  be 
disagreeable.  We  always  felt  the  effects  of  these 
autumnal  interviews,  though  we  never  knew  what 
caused  them. 

It  must  have  been  nearly  an  hour  before  we  were 
again  disturbed,  for  I  know  that  Hester  had  said  her 
lessons,  and  read,  and  been  sent  into  the  garden 
to  play,  when  the  door  of  the  dining-room  opened 
very  hastily,  and  my  father  and  uncle  came  into  the 
room  together. 

My  uncle  Ralph  was  what  might  be  called  a  plea- 
sant-looking person ;  he  was  tall  and  well  made,  and 
his  face  was  handsome,  —  full  and  round,  like  that  of 
a  man  at  ease  with  himself  and  with  the  world ;  he 
had  a  high  forehead,  rather  receding,  a  bald  head,  a 
clear  blue  eye,  a  smiling  mouth ;  and  he  had  also  that 
which  is  a  great  charm  to  young  people  —  a  soft 
voice,  and  smooth,  cordial  manner.  His  dress  was 
always  rather  peculiar.  He  wore  a  blue  coat  of  an 
old-fashioned  cut,  which  no  one  ever  thought  of 
persuading  him  to  remodel,  his  cravat  was  tied  in  a 
bow,  very  neat,  but  very  odd.  He  had  gaiters  in- 
stead of  boots,  and  very  square-toed  shoes.     Somo 
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might  have  called  him,  at  first  sight,  a  gentleman  of 
the  old  school.  To  me,  however,  he  was  always 
the  sharp,  determined,  eager  man  of  business  of  the 
nineteenth  century.  As  far  back  as  I  can  recollect, 
my  impression  of  my  uncle  was  of  a  man  to  be 
feared ;  and  as  I  grew  older  the  feeling  strength- 
ened. If  he  took  notice  of  me,  I  wondered  what 
he  was  wishing  to  gain  by  it ;  if  he  left  me  to  my- 
self, I  thought  I  must  have  displeased  him,  and  he 
would  get  me  into  disgrace.  Whatever  he  said,  I, 
by  degrees,  learnt  to  suspect  a  secret  reservation  ; 
whatever  he  promised  I  was  sure  he  could  find 
some  way  of  evading  it.  And  yet  there  was  not  a 
single  action  with  which  I  was  acquainted  in  those 
early  years  that  I  could  have  entirely  blamed.  He 
had  such  high-sounding,  kind,  plausible  reasons  for 
all  he  did,  that  any  person  sitting  in  judgment  upon 
him  might  have  acquitted  him  of  intentional  wrong. 
When  he  came  into  the  dining-room  that  morning, 
I  withdrew  myself  further  into  the  recess,  hoping  to 
escape  his  notice.  He  saw,  and  nodded  to  me,  but 
he  was  not  in  a  mood  to  honour  me  with  more 
notice.  The  November  mist  had  plainly  gathered 
over  him,  and  over  my  poor  father  also.  They 
were  wishing  apparently  to  find  some  paper  or 
letter,  for  my  father  drew  out  a  large  tin  box,  which 
was  kept  in  a  closet  by  the  fireplace,  and  told  me  to 
go  and  ask  my  mother  for  the  key.  I  went,  and 
returned  almost  immediately.  My  uncle  stood  with 
his  elbow^  on  the  mantelpiece.  My  father  knelt 
down  and  lifted  the  box  with  difficulty  to  the  table. 
I  waited  for  a  moment  to  know  if  I  could  do  any- 
thing else,  and  was  then  ordered  to  run  away.  I 
went  back  to  the  recess,  rather  cross.  "  Why,'* 
I  thought,  "  did  Uncle  Ralph  let  papa  have  all  the 
trouble,  and  not  offer  to  help  him  ?  " 

"  I  can't  find  it,'*  were  the  words  which  again 
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withdrew  my  attention  from  my  book.  They  were 
spoken  by  my  father,  in  a  tone  of  singular  petu- 
lance. "  Indeed,"  replied  my  uncle,  taking  a  pinch 
of  snuff ;  and  he  walked  up  to  a  little  bookcase  by 
the  side  of  the  fireplace,  and  carelessly  took  down  a 
volume  from  one  of  the  shelves.  A  sigh  from  my 
father  followed ;  and  it  so  increased  my  irritation 
against  my  uncle  that  I  deliberately  closed  the  book 
I  was  reading,  and  stood  up,  meaning  to  offer  my 
help.  My  father's  voice,  however,  stopped  me. 
"It  is  no  use  arguing  the  point,  Ralph,**  he  said; 
**  the  letter  is  not  necessary.  You  know  as  well  as 
I  do  what  the  sum  was.**  "  Excuse  me,"  and  my 
uncle  smiled,  and  showed  a  set  of  very  white  teeth; 
**  we  differ  upon  the  point.  You  say  it  is  the  in- 
terest of  five  and  twenty  thousand  pounds,  which  at 
four  per  cent,  would  be  a  thousand  a-year.  I  say  it 
is  the  interest  of  twenty  thousand." 

"  Then  why  have  I  been  deluded  up  to  this 
time  ? "  exclaimed  my  father ;  "  how  comes  it  that 
I  have  received  the  interest  of  five  and  twenty 
thousand  for  the  last  four  years?' 

"  Nay,  really,  my  dear  fellow,  indeed  you  must 
not  ask  me  such  a  question ;  brotherly  affection, 
feeling,  everything  would  induce  me  to  cash  your 
cheques  when  you  drew  them,  though  you  might  go 
a  little  beyond  the  mark.  Onty  when  you  demand 
as  a  right  what  is  clearly  only  a  question  of  kind- 
ness, you  must  expect  me  to  be  a  little,  a  very  little 
startled." 

My  father  stood  up,  and  impatiently  kicking  the 
box  of  papers  away,  threw  himself  into  an  easy 
chair. 

"  You  must  just  let  me  recall  the  matter  to  your 
memory  a  little  more  clearly,  my  dear  Herbert," 
continued  my  uncle,  in  a  tone  which  was  quite 
paternal  in  its  patient  forbearance  and  condescen- 
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sion.     "  It  is  now  five  years  —  five  years,  I  think, 

precisely " 

"  Yes,  yes,"  interrupted  my  father,  "  go  on  !'* 
He  had,  I  suspect,  the  same  dislike  which,  in 
after  years,  I  felt  myself  to  my  uncle  Ralph's  very 
long,  candid,  and  exact  statements. 

**  Pardon  me,  you  must  give  me  time,"  continued 
my  uncle  ;  "  it  is  better  at  once  to  put  the  matter 
into  a  business-like  form,  that  there  may  be  no 
future  misunderstandings.  Nothing  can  be  more 
painful  than  differences  of  opinion  on  such  points 
between  relations.*'  My  father  sank  back  in  his 
chair  with  a  resigned  air,  and  my  uncle  went  on.  I 
cannot  give  his  statements  in  his  own  words,  I  did 
not  understand  them  all  at  the  time,  and  I  have  no 
doubt  they  were  involved  in  a  mist  of  technicalities. 
But  the  facts  which  I  gathered  from  what  was  then 
said,  and  from  after-conversations  upon  the  same 
subject,  were  to  the  following  effect :  between  four 
and  ^ye  years  previous,  my  grandfather,  being  in  a 
declining  state  of  health,  and  anxious  to  have  his 
favourite  son  settled  near  him,  had  persuaded  my 
father  to  sell  his  commission  and  settle  at  Carsdale, 
under  the  promise  of  a  considerable  increase  of  in- 
come to  be  enjoyed  during  my  father's  life,  and 
fifteen  thousand  pounds,  and  possibly  much  more, 
in  actual  possession  at  my  grandfather's  death. 
The  question  now  at  issue  was  as  to  my  father's 
life  income ;  my  uncle  said  it  was  the  interest  of 
twenty  thousand  pounds,  my  father  declared  it  was 
five  and  twenty.  It  was  a  question  seemingly  easy 
of  decision,  but  it  was  a  family  matter ;  there  had 
never  been  any  settled  legal  arrangements;  my 
grandfather  had>  indeed,  named  the  sum  in  a  letter, 
the  letter  for  which  my  father  had  been  searching  ; 
but  beyond  this  he  had  done  nothing.  All  the 
arrangements  had  been  confided  to  my  uncle  Ralph. 
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My  grandfather  soon  afterwards  fell  into  a  state  of 
imbecility  ;  and  my  father's  indolence  and  habitual 
spirit  of  procrastination  induced  him  to  trust  entirely 
to  my  uncle,  and  take  no  step  for  the  final  settlement 
of  the  business.  When  he  wanted  money  he  drew  it, 
often  to  an  extent  beyond  his  just  due,  even  if  that 
had  been  what  he  believed  it ;  for  he  was  careless 
and  profuse  both  by  nature  and  education.  I  doubt, 
indeed,  if  he  ever  kept  an  account  book  in  his  life ; 
and  but  for  my  mother's  thoughtfulness,  he  might 
have  spent  double  his  income  without  pausing  to 
consider  what  he  was  about. 

This  state  of  things  had  gone  on  without  inter- 
ruption as  I  before  said  for  more  than  four  years. 
With  such  a  large  family,  even  the  fortune  which 
my  father  deemed  his  own,  was  only  enough  to  keep 
us  in  moderate  comfort ;  and  although  there  was 
always  a  floating  idea  that  we  were  to  be  rich 
when  my  grandfather  died,  and  to  leave  Castle 
House,  and  take  a  large  place  in  the  country,  and 
keep  a  number  of  servants,  and  horses,  and  car- 
riages, I  suspect  that  the  prospect  to  my  mother 
became,  year  by  year,  more  and  more  indefinite. 
I  know,  at  least,  that  she  was  always  checking  our 
extravagant  notions,  and  reminding  us  that  what- 
ever might  be  our  hopes  for  the  future,  we  had  only 
sufficient  for  the  necessaries  of  life  at  present. 

From  time  to  time  I  imagine  little  differences  had 
arisen  between  my  father  and  my  uncle,  evidenced 
to  the  general  life  only  by  the  November  mists  ; 
but  such  a  settled  fog  of  gloom  as  was  visible  on 
this  morning  to  which  I  refer,  I  had  never  before 
remarked. 

My  uncle  having  recapitulated  the  outline  of  the 
business  facts  in  the  tone  in  which  he  would  have 
read  aloud  a  legal  document ;  marking  the  dates  of 
different  little  incidents  from  the  time  the  arrange- 


THB   EXPERIENCE  OF   LIFE.  15 

ment  was  first  proposed,  so  exactly,  that  I  thought 
he  must  have  learned  them  by  heart,  turned  to  my 
father  with  a  smile  of  quiet  triumph,  and  said, 
"  And  now,  my  dear  Herbert,  I  should  like  to  hear 
what  you  have  to  bring  forward  in  reply."  My 
father  looked  up,  in  surprise,  and  answered,  **  You 
don't  touch  the  point!"  "  I  scarcely  see,"  replied 
my  uncle,  "  what  is  to  do  so ;  my  poor  father's 
letter  might  be  an  evidence  of  his  intention,  but 
it  could  give  no  legal  claim  ;  and,  in  fact^  1  feel  it 
would  tell  against  you.  Eight  hundred  a  year 
was  what  he  always  said  to  me."  My  father,  with- 
out venturing  to  reply,  began  another  search  in  the 
box.  "It  is  useless  to  vex  yourself,  my  dear  fellow," 
continued  my  uncle ;  **  these  matters  are  easily 
settled  between  brothers.  I  have  only  wished  to 
show  you  that  you  are  not  quite,  not  thoroughly 
exact;  that,  according  to  your  own  statement  of 
your  claims  you  have  received  more,  I  might  say  a 
good  deal  more  than  was  actually  due  ;  and,  there- 
fore, if  we  come  to  a  legal  question,  which  of  course, 
however,  we  never  shall,  you  might  be  rather  a 
loser  than  a  gainer."  My  father  sighed,  my  uncle 
contracted  his  mouth  into  the  proper  expression  of 
fraternal  sympathy,  and  went  on :  "I  can  quite 
enter  into  your  disappointment.  Eight  hundred  a 
year  is  not  a  large  sum  at  the  present  moment ;  it 
involves  some  care  in  household  matters.  My  good 
sister-in-law  I  am  afraid  was  not  brought  up  to 
be  economical.  You  might,  perhaps,  —  I  don't  say 
it  with  the  least  feeling  of  unkindness,  —  but 
you  might,  perhaps,  have  done  better  by  marry- 
ing a  person  more  accustomed  to  superintend  do- 
mestic matters;  however "  My  father  started  up: 

"  Well,  Ralph!  we  won't  talk  any  more."  "As  you 
wish,  it  may  be  better  not,"  was  my  uncle's  reply  ; 
and  he  walked  to  the  door,  turning  round,  when  he 
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had  half  opened  it,  to  add,  "  You  must  not  incon- 
venience yourself,  my  dear  fellow.  We  shall  make 
all  straight  in  the  end,  I  have  no  doubt."  My  father 
neither  smiled  nor  spoke  in  reply  5  but  when  he 
heard  the  front  door  close  behind  my  uncle,  he 
uttered  an  ejaculation  of  thankfulness. 


CHAP.  n. 

The  same  afternoon  I  was  sitting  in  a  curious  old- 
fashioned  apartment  in  a  house  at  the  lower  end  of 
the  High  Street  of  Carsdale.  It  was  the  residence 
of  my  great-aunt,  my  grandfather's  only  sister. 
Miss,  or,  as  she  was  commonly  called,  Mrs.  Sarah 
Mortimer.  Aunt  Sarah  was  my  godmother.  I 
had  been  named  after  her;  of  course,  therefore, 
I  looked  up  to  her  with  respect.  But  without  this 
species  of  traditionary  reverence,  aunt  Sarah  could 
never  have  been  considered  as  an  ordinary  person. 
Her  very  appearance  was  against  it.  The  slender, 
tall,  though  bent  figure,  the  face  wrinkled  with  age, 
but  so  decided,  clever,  and  strikingly  benevolent  in 
its  expression  ;  with  the  dress  of  the  pattern  of  fifty 
years  back,  the  rich,  dark,  silk  gown,  the  handker- 
chief neatly  folded  over  the  neck,  the  brown,  cloth 
mittens,  the  exquisitely  white  cap,  with  not  a 
crease  of  the  lace  frill  out  of  place  ; — no,  if  I  had  not 
been  aunt  Sarah's  godchild,  and  as  such  the  re- 
cipient of  her  warnings  and  her  counsels,  I  must 
have  looked  upon  her  as  a  person  apart  from  others. 
She  had  lived  by  herself  ever  since  the  death  of 
her  parents ;  at  least,  she  had  done  so  till  within 
a  few  years  of  the  period  to  which  I  refer,  when, 
a  fall  having  rendered  her  even  more  infirm  than 
might  have  been  expected  at  the  age  of  seventy, 
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she  engaged  a  lady  to  reside  with  her  as  a  com- 
panion. Aunt  Sarah's  life  was  always  described  as 
having  been  uneventful ;  its  one  great  sorrow  being 
the  death  of  her  brother  Colonel  Mortimer :  but  in 
conversing  with  her,  I  always  felt  that  outward 
circumstances  do  not  form  the  history  of  existence. 

In  pursuing  her  even  course,  she  had  lived  far 
more  earnestly,  and  to  a  far  higher  purpose,  than 
hundreds  who  have  been  held  up  to  the  world's  admi- 
ration as  heroines  of  fortitude  and  energy ;  and  there 
was  something  peculiarly  touching  in  the  deep, 
silent  love  so  common,  that  it  was  scarcely  thought 
of  or  remembered,  which  clung  to  her  brother's 
memory  through  years  of  loneliness,  and  gave  the 
charm  of  a  woman's  feeling  to  a  character  which 
was  masculine  in  its  strength  of  will  and  vigour  of 
action. 

After  the  death  of  her  mother,  aunt  Sarah  w^as 
offered  a  home  with  my  grandfather ;  but  the  offer 
was  made  for  her  comfort,  not  for  his,  and  she  de- 
clined it.  Her  spirit  was  too  independent  for  the 
restraint  which  such  a  position  involved,  unless  she 
had  been  upheld  by  a  sense  of  duty. 

So  she  resisted  the  offer  of  companionship  and 
remained  in  her  former  home,  the  dark,  red  brick 
house,  with  stone  facings,  and  a  few  evergreens  in 
front,  at  the  bottom  of  the  High  Street. 

There  was  always  a  romance  to  me,  as  a  child, 
about  aunt  Sarah's  house,  and  about  her  life  also. 
I  never  could  understand  how  she  passed  her  time,  or 
what  pleasures  she  had,  or  how  she  had  any  money 
to  live  upon.  Yet  she  kept  three  servants  —  an 
old  housemaid,  and  a  still  older  cook,  and  a  kind  of 
half  gardener,  half  butler,  whose  age  might  have 
been  dated  from  the  ante-diluvian  world. 

What  the  servants  did  was  as  great  a  marvel  as  any 
thing.     Such  a  very  long  stone  passage  led  to  the 
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kitchen,  and  such  a  range  of  out-of-the-way  offices 
lay  beyond  it,  they  seemed  to  be  quite  cut  off  from 
the  rest  of  the  house.  And  there  was  alway  some 
secret  brewing,  or  baking,  or  washing  going  on,  or 
some  repast  with  an  unknown  name  to  be  provided ; 
for.  of  course,  three  servants  with  nothing  else  to 
do,  had  no  resource  except  to  eat,  and  five  meals  a 
day  was  the  ordinary  allowance — breakfast  at  eight, 
luncheon  at  eleven,  dinner  at  one,  tea  at  four,  and 
supper  at  eight.  The  domestic  arrangements  of  that 
household  were  mysteries  which  no  experience  of 
after  years  has  enabled  me  to  fathom  ;  only  I  know 
that  no  dinners  were  ever  so  nicely  dressed  as  aunt 
Sarah's,  that  the  home-made  bread  was  a  delicacy, 
the  equal  of  which  I  can  never  expect  to  taste 
again ;  that  the  roast  chicken  and  mashed  potatoes, 
which  I  always  chose  when  I  was  asked  what  I 
would  have  for  dinner,  seemed  to  have  a  peculiar 
flavour,  not  to  be  met  with  elsewhere ;  and  that  the 
Oliver  biscuits,  in  the  small,  deep,  old  china  dessert 
plates,  were  to  my  belief  then  never  bought  at  any 
shop  in  Carsdale,  for  I  very  often  tried  to  find  them 
out,  and  never  could  succeed  in  procuring  any 
which  were  exactly  similar. 

My  mother  was  not  very  well  that  afternoon,  and 
had  sent  us  for  a  walk  with  the  servant,  and  as 
there  was  shopping  to  be  done,  we  went  into  the 
town.  I  was  not  in  a  very  happy  mood,  for  I  was 
disappointed  at  not  being  with  my  mother,  and  I 
was  sure  too  that  something  was  vexing  her.  She 
had  spoken  to  me  rather  impatiently,  which  she 
scarcely  ever  did  unless  when  sorely  ti'ied  by  home 
annoyances,  and  had  complained  of  headache,  to 
which  I  knew  she  was  not  at  all  subject.  Being  in 
Carsdale,  it  was  right  to  go  and  see  aunt  Sarah ; 
it  would  have  been  a  treasonable  offence  to  neglect 
such   a   common    mark   of  respect;  so  we  passed 
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down  the  hot,  steep  Castle  street,  and,  casting 
furtive  glances  at  the  large  house,  with  numerous 
closed  windows,  adjoining  the  hank,  where  my 
grandfather  was  lingering  out  his  last  days  in 
quiet  unconsciousness  of  care,  turned,  as  if  by  in- 
stinct, into  High  Street,  and  stopped  at  my  aunt's 
door. 

We  entered  the  house  without  knocking  or  ring- 
ing at  the  street  door.  It  was  a  licence  accorded 
to  our  superior  good  conduct,  for  we  were  always 
particularly  well  behaved  in  aunt  Sarah's  presence, 
and  I  do  not  remember  that  even  a  scramble 
for  caraway  comfits,  or  a  game  of  ball  with  oranges, 
ever  led  us  beyond  the  bounds  of  sober  satis- 
faction. 

My  aunt  often  used  to  pat  cur  heads,  and  say  we 
were  quiet,  good  children ;  but  I  never  liked  the  ex- 
pression, for  it  touched  my  conscience,  and  gave  me 
an  impulse  to  confess  that  we  were  often  noisy  and 
naughty  at  home.  She  was  very  pleased  to  see  us 
when  we  walked  into  the  room,  after  duly  tapping 
nt  the  door  of  the  parlour,  where  she  was  sitting  ; 
the  drawing-room  being  never  used  except  on  state 
occasions.  Miss  Cole,  her  companion,  a  gentle, 
ladylike  person,  about  five  and  thirty  years  ot*  age, 
had  been  reading  a  paper  in  the  Spectator,  whilst 
my  aunt  diligently  knitted.  The  paper  was  just 
finished,  so  that  we  were  no  interruption ;  and  I 
dare  say  Miss  Cole  was  not  at  all  sorry  to  be  re- 
leased from  her  duty,  and  allowed  to  refresh  herself 
by  a  little  walk  in  the  narrow  strip  of  garden  be- 
hind the  house,  for  the  sun  poured  in  at  the  windows, 
and  the  room  was  very  warm.  As  usual,  we  were 
as-ked  a  good  many  questions,  and  were  regaled  with 
a  piece  of  home-made  cake,  and  Herbert  and  Hes- 
ter found  amusement  for  a  considerable  time  in  the 
ornaments  upon  the  mantel-piece,  particularly  in 
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the  figure  of  the  old  monk,  who  acted  as  aunt 
Sarah's  barometer,  and  always  put  his  cowl  on  his 
head  when  it  was  going  to  rain,  and  the  wonderful 
pig  made  of  Indian  rubber,  to  say  nothing  of  the  tiny 
wax  dolls  who  danced  on  the  wires  of  the  old  harpsi- 
chord, whilst  I  played  "  Little  Bo-peep "  to  them. 
These  were  never-tiring  delights  to  them ;  but  I 
had  advanced  rather  beyond  such  pleasures ;  and 
when  aunt  Sarah,  having  exhausted  all  her  powers 
of  amusement,  suggested  that  they  should  go  and 
finish  the  shopping  that  was  to  be  done,  and  that 
I  should  stay  with  her  and  rest,  I  was  quite 
pleased  at  the  distinction.  I  was  always  old  for  my 
age,  and  on  that  day  my  mind  had  certainly  made 
a  shoot.  An  incipient  dread  of  my  uncle  Ralph 
had  grown  into  positive  dislike,  and  a  misgiving 
that  my  father  and  mother  were  not  always  happy, 
into  a  determined  resolution  of  finding  out  what 
was  amiss,  and  never  resting  till  I  had  done  some- 
thing to  help  them.  These  thoughts  were  so  much 
in  my  mind  that  when  I  sat  down  on  the  window 
seat  by  aunt  Sarah's  arm-chair,  and  began  to  watch 
the  people  passing  along  the  street,  instead  of  amus- 
ing myself  with  their  dress,  or  way  of  walking,  or 
wondering  what  they  were  saying  to  each  other,  as 
they  stopped  to  hold  a  few  moments*  conversation, 
the  question  which  most  frequently  suggested  itself 
was,  "had  they  an  uncle  Ralph  to  worry  them."  Aunt 
Sarah  went  on  with  her  knitting,  not  troubling 
herself  to  talk  to  me ;  we  were  accustomed  to  this 
kind  of  silent  sociability,  and  I  was  always  too  fond 
of  following  my  own  ways  quietly  to  wish  for  no- 
tice. We  did  talk  at  last,  however,  and  I  began, 
after  having  surveyed  for  some  minutes  an  old 
beggar  woman,  who  was  nearly  sinking  under  the 
weight  of  a  basket  she  was  carrying.  "Aunt 
Sarah,  how  old  are  you  ?"  "  Seventy,  child,  my  last 
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birth-day."       "  And  how  old  is   uncle  Ralph  ?" 
"Forty-five  the  last  17th  of  November.*'    I  sup- 
pose I  sighed,  for  my  aunt's  next  question  was : 
"  What  is  the  matter  ?"     "  I  wish  you  were  uncle 
Ralph,  and  that  uncle  Ralph  were  you,  aunt  Sarah," 
I  replied.     "  Don't  talk  nonsense,  child ;  what  good 
would  that  do  you  ?"     There  was  no  severity  in  aunt 
Sarah's  tone,  though  there  was  a  little  abruptness 
in  her  words,  and  1  answered  boldly,  "  I  should  like 
you  to  have  the  good  many  years  to  live,  and  not 
uncle  Ralph."     My  aunt  turned  round  suddenly,  and 
looking  at  me  keenly,   through  her  large  silver- 
mounted   spectacles,    exclaimed,    "  What's  in   the 
child's  head  now  ?"     The  quickness  startled  me,  and 
I  murmured  out  something  about  her  being  so  kind ; 
but  I  did  not  like  the  sentence,  for  I  felt  it  was  an 
evasion,  and  after  a  moment's  pause,  I  added,  "  We 
don't  like  uncle  Ralph  as  we  do  you,  aunt  Sarah, 
and  we  never  go  to  see  him."     "  The  way  of  the 
world,"  muttered  my  aunt,  shaking  her  head,  "  what 
they  can  get,  that's  it.*'     "I  shouldn't  like  uncle 
Ralph  for  what   I  could   get  ever,"  I   exclaimed, 
rather  indignantly.  '*  Wait  till  you  are  tried,  child," 
answered  my  aunt,  and  a  peculiar  smile  came  over 
her  face,  a  sort  of  internal  smile  which  just  curled 
the  corners  of  her  mouth,  but  did  not  give  the  least 
brightness  to  her  eye,  and  died  away  in  a  sigh.     I 
began  to  think  she  was  displeased,  for  she  sat  for 
several  minutes  after  this  thinking  and  not  working ; 
and  I  tried  again  to  amuse  myself  by  gazing  out  of  the 
window  ;  but  the  unconquerably  pertinacious  spirit, 
which  was  one  of  my  distinguishing  characteristics 
in  those  early  days,  made  me  pursue  the  subject 
even  at  the  risk  of  getting  into  disgrace. 

Is  uncle  Ralph  rich  ?  was  my  next  question. 
"  That's  as  may  be,"  was  my  aunt's  prudent  answer; 
*'  take  what  you  have,  Sally,  and  don't  trouble  your- 
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self  about  what  doesn't  concern  you."  "  But  it  does 
concern  us,"  I  replied,  "because  if  uncle  Ralph  is 
rich  he  might  give  papa  some  more  money."  My 
aunt  put  her  hand  on  my  shoulder,  and  holding  me 
with  a  grasp  which  gave  double  effect  to  her  ener- 
getic words,  said :  "Listen  to  me,  child,  and  when  I 
am  dead  and  gone,  remember  what  I  say.  Don't 
be  a  burden  upon  any  one  :  you  have  head  and 
hands,  use  them."  "But  uncle  Ralph  ought  to 
help;  he  ought  to  give  papa  money  if  he  is  rich,"  I 
exclaimed  angrily,  for  I  felt  as  if  my  aunt's  words 
were  in  some  indirect  way  an  imputation  upon  my 
father.  "Never  mind  uncle  Ralph,  child;  if  he 
has  money,  that  is  no  business  of  yours ;  let  him 
have  it,  but  never  be  too  proud  to  work.*'  "  No, 
indeed,"  I  replied,  eagerly ;  "  if  I  could  work  ;  if  I 
might  do  anything  for  poor  papa."  "Very  well,"  and 
my  aunt  patted  my  head  approvingly ;  "  only  keep 
to  it,  and  when  you  are  a  grown-up  woman  look  to 
yourself,  and  never  be  a  burden,  and  remember  aunt 
Sarah."  Miss  Cole  came  into  the  room  just  then 
with  our  nurse  and  the  children,  and  the  conversa- 
tion was  stopped,  but  its  effects  remained.  "  Look  to 
yourself,  and  never  be  a  burden,*'  I  repeated  to  my- 
self, as  I  put  on  my  bonnet  to  go.  I  tried  to  under- 
stand all  that  the  words  meant,  but  I  had  only  an 
indistinct  impression.  They  gave  me,  however,  a 
brave,  determined,  independent  feeling,  such  as  one 
might  imagine  to  inspire  a  soldier  with  courage  on 
the  eve  of  a  battle.  I  fancied  them  my  motto,  and 
I  liked  to  think  they  could  apply  to  me. 

A  mere  mockery  they  might  have  seemed  to  any 
one  who  looked  at  my  thin,  sallow  face  and  slight 
figure  ;  but  my  aunt  Sarah  understood  me. 
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CHAP,  ni 

As  I  wrote  the  last  few  sentences,  I  thought  to  my- 
self, how  very  worldly  that  kind  of  advice  and 
resolution  will  appear  to  many  people  —  how  proud 
and  self-confident :  but  I  do  not  think  it  would  be 
a  fair  judgment  to  pass.  The  quality  of  advice  de- 
pends very  much  upon  the  person  from  whom  it 
proceeds :  that  which  would  be  pride  in  one  case  is 
only  proper  energy  in  another.  My  aunt  Sarah 
was  a  Christian  to  the  fullest  extent  of  that  all-com- 
prehensive title  ;  old-fashioned  indeed  in  some  of 
her  notions,  prejudiced  against  what  she  imagined 
innovation,  but  humble,  devoted  and  self-denying, 
to  an  extent  which  I  have  only  lately  begun  to  un- 
derstand and  appreciate.  Some  of  the  best  and 
truest  lessons  of  the  **  wisdom  that  cometh  from 
above,"  were  learnt  by  me  from  her  lips,  and  even 
as  a  child  I  never  for  an  instant  imagined  that 
when  she  endeavoured  to  rouse  my  spirit,  and  in- 
spire me  with  confidence  in  my  own  powers,  she 
ever  meant  to  put  aside  that  first  basis  of  all  right 
exertion,  trust  in  Him  who  alone  can  make  it 
prosper. 

Her  short,  sharp  maxims  of  worldly  policy  were 
therefore  never  misleading,  for  I  learnt  insensibly 
to  give  them  their  due  check  and  counterpoise. 
Even  if  she  had  never  said  anything  directly  bearing 
upon  the  subject  of  religion,  the  very  sight  of  her 
reverent  manner,  when  I  read  with  her,  as  I  fre- 
quently did,  the  Psalms  for  the  day,  would  have 
been  sufficient  to  impress  me  with  deep  seriousness. 
She  always  stood  at  those  times,  her  hands  folded 
together,  and  her  eyes  never  moving  from  the  page 
before  her.  Not  that  the  book  was  necessary  as  a 
guide.     She  could  repeat  the  greater  part  of  the 


24  THE   EXPERIENCE   OF   LIFE. 

Psalms  by  heart,  and  always  knew  those  which  were 
«ppointed  for  each  day.  I  never  now  read  the 
Psalms  for  the  eighteenth  morning  of  the  month, 
without  thinking  'of  her.  They  were  her  great 
favourites,  and  it  was  with  a  touching  solemnity  of 
feeling  that  she  would  follow  my  voice  in  a  deep 
whisper,  as  I  read  aloud  the  words  of  the  Psalmist, 
"  The  days  of  our  age  are  three-score  years  and  ten, 
and  though  men  be  so  strong  that  they  come  to  four 
score  years,  yet  is  their  strength  then  but  labour 
and  sorrow,  so  soon  passeth  it  away  and  we  are 
gone." 

Aunt  Sarah's  influence  was  certainly  more  im- 
portant to  me  than  any  other  at  that  time,  and  for 
many  years  after.  It  would  be  tedious  to  relate  all 
the  incidents  of  those  childish  days,  even  if  I  could 
remember  them.  Those  I  have  mentioned  have 
been  selected,  because,  although  trifling  in  them- 
selves, they  stamped  a  definite  impression  upon  my, 
as  yet,  unformed  character,  which  I  can  trace  to 
this  hour.  From  that  period  I  began  to  watch 
more  narrowly  the  course  of  our  domestic  affairs, 
and  even  in  a  measure  to  understand  them.  No 
great  changes,  indeed,  followed  the  conversation 
which  had  so  awakened  my  suspicions  of  evil. 
My  brothers  and  sisters  continued  at  school,  and 
we  kept  the  same  number  of  servants,  and  lived 
very  much  in  the  same  style  as  before,  professedly 
careful,  but  really  the  reverse ;  but  through  all  I 
could  see  that  my  mother  was  uneasy.  Every  now 
and  then  I  caught  accidentally  the  last  words  of 
private  conversations  between  her  and  my  father, 
the  burden  of  which  was,  almost  invariably,  eco- 
nomy. My  brother  Reginald,  the  careful  member 
of  the  family,  a  shrewd,  clever  boy,  about  a  year 
older  than  myself,  was  generally  sent  to  the  bank 
with  my  father's  cheques;  because  for  some  unknown 
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reason  my  father  never  would  go  himself,  though 
the  walk  into  the  town  might  have  seemed  a  plea- 
sant occupation  for  an  idle  man.  Reginald  was 
careless  of  reproof,  and  endowed  with  a  most  in- 
domitable will,  yet  he  seldom  returned  from  these 
money  errands  without  declaring  to  me  in  private, 
that  nothing  should  induce  him  to  go  again :  the 
bank  was  such  a  dingy  hole,  and  the  clerks  were  so 
awfully  sour,  and  uncle  Ralph  so  repelling  with  his 
sliort  **  hem !  "  and  his  frowning  forehead  and  hasty 
"  There  run  away,  boy,  and  don't  come  again."  Some 
one  else  should  go  next  time.  But  when  "  next  time" 
came,  the  **  some  one  else"  was  not  to  be  found,  and 
Reginald  still  undertook  the  unpleasant  business. 
My  grandfather  lingered  in  a  state  of  second  child- 
hood much  longer  than  any  one  anticipated.  Na- 
turally he  must  have  had  a  very  strong  constitu- 
tion, and  I  think  all  of  us,  except  myself,  inherited 
it.  My  uncle  Ralph,  with  the  help  of  a  partner, 
managed  his  business  and  lived  in  the  same  house, 
a  sufficient  excuse  for  the  circumstance  to  which  I 
had  referred  in  my  conversation  with  aunt  Sarah, 
that  we  were  never  invited  to  visit  him.  There  is 
something  peculiarly  startling  to  children  in  the 
sight  of  imbecility.  Age  is  always  associated  in 
their  minds  with  reverence,  and  neither  my  father 
nor  mother  were  willing  to  run  any  risk  of  shock- 
ing us  by  an  interview  with  my  poor  grandfather, 
which  my  uncle  always  declared  could  not  be  guarded 
against,  if  we  were  ever  admitted  to  the  house. 
Doubtless,  if  my  uncle  had  been  fond  of  children, 
he  would  have  found  some  way  of  seeing  us  alone, 
for  the  house  was  large  and  rambling  ;  and  that 
part  of  it  appropriated  to  my  grandfather  was  se- 
parated from  the  other  rooms  by  a  long  passage, 
and  there  was  besides  a  garden  at  the  back,  where 
my  grandfather  was  never  seen  except  at  stated 
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times;  but  there  were  always  objections,  and  no 
one  thought  of  obviating  them,  and  so  we  lived 
on  totally  apart,  except  on  the  occasion  of  my  uncle 
Ralph's  business  visits  to  my  father.  During  this 
time  my  two  elder  sisters  were  completing  their 
education  at  a  very  tolerable  school  in  Carsdale, 
where  they  were  allowed  as  a  favour,  and  in  con- 
sideration of  a  long-standing  family  acquaintance, 
to  attend  as  day  boarders.  I  must  own,  I  often 
envied  them.  It  seemed  as  if  it  must  be  so  plea- 
sant to  work  with  other  girls  with  the  stimulus  of 
emulation,  and  the  hope  of  at  length  excelling.  I 
plodded  on  by  myself,  and,  I  can  believe  now,  learnt 
what  I  did  attempt  much  more  thoroughly  than  I 
should  have  done  at  school.  But  my  sisters  were 
then,  to  my  eyes,  prodigies  of  skill  and  accomplish- 
ment. Caroline,  who  was  four  years  older  than 
myself,  was  remarkable  for  a  peculiar  kind  of  pru- 
dential cleverness,  which,  if  she  had  been  thoroughly 
well  educated,  might  have  been  turned  to  very 
good  account.  I  never  knew  any  one  who  could 
seize  the  difficult  points  of  an  intricate  question, 
and  make  doubtful  cases  as  clear  and  convincing 
as  she  could.  Hers  was  a  mind  which  seemed  to 
watch  and  understand  all  that  was  going  on,  and 
know  exactly  what  every  one  meant,  or  was  wish- 
ing for.  She  could  calculate  to  a  nicety  the  effect 
of  her  own  words,  and  could  always  prophesy  the 
line  of  conduct  which  her  companions  would  pur- 
sue. She  was  not  accomplished,  or  elegant,  or 
pretty,  or  really  well-informed,  yet,  by  some  mar- 
vellous tact,  she  managed  to  pass  for  all.  What- 
ever she  wore  was  so  well  chosen  and  so  neatly  put 
on,  that  one  forgot  in  the  good  taste  of  the  dress 
any  personal  defects  in  the  wearer.  Whatever  she 
said  was  brought  forward  at  such  a  happy  moment, 
that  it  had  twice  the  value  of  an  ordinary  observa- 


TH£   EXPERIENCE   OF   LIFE.  27 

lion.  She  never  hazarded  any  thing.  If  she  sat 
down  to  the  piano,  she  phiyed  a  merry  country 
dance  or  quadrille,  and  people  said,  **  Miss  Mor- 
timer's music  was  so  inspiriting,  it  was  quite  a 
treat."  J£  she  drew,  she  copied  some  good  pencil 
drawings,  and  was  praised  for  her  bold  style ;  if 
she  ventured  upon  points  ofhistory  or  general  litera- 
ture, she  was  certain  to  have  made  herself  quite 
mistress  of  the  facts  connected  with  them  before 
she  ventured  to  allude  to  them ;  or,  if  they  were 
brought  forward  in  general  conversation,  she  was 
judiciously  silent,  till  enough  had  been  gathered 
from  the  remarks  of  other  persons  to  allow  of  her 
offering  a  safe,  general  observation,  which  implied 
that  she  knew  all  that  was  to  be  known.  I  do  not 
remember  ever  to  have  heard  her  confess  herself 
ignorant  upon  any  subject,  or  make  a  single  re- 
mark which  could  be  turned  to  ridicule.  My 
mother  was  not  in  the  least  able  to  cope  with  a 
character  like  this.  She  was  so  affectionate,  simple, 
straightforward,  and  humble-minded,  that  I  am 
quite  sure  she  not  only  did  not  understand  Caroline, 
but  she  was  afraid  of  her.  We  all,  indeed,  had  a 
habit  of  deferring  to  her ;  and  this  may,  perhaps, 
have  increased  the  great  fault  of  her  disposition, 
selfishness.  Some  characters  expand,  but  never  rise ; 
others  rise,  but  never  expand.  The  former  are  clever 
and  useful,  but  worldly ;  the  latter  are  earnest  and 
devoted,  but  narrow  and  superstitious.  Caroline 
belonged  to  the  former  class.  She  had  no  high 
aims  or  motives,  and  though  she  would  allow  of 
their  existence,  it  was  always  with  a  smile  at  their 
delusiveness.  I  believe  she  set  out  in  life,  in  her 
life  at  school  even,  with  a  determination  of  making 
her  way  by  herself  and  for  herself,  and  unquestion- 
ably she  succeeded,  as  regards  this  world,  entirely. 
Joanna  was  in  all  respects  unlike  Caroline.    Out- 
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ward  appearance  must  always  have  an  effect  upon 
character,  and  I  have  sometimes  amused  myself  by 
fancying  what  my  two  elder  sisters  would  have  been, 
if  Caroline  had  possessed  Joanna's  decided  beauty, 
and  Joanna  been  gifted  only  with  Caroline's  sturdy, 
compact  figure,  and  square,  intelligent  features.  For 
Joanna  was  beautiful  from  childhood :  her  long 
fair  curls,  and  transparent  complexion,  and  brilliant 
blue  eyes,  began  the  work  of  mischief,  I  have  been 
told,  at  four  years  old,  when  she  used  to  stand  be- 
fore the  glass  and  say  "  pretty."  My  father  and 
mother,  all  of  us  indeed,  were  so  proud  of  her,  I 
can  never  wonder  at  the  faults  wliich  showed  them- 
selves as  she  grew  up.  From  my  earliest  years  I 
was  an  enthusiastic  admirer  of  beauty.  One  of  my 
peculiar  pleasures  in  being  with  my  mother  was  the 
delight  I  took  in  looking  at  her  sweet  face ;  and 
Joanna  was  more  than  pretty — she  really  was  lovely. 
Her  figure,  too,  was  good ;  and  her  manners  were 
very  agreeable,  when  she  could  be  kept  quiet  and 
free  from  self-consciousness :  that  spoilt  her  very 
much,  but  she  showed  less  of  it  at  home  than  when 
in  society.  I  could  see  but  few  defects  in  her  in 
those  days,  though  she  was  as  remarkable  for  want 
of  tact  as  Caroline  for  possessing  it.  She  was  vari- 
able, and  moody,  and  fond  of  excitement,  and  ex- 
ceedingly alive  to  the  opinion  of  the  world,  and 
fearful  of  being  unfashionable  or  deficient  in  style 
or  manner  ;  but  she  was  lively,  affectionate,  and 
open-hearted,  and  I  loved  her  too  well  and  too 
humbly  to  think  of  blame. 

Caroline  and  Joanna  were  seventeen  and  eighteen 
when  they  left  school.  It  was  Caroline's  own  wish 
to  remain  as  long  as  her  sister.  I  think  school 
must  have  been  an  excitement  to  her,  and  that  she 
did  not  wish  to  go  through  the  ordeal  of  a  twelve- 
month's recluse  life  before  she  went  into  society. 
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She  was  anxious  to  step  from  the  school-room  into 
what,  for  her,  was  the  gay  world,  at  once ;  and 
though  the  expense  which  the  arrangement  involved 
was  a  matter  of  serious  importance,  Caroline's  in- 
fluence was  so  great  that  it  was  agreed  to  without 
much  difficulty.  I  cannot  help  smiling  when  I 
think  what  our  notions  of  society  were  then.  We 
had  never  known  anything  of  it  except  at  Carsdale ; 
and  there  it  was  limited  almost  entirely  to  the  re- 
sidents in  the  town.  My  father's  indolence,  and  my 
mother's  wish  to  be  economical,  prevented  them 
from  enlarging  their  acquaintance ;  and  our  inter- 
course with  our  country  neighbours  was  carried  on 
by  yearly  or  half-yearly  morning  visits,  which 
brought  with  them  neither  pleasure  nor  profit  be- 
yond the  excitement  of  a  drive  in  an  open  fly  to 
any  of  us  who  were  allowed  to  go.  My  mother's 
family  I  always  understood  were  persons  of  rather  a 
fashionable  cast,  but  they  were  all  married,  and 
dispersed  in  different  parts  of  the  world ;  and  I 
never  heard  anything  of  them,  except  by  occasional 
letters.  Some  of  these  did  now  and  then  give  us  an 
idea  of  a  different  style  of  amusement  from  the  dull- 
ness of  Carsdale  dissipations ;  but  we  were  all 
contented  with  our  lot  there :  the  least  event  was 
a  novelty,  and  I  believe  Caroline  and  Joanna  looked 
forward  with  as  much  interest  to  their  first  evening 
party,  given  by  Mrs.  Blair,  the  wife  of  a  physician 
in  Carsdale,  as  if  it  had  been  a  prelude  to  the  de- 
lights of  a  London  season. 

I  am  afraid  there  was  no  simplicity  in  this.  Sim- 
plicity cannot  be  a  question  of  large  or  small  rooms, 
costly  furniture  or  plain,  splendid  entertainments  or 
homely  ones.  The  daughter  of  a  nobleman  may  be 
simple  in  the  midst  of  luxury,  and  the  daughter  of 
a  lawyer  or  a  clergyman  full  of  pretension  in  a 
home  of  only  ordinary  comfort. 

D  3 
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There  may  be  greater  risk  in  the  one  position 
than  in  the  otlicr,  but  even  upon  this  point  I  have 
learnt  to  be  sceptical ;  or  at  least  to  inquire  whether 
when  the  Bible  warns  us  of  the  danger  of  riches,  it 
does  not  include  the  easy  opulence  of  respectability, 
as  well  as  the  extravagant  refinement  of  the  highest 
classes. 

Certainly  my  experience  of  Carsdale  society  did 
not  lead  me  to  suppose  that  homeliness  was  neces- 
sarily unpretending  ;  or  that  an  education,  without 
accomplishments,  must  form  a  strong,  sensible  cha- 
racter. But  this  is  merely  forestalling  the  opinion 
of  after  years.  At  the  time  of  which  I  am  writing 
I  thought  little  upon  any  subjects  of  that  kind.  The 
period  was  very  important  to  me,  but  from  a  cause 
totally  unlike  that  which  gave  it  interest  to  my 
sisters  —  I  was  preparing  for  confirmation. 

What  first  made  me  think  seriously  about  religion 
I  cannot  tell.  Is  it  not  indeed  a  deep  mystery  why 
and  how  the  mercy  of  God  vouchsafes  to  waken  us, 
either  early  or  late,  to  a  sense  of  the  true  end  of  ex- 
istence ?  Perhaps  illness  had  rendered  me  tliought- 
ful ;  perhaps  my  frequent  visits  to  aunt  Sarah  had 
insensibly  inspired  me  with  something  of  her  own 
earnestness ;  or,  possibly,  the  insight  into  family 
cares,  which  I  had  attained,  had  darkened  what 
would  otherwise  have  been  my  brilliant  expectations 
of  the  future.  I  do  not  know  how  all  this  was  ;  but 
I  am  sure  that  at  that  time  religion  was  not  the 
governing  motive  of  my  family.  My  dear  mother, 
indeed,  was  an  exception,  but  she  was  so  reserved 
that  it  was  with  difficulty  she  could  bring  herself  to 
speak  upon  the  subject  even  to  her  children,  and 
her  natural  timidity  of  character  often,  I  suspect, 
made  her  yield  to  the  wishes  of  others  against  her 
better  judgment.  We  went  to  church  twice  every 
Sunday,  and  had  family  prayers  every  morning ; 
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in  the  evening,  for  some  reason  I  could  never  under- 
stand, it  was  not  considered  practicable.  When  we 
were  little  children  we  said  our  catechism  and  col- 
lects to  my  father  on  a  Sunday  evening,  and  looked 
at  the  pictures  in  an  old  family  Bible ;  but  beyond 
this  we  had  little  direct  instruction. 

I  believe  myself  that,  humanly  speaking,  it  was 
from  aunt  Sarah  I  derived  all  my  deeper  feelings  of 
this  kind.  Amongst  other  things  I  remember  being 
particularly  struck  with  the  care  she  took  to  enable 
Miss  Cole  to  attend  the  Wednesday  and  Friday 
services,  in  Carsdale  Church,  though  she  was  a 
great  deal  too  infirm  to  go  herself. 

There  is  something  in  every  household  to  which 
all  other  objects  or  pursuits  must  give  way.  In 
aunt  Sarah's  it  was  religion.  It  was  impossible  to 
be  long  with  her  without  discovering  it,  and  this 
sort  of  deference  in  action  was  infinitely  more  im- 
pressive than  any  words. 

My  brothers  and  sisters  felt  it  as  well  as  myself, 
though  in  a  less  degree.  Caroline,  who  always 
laughed  at  what  she  called  over-strictness,  used  to 
declare  that  aunt  Sarah  had  trained  even  her  canary 
bird  to  keep  quiet  on  its  perch  when  the  Bible  was 
brought  out. 

Aunt  Sarah  was  certainly  the  person  who  sym- 
pathised the  most  openly  with  the  feelings  which 
the  thought  of  my  confirmation  excited  in  me.  For 
several  weeks  I  went  regularly  to  be  examined  by 
Mr.  Benson,  the  rector,  on  which  occasion  I  answered 
questions  from  the  catechism,  and  listened  to  a  set 
of  lectures  addressed  to  me,  in  common  with  the 
other  candidates  for  confirmation.  But  Mr.  Benson 
was  an  old  man,  who  had  never  been  accustomed  to 
interfere  in  any  way  with  the  better  class  of  his 
parishioners,  and  when  my  mother  first  introduced 
ine  to  him,  particularly,  before  my  examination,  I 


32  THE  EXPERIENCE  OF  LIFE. 

remember  he  offered  at  once  to  give  me  a  ticket, 
saying  he  was  sure  that  the  child  of  such  admirable 
parents  must  be  well  prepared.  It  was  from  my 
own  choice  that  I  attended  the  confirmation  classes^ 
as  they  were  called,  for  I  was  determined  to  gain 
all  the  instruction  I  could.  My  mother  said  in  her 
quiet  way  that  she  should  be  glad  for  me  to  go ;  but 
aunt  Sarah  warmly  approved  of  my  determination, 
and  used  to  make  me  dine  with  her  every  day  after 
I  had  been  to  Mr.  Benson's,  that  she  might  hear  all 
he  had  said,  and  give  me  a  little  help  from  her  own 
experience.  Such  curious,  pithy  pieces  of  advice 
I  received  from  her  at  those  times !  I  wish  I  could 
remember  them  in  her  own  words ;  but  they  worked 
themselves,  as  it  were,  into  my  mind,  and  became  so 
much  a  part  of  myself  that  I  cannot  now  separate 
them  from  the  opinions  formed  from  my  own  know- 
ledge of  life.  **  Order,  child,  that  is  the  main  thing," 
she  used  sometimes  to  say  to  me.  **  Seek  jq  first 
the  kingdom  of  God ;  first  in  time,  first  in  place. 
The  world  is  in  a  tangle ;  Grod  means  us  to  put  it 
straight ;  he  tells  us  how  ;  if  we  won't  listen  it  will 
6e  in  a  tangle  all  our  lives." 

This  notion  of  order  was  a  very  favourite  one  of 
hers.  She  was  wonderfully  neat,  not  merely  from 
taste  but  principle ;  for  she  was  a  deep  thinker  in 
her  quaint  way ;  and  I  really  believe  seldom  even 
folded  up  a  handkerchief  to  put  it  aside  in  her 
drawer,  without  some  allusion  in  her  own  mind  to 
what  she  called  the  typical  meaning  of  this  necessary 
daily  duty. 

I  am  not  orderly  myself,  though  I  am  an  old 
maid ;  it  is  not  in  my  nature  ;  but  I  know  I  should 
have  been  much  worse  if  it  had  not  been  for  aunt 
Sarah's  injunctions  :  and  certainly,  as  regards  the 
mind,   I   have   been    struck    constantly  with  the 
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wonderful  assistance  which  the  principle  of  seeking 
the  kingdom  of  God  first  affords  in  deciding  ques- 
tions apparently  belonging  only  to  this  world 


CHAR  IV. 

The  day  of  my  confirmation  was  the  day  of  Mrs. 
Blair's  ball,  my  sister's  first  party.  There  was  a 
very  odd  medley  of  feeling  and  occupation  in  our 
house  on  that  morning.  The  confirmation  was  not 
set  aside  or  forgotten,  for  in  its  way  it  was  almost 
as  great  an  excitement  as  the  ball.  The  Bishop  was 
to  have  luncheon  at  Mr.  Benson's  ;  and  Herbert 
and  Hester  stood  at  the  drawing-room  window 
nearly  an  hour  after  breakfast  to  watch  for  his  car- 
riage. A  great  many  persons,  whose  children  were 
to  be  confirmed,  were  expected  from  the  country, 
and  my  mother  thought  it  a  good  opportunity  of 
showing  attention  easily;  and  therefore  prepared 
a  sort  of  cold  dinner,  which  might  save  our  servants 
trouble,  and  allow  of  any  chance  visitors  being  in- 
vited. Her  notions  were  very  simple,  but  Caro- 
line and  Joanna  were  determined  that  if  their 
friends  did  come  they  should  find  every  thing  in 
proper  style.  They  arranged  the  dishes  on  the 
table  themselves,  and  not  only  gathered  every  flower 
in  the  garden  to  fill  a  glass  vase  for  the  centre,  but 
even  made  interest  with  aunt  Sarah  s  old  Richard  to 
send  a  few  choice  roses.  It  was  with  great  diffi- 
culty that  I  was  allowed  to  remain  quietly  in  my 
own  room.  I  do  not  think  I  should  have  been  but 
for  the  interposition  of  little  Hester,  who  always 
had  an  instinct  us  to  my  wishes,  and  persuaded 
Caroline  and  Joanna  that  she  could  mivke  a  much 
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better  waiting-woman  than  I  could,  because  I  was 
so  soon  tired. 

I  remember  listening,  as  I  stood  at  the  door  of 
my  little  bed-room  within  the  nursery,  to  the  un- 
usual noises  in  the  house,  the  rushing  up  and  down 
stairs,  the  raised  voices,  the  clatter  of  trays  and 
glasses,  and  plates,  the  roll  of  the  carriages  driving 
into  the  town,  and  feeling  very  disturbed  and  un- 
comfortable. Certainly  the  world  was,  as  aunt 
Sarah  had  said^  in  a  tangle,  and  how  was  I  to  put 
it  right  ?  I  shut  my  door  and  sat  down  to  read  for 
a  quarter  of  an  hour,  before  I  put  on  my  things  to 
go  to  church.  In  whatever  state  the  world  might 
be,  there  was  no  doubt  that  my  first  duty  was  order 
in  my  own  mind.  Whilst  I  was  thus  engaged  my 
mother  came  into  the  room.  She  wanted  to  know 
if  I  was  ready.  She  wished  to  go  early,  she  said, 
for  there  were  one  or  two  things  wanting  for 
dinner,  and  she  must  order  them  as  we  went  into 
the  town.  I  suppose  something  in  my  countenance 
showed  that  this  sort  of  business  proceeding  was 
not  quite  in  accordance  with  the  tone  of  my  mind, 
for  she  stopped  in  the  middle  of  a  sentence,  and 
said  that  she  would  not  trouble  me  just  then  about 
such  things,  only  I  must  be  ready  soon.  And  then 
she  produced  a  very  prettily  bound  Prayer  Book, 
such  as  had  been  given  to  my  sisters  on  their  con- 
firmation, and  offered  it  to  me  with  a  most  fond 
kiss,  and  a  whispered  prayer  that  God  would  bless 
me  and  make  me  a  good  child.  This  was  all  I 
desired  from  her  at  that  moment.  1  could  not  have 
talked  to  her  even  if  she  had  given  me  the  oppor- 
tunity. I  was  contented  to  know  that  she  had  an 
especial  thought  for  me  in  the  midst  of  the  bustle 
of  the  day ;  and  after  thanking  her  with  tears  in 
my  eyes,  I  began  to  prepare  for  church.  As  I 
went  down  stairs  I  heard  my  mother  call  Caroline 
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aside,  and  ask  whether  Fanny,  the  parlour  maid, 
could  not  go  into  the  town  for  what  was  wanted  ; 
but  Caroline  negatived  the  idea  instantly,  and  said 
that  Fanny  was  wanted  a  hundred  ways  at  home, 
and  that  there  would  be  quite  time  enough  to  go  to 
a  few  shops  before  church;  so  my  dear  mother 
yielded,  as  she  almost  always  did,  to  Caroline's 
decided  will. 

How  very  little  I  understood  what  was  passing 
in  my  own  mind  that  morning  !  At  the  time  it 
seemed  as  if  I  was  in  a  perplexing  dream,  struggling 
to  retain  certain  feelings  which  were  constantly 
escaping  from  me.  I  liked  seeing  the  town  full ; 
and  I  was  interested  in  going  into  the  shops,  and 
hearing  orders  given  for  unusual  things,  and  I  felt 
a  consciousness  of  being  noticed  as  about  to  take 
part  in  a  ceremony  in  which  every  one  I  met  was 
interested ;  my  white  dress  and  straw  bonnet,  with 
new  white  ribbons,  marking  me  out  as  one  of  the 
children  to  be  confirmed.  And  yet  in  the  midst  of 
all  this  distraction  and  even  vanity,  I  was  very 
much  bent  upon  collecting  my  thoughts,  and  sadly 
distressed  when  I  found  myself  wandering  from 
my  confirmation  vow  to  the  question,  how  all  the 
people  who  were  expected  at  luncheon  would  ma- 
nage to  find  room  in  our  small  dining-room.  My 
father  joined  us  at  the  church  door,  and  patted  my 
shoulder  afiectionately,  and  then  took  me  into  the 
church,  and  placed  me  where  he  could  see  me.  I 
hoped  I  should  have  been  quiet  there  at  least,  but 
I  was  not;  the  same  confusion  of  ideas  followed 
me,  and  the  service  was,  what  the  preparation  had 
been,  a  struggle  in  which  I  believed  myself  utterly 
to  have  failed.  Yet,  no, — I  will  not  say  that  en- 
tirely. Even  then,  though  grievously  vexed  with 
myself,  something  in  my  own  heart  told  me  that  I 
had  not  failed.    I  was  in  earnest,  heartily  in  earnest. 
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I  had  entered  upon  the  battle  of  life,  and  I  was 
resolved,  through  God's  assistance,  that,  cost  what 
it  might,  I  would  bear  myself  bravely  to  the  end. 

Doubtless  strength  was  then  given  to  that  feeble 
but  steadfast  resolve,  however  little  I  could  at  the 
moment  perceive  it. 

My  father  and  mother  walked  home  with  me. 
Numbers  of  persons  came  up  to  us,  and  I  was  asked 
again  and  again  whether  I  had  been  confirmed; 
the  inquiry  being  generally  followed  by  the  hope 
that  my  mother  and  sisters  would  be  at  Mrs.  Blair's 
party.  I  kept  close  to  my  mother's  side,  and  was 
very  silent,  and  tried  to  say  over  to  myself  part  of 
the  119th  Psalm,  which  I  had  lately  been  en- 
deavouring to  learn ;  but  I  think  I  envied  my 
sisters  a  little,  and  felt  as  if  they  were  more  free  to 
do  as  they  chose  than  myself. 

When  we  reached  home  my  father  and  mother 
gave  me  a  kiss,  and  said  they  liked  going  to  church 
with  me,  and  that  they  were  sure  I  should  be  a 
good  girl;  and  then  my  father  strolled  into  the 
garden  to  see  who  was  coming  up  the  road,  and  my 
mother  went  to  the  dining-room  to  observe  how  the 
luncheon  had  progressed  during  her  absence.  The 
house-bell  rang  fourteen  times  in  the  course  of  the 
following  half  hour.  Herbert  counted  the  number, 
and  would  have  come  to  my  room  to  tell  me  of  it 
if  Hester  had  allowed  him.  But  she  had  constituted 
herself  my  guardian,  and  was  determined,  she  said, 
that  I  should  not  be  teased.  So  I  was  allowed  to 
remain  by  myself,  and  when  luncheon  was  ready, 
and  my  father  sent  to  me  to  come  down,  Hester 
carried  him  a  petition  that  I  might  have  some  cold 
chicken  taken  up  to  me,  and  presently  brought  it 
to  me  herself,  and  spread  a  cloth  on  a  little  table, 
and  waited  upon  me  as  carefully  and  silently  as  if 
I  had  been  really  her  mistress.     At  other  times  she 
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Would  have  talked  and  laughed  incessantly ;  for  sho 
was  the  merriest-hearted  child  I  ever  met  with, 
but  she  had  infinite  tact,  and  saw  in  a  moment  that 
it  was  my  wish  to  be  quiet.  I  am  afraid  it  was  a 
wish  of  duty  more  than  inclination.  I  should  have 
liked  very  much  to  see  the  luncheon,  and  I  thought 
to  myself  several  times  what  a  cheerful  party  there 
must  be  down  stairs,  but  I  felt  that  it  would  do  me 
harm  to  be  with  them,  for  it  would  untone  my  mind, 
and  I  could  not  bear  the  thought  of  placing  myself 
voluntorily  in  the  way  of  temptation. 

That  one  slight  self-denial  I  have  often  thought 
upon  with  great  gratitude ;  because  I  am  sure  its 
effects  were  not  slight.  It  gave  me  what,  I  suspect, 
we  all  want  more  almost  than  anything  else  at  the 
beginning  of  life — a  consciousness  of  moral  strength ; 
and  with  strength  came  hope  and  happiness.  I 
went  down  stairs  when  luncheon  was  over;  my 
father  wished  it ;  but  I  had  set  myself  apart  in  my 
own  mind,  by  my  hour's  solitude,  and  the  impres- 
sion remained  with  me  as  a  safeguard,  when  I  was 
obliged  to  return  to  common  life.  Our  visitors  did 
not  stay  very  late.  The  greater  number  had  several 
miles  to  go  before  they  reached  home.  One  elderly 
lady,  however,  remained  at  my  mother's  request. 
She  was  engaged  to  be  at  Mrs.  Blair's  party,  and 
having  been  offered  a  seat  in  a  friend's  carriage  had 
come  into  the  town  efirly,  and  did  not  quite  know 
what  to  do  with  herself  all  the  afternoon.  She  was 
a  cheerful,  talkative  person,  very  good-natured,  and 
not  requiring  any  effort  for  her  entertainment.  If 
she  had  been  at  all  stiff,  I  really  think  my  mother 
would  never  have  summoned  courage  to  press  her 
to  stay,  for  she  was  quite  tired  herself  with  the 
unusual  efforts  of  the  luncheon  party,  and  extremely 
nervous  at  the  prospect  of  the  evening. 

Miss  Cleveland  saw  this,  and  would  not  let  her 
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remain  in  the  drawing-room  to  talk  and  be  civil,  as 
she  said,  but  sent  her  away  to  her  own  room  to 
rest.  "  Sarah  and  I  shall  be  very  good  company 
for  each  other,'*  she  added,  much  to  my  surprise, 
and  a  little  to  my  horror,  and  my  mother  smiled, 
and  told  me  to  take  great  care  of  Miss  Cleveland, 
and  make  her  quite  comfortable ;  and  accepting  the 
permission  given  her,  went  away.  "  So,  my  dear, 
you  have  been  confirmed,"  said  Miss  Cleveland, 
commencing  the  conversation,  when  my  mother  had 
gone.  She  said  it  in  such  a  merry  voice  I  began 
to  feel  as  if  confirmation  was  the  easiest,  most 
cheerful  duty  I  had  ever  been  called  upon  to  take 
part  in ;  and  when  I  looked  up  there  were  a  pair  of 
little  sparkling  black  eyes  fixed  upon  me,  forming 
such  a  curious  contrast  to  a  faded  complexion,  and 
some  large  stiff  flaxen  curls,  that  I  felt  an  almost 
irresistible  inclination  to  laugh,  "There  were  a 
good  many  people  at  church  I  dare  say,"  continued 
Miss  Cleveland,  "I  remember  quite  well  when  I 
was  confirmed,  it  was  the  18th, — I  recollect  exactly, 
because   of   Anna    Strong's   birthday  —  the    18th 

of  September,  seventeen  hundred  and ,  but  I 

must  not  tell  tales  upon  myself,  my  dear:  when  you 
are  as  old  as  I  am,  I  hope  you  will  know  how  to 
keep  your  own  counsel  cleverly."  I  had  listened 
with  a  hope  of  eliciting  some  interesting  facts,  re- 
specting Miss  Cleveland's  early  history,  but  she  was 
satisfied  at  having  fixed  the  date,  and  rushed  away 
from  the  subject  at  a  right  angle,  under  the  fear  I 
suppose  of  exhausting  it.  Mrs.  Blair's  ball  was  the  . 
next  topic,  and  on  this  she  was  more  communi- 
cative. She  told  me  what  I  did  not  know  before, 
that  Mrs.  Blair  and  she  were  distant  cousins — 
Clevelands  both  of  them ;  a  very  good  family ;  a 
Yorkshire  family,  old  friends  of  the  Vaughans. 
This  was  an  interesting  piece  of  information,  for  I 
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had  always  had  a  romantic  notion  of  my  mother's 
family,  perhaps  from  having  heard  so  little  about 
them.  My  mother  being  the  youngest  had  been 
kept  in  the  nursery  almost  till  the  time  of  her  mar- 
riage, and  had  never  had  much  intercourse  with  her 
sisters,  who  were  considerably  older  and  had  mar- 
ried long  before  her.  Miss  Cleveland  was  full  of 
anecdotes,  very  small  ones,  neither  very  clever  nor 
very  exciting,  but  amusing  to  a  girl  not  quite  six- 
teen, who  liked  to  hear  the  least  details  concerning 
the  daily  life  of  her  unknown  relations.  After  she 
had  described  to  me  the  particularity  of  my  grand- 
mother, which  I  had  sometimes  heard  my  'mother 
mention,  and  the  misdeeds  of  some  of  my  uncles, 
and  the  virtues  of  my  aunts,  who  she  informed 
me  had  all  been  her  very  particular  friends,  I  ven- 
tured to  ^inquire  whether  she  ever  saw  anything  of 
them  now:  No,  she  replied,  very  seldom,  sadly 
seldom.  After  Sir  William's  (my  grandfather's) 
death,  the  family  had  been  so  broken  up.  The 
present  Sir  William  kept  very  much  to  himself, 
and  Mrs.  Eversham,  the  eldest  sister,  was  in  India, 
and  Mrs.  Dixon  was  in  Scotland ;  and  Mrs.  Colston, 
who  was  a  widow,  had  such  bad  health.  No,  she 
never  saw  anything  of  them  now,  but  she  often 
regretted  it,  and  she  liked  of  all  things  to  come  and 
have  an  hour's  chat  with  my  mother  about  old  times. 
Sometimes  she  had  almost  made  up  her  mind  to  ask 
Mrs.  Colston  to  come  and  see  her,  but  she  did  not 
know  how  it  was,  she  was  so  busy,  and  had  such 
numbers  of  engagements,  she  never  could  find  the 
right  time.  "  But  I  think,  I  do  really  think  I  shall ; 
yes,  I  am  nearly  sure  I  shall,"  she  added,  the  smile 
upon  her  lips  spreading  itself  like  a  sunbeam  over 
her  face.  There  was  a  pause  :  Miss  Cleveland 
seemed  to  be  maturing  some  vast  project,  whilst 
her  usually  cheerful-looking  features  contracted  into 
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an  expression  of  grave  thought.  I  ventured  pre- 
sently to  observe  that  it  was  a  pity  my  aunt  Col- 
ston had  no  children.  "  Yes,"  and  Miss  Cleveland 
shook  her  head  ominously ; "  **  it  is  a  great  pity,  my 
dear,  a  pity  in  more  ways  than  one.  People  say 
she  is  quite  devoted  to  that  niece  of  her  husband's, 
— that  Horatia  Gray."  I  repeated  the  name  in- 
voluntarily, with  an  accent  of  surprise :  1  did  not 
remember  ever  to  have  heard  it  before.  Miss 
Cleveland  looked  at  me,  as  if  doubting  whether  my 
ignorance  M'ere  real  or  feigned,  and  then,  after  a 
short  consideration,  continued,  "Ah!  my  dear,  I 
see  how  it  is ;  your  mother  is  a  wise  woman,  slie 
does  not  trust  little  folks  with  affairs  that  don't 
concern  them.  I  dare  say  Horatia  Gray  is  a  very 
clever  girl,  and  people  know  best  how  to  manage 
their  own  concerns ;  but  I  must  say  that  I  like 
justice.  I  like  relations  to  be  considered  in  due 
order :  Horatia  Gray  is  no  relation  of  Ann  Colston's, 
it  is  quite  untrue  to  call  her  so;  she  is  nothing  in 
the  world  but  a  sort  of  step-niece  of  the  Major's ; 
and  he  never  took  to  her,  or  knew  anything  about 
her,  for  her  connections  were  quite  beneath  him. 
If  you  reckon  in  that  way,  we  are  all  descended 
i'rom  Adam."  After  delivering  this  wonderfully 
dear  oration  upon  the  subject  of  relationship,  Miss 
Cleveland  put  on  her  spectacles,  and  took  up  her 
work ;  and,  as  I  was  just  then  called  out  of  the 
room,  the  subject  was  dropped,  and  was  not  again 
resumed. 

My  recollections  of  that  evening,  Mrs.  Blair's 
evening,  as  we  used  to  call  it,  are  very  vivid.  I 
can  fancy  now,  that  I  see  before  me  my  mother,  in 
lier  handsome,  figured  silk  of  a  pale  dove  colour,  and 
my  sisters  in  their  white  muslin  dresses,  with  pink 
sashes,  and  white  roses  in  their  hair ;  and  Miss 
Cleveland,  with  a  wonderful  cap,  which  spread  itself 
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out  in  wide  wings,  on  each  side  of  her  head,  and  a 
splendid  sahnon- coloured  satin  gown,  which  I  felt 
persuaded  must  originally  have  been  intended  for  a 
presentation  at  court.  It  was  a  complete  romance 
to  me  to  look  at  them ;  it  seemed  as  if  they  were 
all  about  to  start  on  some  unknown  adventure.  I 
had  before  me  a  bright,  though  confused  imagination 
of  a  very  splendid  room,  and  dazzling  lights,  and 
brilliant  colours,  and  of  Joanna  as  the  heroine  of  the 
night,  who  was  to  excite  universal  admiration.  I 
do  not  think  that  I  had  any  wish  to  go  with  them  ; 
gaiety  of  that  kind  was  never  very  attractive  to  me, 
for  I  was  of  a  shy  disposition,  and  conscious  of 
being  very  plain.  Besides,  it  was  more  in  accord- 
ance with  the  solemnity  of  the  morning  that  I 
should  be  the  Cinderella,  waiting  upon  others,  than 
the  sharer  in  their  pleasures.  I  was  contented  to  be 
allowed  to  stay  in  the  room  whilst  my  sisters  were 
dressing ;  and  hold  the  pins,  and  thread  needles,  and 
go  about  with  messages.  And  it  was  not  till  my 
mother  gave  me  a  parting  kiss,  when  the  fly  was 
announced,  and  told  me  I  looked  pale  and  good  for 
nothing,  and  had  better  go  to  bed  early,  that  I  re- 
membered I  had  been  standing  and  running  about 
for  the  last  hour  and  a  half,  and  was  very  tired,  and 
had  a  terrible  headache.  "  Good  b  ye,  Sarah,"  said 
Caroline,  as  she  was  about  to  follow  my  father  and 
Miss  Cleveland  to  the  carriage.  She  looked  as 
thoroughly  self-possessed  as  if  she  had  been  accus- 
tomed to  excitement  for  years.  "  Good  night, 
dear,"  said  Joanna,  giving  me  a  kiss,  "we  are  so 
much  obliged  to  you  for  helping  us.*  My  brother 
Vaughan,  who  considered  himself  a  man,  though  he 
was  a  year  younger  than  Caroline,  patted  me  on  the 
shoulder,  called  me  "  Cenerentola,"  and  passing  his 
hand  through  his  hair,  told  me  to  go  and  fetch 
his  great  coat,  as  he  and  my  father  intended  to 
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walk.  They  were  gone ;  the  house  was  very  quiet ; 
for  Herbert  and  Hester  had  been  sent  to  bed,  and 
Reginald  was  spending  the  evening  with  a  school- 
fellow. I  w.as  alone  with  the  two  ends  of  unsnuffed 
candles  testifying  to  the  economy  of  the  household  ; 
the  unreplenished  fire,  which  "  would  do  very  well 
for  Miss  Sarah  till  bed -time  ;"  the  undrawn  cur- 
tains, and  the  comfortless  looking  table,  upon  which 
stood  an  inkstand,  a  few  books,  two  or  three  empty 
coffee  cups,  and  a  plate  with  a  stray  slice  of  very 
thin  bread  and  butter.  I  sat  myself  down  in  an 
easy  chair,  and  leant  my  head  upon  my  hand,  and 
felt  very  unhappy.  It  was  not  only  that  1  was 
solitary,  that  my  head  ached,  that  the  excitement 
of  the  day  had  been  too  much  for  me.  Doubtless 
these  circumstances  all  contributed  to  depress  my 
spirits,  but  there  was  a  wretchedness  above  and 
beyond  all;  a  sort  of  presentiment  that  the  present 
hour  was  the  type  of  my  future  life.  Sickly,  plain, 
and  indifferently  educated,  what  better  could  I  ex- 
pect than  to  live  in  shade,  whilst  others  glittered  in 
sunshine  ?  to  what  duties  could  I  look  forward,  ex- 
cept those  which  were  scarcely  deemed  worthy  of 
thanks?  What  pleasures  could  I  anticipate,  but 
such  as  might  be  obtained  from  the  reflected  enjoy- 
ments of  my  more  fortunate  sisters  ?  The  candles 
burnt  more  and  more  dimly,  the  fire  sank  lower  in 
the  grate ;  I  said  to  myself  tliat  I  would  go  to  bed  ; 
but  I  could  not  summon  energy  to  move,  and  my 
bed  would  not,  in  fact,  have  been  a  resting-place ; 
for  the  nervous  headache,  from  which  I  was  suffer- 
ing, would  not,  I  knew,  allow  of  my  sleeping  before 
the  usual  time.  I  remained  in  this  state  for  about 
a  quarter  of  an  hour.  I  had  not  drank  tea,  and  it 
would  have  been  a  refreshment  to  have  some,  but  a 
solitary  meal  in  a  dreary  room  was  more  than  I 
could  encounter.     The  clock  struck  the  half  hour, 
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-— half  past  eight.  Hester,  perhaps,  was  awake.  I 
would  just  go  and  give  her  a  kiss  and  say  good 
night,  and  then,  perhaps,  go  to  bed  myself;  but  I 
had  not  quite  made  up  my  mind  upon  this  point, 
when  the  door  softly  opened,  and  Hester  in  her  little 
night-dress  and  slippers,  with  a  shawl  thrown  round 
lier  shoulders,  stole  into  the  room.  "  Mammy, 
dear,"  she  said,  using  the  term  of  endearment  which 
she  had  given  me  ever  since  I  began  teaching  her 
her  lessons,  "  don't  be  angry.  Nurse  said  1  might 
come ;  please  don't  be  here  all  alone ;  Nurse  says 
your  head  aches."  I  took  her  up  in  my  lap,  and  half 
scolding  her  for  not  being  in  bed,  wrapped  her 
shawl  more  closely  round  her,  and  covered  her  feet 
with  my  dress ;  and  then,  leaning  back  in  my  chair, 
rested  her  head  upon  my  shoulder,  and  looked  at 
her  innocent  face  with  an  indescribable  sense  of 
consolation.  She  was  not  a  pretty  child  to  stran- 
gers ;  her  features  were  not  suflBciently  regular,  but 
she  was  very  pretty  to  me.  It  might  be  that  the 
responsibility  which  I  always  felt  about  her,  the 
idea  that  she  was  a  trust  especially  confided  to  me, 
gave  her  a  peculiar  charm  in  my  eyes ;  but  I  never 
in  those  days  thought  that  any  face  could  have  the 
expression  which  those  deep,  dark-grey  eyes,  with 
their  long  eyelashes  gave  to  Hester ;  and  her  smile, 
which  came  and  went  like  a  sunbeam  on  a  cloudy 
day,  could  make  my  heart  thrill  with  pleasure  even 
in  its  most  gloomy  moments.  She  lay  with  her 
little  hand  in  mine,  and  said  she  was  so  comfort- 
able, might  she  only  stay  with  me  ?  But  I  could 
not  consent,  it  was  not  good  for  her;  and  I  told 
her  she  must  go  to  bed  and  to  sleep.  *'  And  leave 
you  here  alone,  without  your  tea,  and  a  headache. 
Mammy,  dear,  it  was  very  naughty  of  them  all  to 
go  away."  I  put  my  hand  before  her  mouth  to 
stop  her,  and  told  her  no  one  was  naughty,  it  was 
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nobody's  fault,  it  could  not  be  helped.  The  lasf 
words  seemed  to  strike  her.  "Can't  be  helped!'* 
she  repeated,  and  she  sat  up  and  looked  round  her. 
"Must  you  sit  here  and  be  miserable?"  I  could 
scarcely  help  laughing  at  the  energy  of  her  tone, 
but  again  I  repeated  that  it  could  not  be  helped ; 
it  was  not  worth  while  to  give  trouble  to  the  servants. 
"  But  let  me  do  it,  let  me  help  you  ;"  and,  before  I 
could  stop  her,  she  had  sprung  from  my  lap,  and 
was  standing  by  the  table  looking  round  to  see 
what  was  first  to  be  done.  The  shawl  fell  off  her 
shoulders,  and,  as  I  wrapped  it  round  her,  1  said  in 
n  tone  of  half  reproof,  "  It  won't  do,  Hester,  you 
must  not  stay  here.  Mamma  would  not  like  it ;  you 
must  go  to  sleep,  and  I  must  be  miserable,  as  you 
call  it."  "Must  you?"  she  again  repeated,  with 
an  air  of  strange  thought  fulness ;  and,  looking 
fixedly  in  my  face,  she  said,  "  Who  told  you  you 
must  ?"  My  only  reply  was  a  kiss ;  and,  lifting 
her  in  my  ai*ms,  I  carried  her  to  the  nursery,  and 
left  her  with  a  last  promise  that  I  would  come  and 
look  at  her  again,  and  say  "quite  good  night." 

What  a  marvellous  force  is  at  times  imparted  to 
a  few  seemingly  chance  words.  "  Must  be  miser- 
able," I  said  to  myself  as  1  stood  once  more  alone 
in  the  drawing  room.  Was  there  really  any  must  ? 
In  answer,  I  stirred  the  fire,  snuffed  the  candles, 
rang  the  bell,  and  begged  that  I  might  have  my  tea 
brought  up  directly ;  and  after  putting  the  chairs 
in  their  proper  place,  smoothing  the  table  cover, 
and  arranging  the  books,  sat  down  to  rest  in  a  com- 
fortable chair  by  a  bright  blaze,  and  felt  that  in 
spite  of  my  headache  there  certainly  was  no  "  must 
be  miserable  for  me,"  that  evening.  I  remember 
these  trifiing  incidents,  because  they  were  my  first 
experience  of  a  truth  which  has  since  been  con- 
tinually brought  before  me.     Trial  in  some  shape 
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or  other  has  followed  me  from  my  youth,  but  there 
has  been  no  **  must  be  miserable."  The  must,  if  I 
believed  it  to  exist,  was  of  my  own  creation,  —  a 
phantom  which  had  only  to  be  rightly  confronted, 
and  it  vanished. 

I  spent  a  really  pleasant  half  hour  by  myself, 
enjoying  my  tea,  which  lessened  the  pain  in  my 
head,  and  thinking  over  all  that  had  been  going  on 
in  the  day.  If  1  could  have  put  down  my  reflec- 
tions upon  paper  they  would,  I  suspect,  have  been 
a  strange  medley.  The  confirmation  ought  to  have 
been  uppermost,  and  I  did  really  try  to  keep  it  so, 
but  other  ideas  would  force  themselves  upon  me  : — 
the  luncheon,  and  Miss  Cleveland,  and  what  my 
sisters  were  doing,  and  especially  that  mysterious 
Horatia  Gray,  whose  name  had  impressed  itself 
upon  my  imagination,  as  connected  with  something 
deceitful  and  unjust,  almost  more  because  1  had 
never  heard  her  mentioned  before,  than  from  any 
thing  which  Miss  Cleveland  had  told  me. 

I  determined  at  first  to  ask  my  mother  about  her 
the  very  next  day,  but  upon  consideration  I  felt 
afraid.  There  seemed  to  be  some  family  secret,  pur- 
posely kept  from  us.  My  mother  did  not  converse 
much  about  our  relations,  and  this  Horatia  Gray 
might  be  the  cause.  I  thought  of  talking  to  my 
sisters,  but  Joanna  was  so  thoughtless  she  would 
tell  every  one  who  came  near  her  what  had  been 
said;  and  Caroline  was  so  authoritative  and  deter- 
mined, that  probably  she  would  worry  my  mother, 
and  make  her  acknowledge  more  than  she  liked. 
So  I  resolved  to  keep  my  own  counsel,  and  find  out 
in  my  own  way,  if  a  favourable  opportunity  should 
oifer  itself,  —  not  through  Miss  Cleveland,  that 
^ould  not  be  honourable  to  my  mother  ;  but,  by 
£>ome  means  which  I  could  feel  to  be  right,  I  would, 
if  possible,  know^  Horatia  Gray's  history,  what  she 
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had  done,  and  where  she  lived,  and  why  my  aunt 
Colston  was  fond  of  her  when  she  was  no  relation. 

1  am  glad  to  remember  that  in  spite  of  the  inte- 
rest attached  to  her,  Horatia  Gray  was  not  my  last 
thought  when  I  laid  my  head  upon  my  pillow.  Per- 
sons who  in  these  days  are  carefully  taught  and 
directed,  might  have  smiled  at  my  vague  efforts  at 
self-discipline  ;  but  I  look  back  upon  them  with 
great  gratitude,  and  can  feel  at  this  day  the  benefit 
of  some  rules  which  I  made  for  myself — I  scarcely 
knew  why,  only  I  had  an  impression  they  were  right. 

One  was  never  to  allow  my  mind  to  dwell  upon 
any  thing  worldly,  if  I  could  help  it,  after  I  had 
said  my  prayers.  The  resolution  was  not  in  gene- 
ral very  easily  kept,  but  the  very  endeavour  was 
something,  particularly  just  then  when  I  saw  enough 
in  my  own  mind  to  make  me  sadly  dissatisfied.  I 
had  looked  forward  to  my  confirmation  as  an  event 
which  was  to  work  some  great  change  in  me.  I  had 
risen  in  the  morning  with  the  idea  that  the  day  was 
to  be  especially  devoted  to  religion,  a  fresh  starting 
point,  as  it  were,  from  which  I  might  date  a  succes- 
sion of  good  deeds  for  a  long  life.  The  day  had 
come  and  was  gone,  and  when  I  looked  back  upon 
it,  I  could  recollect  nothing  but  a  few  prayers,  at 
the  best  very  wandering,  a  few  wishes,  a  slight  self- 
denial,  lost  in  a  crowd  orvain,  curious,  idle  thoughts ; 
and  careless,  sometimes  hasty  words. 

Was  the  next  day  to  be  like  it  ?  I  cried  myself 
to  sleep  with  disappointment  and  self-disgust,  and 
longed  to  go  back  and  be  a  child  again  with  my  con- 
firmation yet  to  come. 
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CHAP.   V. 

The  workmen's  bell,  at  six  o'clock,  woke  me  the 
next  morning.  One  of  the  chief  minor  trials  caused 
by  my  ill  health  was  that  I  never  could  rejoice  in 
the  gladness  of  the  early  sunshine.  It  was  always 
"  a  kind  of  mockery  of  my  aching  limbs,  and  feverish 
heavy  headache.  Still  I  was  accustomed  to  rise 
early,  for  I  had  a  great  deal  to  do  before  breakfast. 
I  was  expected  to  dress  Hester,  and  assist  in  dress- 
ing my  mother,  and  I  was  also  called  upon  to  hear 
Herbert  his  Latin  lesson,  that  he  might  not  get  into 
disgrace  when  he  went  to  repeat  it  to  my  father 
after  breakfast.  Besides  this,  Reginald  was  required 
to  be  at  school  in  good  time,  and  it  generally  fell  to 
my  lot  to  collect  his  books  and  hurry  him  when  he 
was  likely  to  be  late. 

It  never  entered  my  head  that  my  duties  were 
harder  than  those  of  others,  for  I  always  liked  being 
useful,  and,  generally  speaking,  was  happier,  and  I 
believe  better  for  having  a  good  deal  to  do,  and  no 
time  to  think  of  being  ill ;  but  every  thing  certainly 
was  at  cross  purposes  that  morning.  Such  com- 
plaining, and  lamenting,  and  scolding  went  on !  The 
house  seemed  quite  metamorphosed.  My  mother 
rang  her  bell  to  beg  we  would  all  be  very  quiet, 
and  Reginald  immediately  contrived  to  let  his  bng 
of  school  books  roll  from  the  top  of  the  stairs  to 
the  bottom.  It  took  some  minutes  to  collect  them, 
and  he  declared  he  would  go  without  them,  and 
leave  them  for  Vaughan  to  bring  after  him  when 
he  went,  as  he  was  at  that  time  accustomed  to  do, 
to  read  for  some  hours  with  the  Rector  of  Carsdale. 
Vaughan  peeped  out  of  his  room,  evidently  just  out 
of  bed,  and  in  the  very  worst  humour  for  study, 
and  vowed  he  would  not  touch  them ;  he  was  not 
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going  to  read  that  morning,  and,  if  he  had  been,  he 
had  no  notion  of  being  made  a  slave  to  a  younger 
brother;  the  assertion  being  followed  by  a  noisy 
altercation,  which  frightened  Joanna  out  of  her 
sleep,  and  made  Hester  cry  ;  until  at  length  the 
affair  was  ended  by  an  imperious  command  from 
my  father  that  Reginald  should  be  oflf  that  moment^ 
or  he  would  horsewhip  him. 

So  it  went  on  during  the  early  part  of  the  day. 
One  strayed  down  after  another,  looking  pale  and 
pettish,  and  finding  fault  with  the  cold,  late  break- 
fast, and  no  one  but  myself  seemed  at  all  inclined 
for  occupation.  My  mother  really  was  very  tired, 
and  lay  upon  a  sofa,  whilst  Miss  Cleveland  sat  by 
her,  netting,  and  discussing  the  party,  and  Caroline 
and  Joanna  professed  to  read  and  copy  music ;  every 
five  minutes,  however,  leaning  back  in  their  chairs 
yawning,  and  remarking  what  a  very  pretty  dress 
Miss  Somebody  wore,  or  how  very  badly  Mr.  Some- 
body danced,  or  how  very  strange  it  was  that 
Mrs.  Somebody-else  had  not  been  present.  The 
party  was  pronounced  to  have  been  very  pleasant, 
Joanna  had  danced  the  whole  evening,  and  Caro- 
line might  have  done  so  if  she  had  chosen  it.  There 
were  a  good  many  county  people  there,  and  they 
had  been  very  agreeable,  and  particularly  civil  to 
my  mother ;  in  fact,  as  Caroline  observed,  and  the 
observation  was  seconded  by  Miss  Cleveland,  it  was 
quite  clear  that  it  would  be  our  own  f^iult  if  we 
did  not  have  our  choice  of  the  best  society  in  the 
neighbourhood. 

My  mother  looked  up  at  this  speech,  and,  with 
what  for  her  was  a  slight  tone  of  satire,  asked  what 
was  meant  by  the  best  society.  "  The  best !  oh, 
every  one  knows  what  the  best  society  means," 
answered  Miss  Cleveland  hurriedly;  whilst  Caro- 
line added,  decidedly,  "  That  which  is  not  to  be 
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found  in  Carsdale.*'  "  It  seems  to  me,  my  dear," 
said  my  mother,  in  her  very  low,  quiet  voice,  "that 
Carsdale  society  is  just  as  good  as  any  other  as  far 
as  we  are  concerned."  "  My  dear  Fanny ! "  ex- 
claimed Miss  Cleveland,  in  horror.  "  My  dear 
mamma !"  repeated  my  sisters  in  one  breath.  **  Just 
as  good,"  continued  my  mother  firmly.  "  Do  you 
mean,"  inquired  Miss  Cleveland,  as  she  allowed  her 
netting  to  fall  upon  the  floor,  and  bent  forward 
eagerly,  **  that  Mrs.  Travers  and  the  Miss  Simpsons, 
and  old  Mr.  Lawson  and  Major  and  Mrs.  Dormer, 
are  as  valuable  acquaintances  for  your  girls  as  Sir 
Henry  Greeson's  family,  or  Colonel  Lorimer's,  or 
Lady  Emily  Rivers."  "We  will  put  aside  Lady 
Emily  Rivers,"  replied  my  mother ;  I  should  like  my 
children  to  know  her.  As  to  the  others,  I  really 
see  no  difference  between  them  and  the  Carsdale 
people,  except  that  they  have  houses  in  the  country 
and  the  others  have  houses  in  the  town."  '*  Oh  I 
then,  I  understand, — I  perceive,"  said  Miss  Cleve- 
land, turning  round  to  my  sisters  with  a  meaning 
smile,  and  twinkling  her  bright,  little,  round  eyes, 
"your  mamma  is  ambitious  for  you,  my  dears ;  no- 
thing under  a  title  will  do  I  see.  Well,  perhaps  she 
is  right ;  better  soar  high  at  once."  "  Perhaps  it 
would  be  better  not  to  soar  at  all,"  was  my  mother's 
answer,  spoken  with  unusual  energy.  "  My  chil- 
dren are  ladies  by  birth,  and  I  wish  them  to  be 
ladies  in  feeling ;  they  will  never  be  so  if  they  try 
to  be  anything  but  what  they  are.  My  dears,  you 
have  no  rank,  and  you  are  not  likely  to  have  any 
money,  and  you  live  in  a  country  town;  that  is 
your  position,  and  nothing  tliat  you  can  do  is  likely 
to  alter  it."  "  Yet  you  wish  them  to  know  Lady 
Emily  Rivers,"  said  Miss  Cleveland,  looking  utterly 
bewildered.  "  I  wish  them  to  know  any  one  who 
is  good  and  unpretending,"  said  my  mother*    Her 
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liead  fell  back  languidly  on  the  sofa,  and  to  my 
great  disappointment  the  conversation  dropped. 

I  bad  never  heard  my  mother  express  herself  so 
openly  before ;  and  when  I  thought  over  what  she 
had  said,  I  could  not  understand  it.  She  was  so 
reserved,  and  so  seldom  made  remarks  upon  other 
people,  that.it  was  difficult  to  know  whom  she 
liked  or  disliked ;  yet  I  was  nearly  sure  that  she 
did  not  wish  us  to  see  many  persons,  or  to  join  in  the 
tea-drinking  parties,  which  were  frequent  in  Cars- 
dale;  and  we  had  never  formed  what  could  be 
called  an  intimacy  with  any  young  people  of  our 
own  age  in  the  place.  Joanna  had  tried  frequently ; 
but  my  mother  professed  to  have  a  dread  of  school 
fnendships,  and  the  acquaintances  which  my  sisters 
made  at  school  were  never  kept  up  at  home.  I  had 
often  heard  this  accounted  for  as  the  consequence 
of  my  mother's  exclusiveness.  People  had  hinted 
it  before  me  when  they  little  supposed  I  could  hear, 
or  if  I  did  hear  could  comprehend.  It  was  some- 
times called  pride ;  and  I  was  rather  pleased  with 
the  term*  It  reminded  me  that  my  mother's  family 
was  an  old  one,  and  that  my  grandfather  was  a 
baronet ;  and  I  had  grown  up  insensibly  with  the 
idea  that  we  were  rather  out  of  our  place  in  Cars- 
dale,  and  ought  to  mix  more  with  what  were  called 
county  people ;  and  sometimes  1  tried  to  persuade 
myself  that  as  we  did  not  live  actually  in  the  town, 
and  had  a  little  garden  attached  to  our  house,  and 
a  lawn,  we  had  a  fair  right  to  be  on  an  equality 
with  them.  I  did  not  conjecture,  like  Miss  Cleve- 
land, that  my  mother  was  ambitious ;  in  fact,  I  was 
too  young  really  to  think  upon  the  subject ;  but 
I  certainly  did  believe  that  she  was  very  particular, 
and  would  prefer  the  society  of  persons  of  rank  and 
fortune  if  she  could  have  it. 
-  The  few  observations,  however,  which  she  had 
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just  made,  set  at  nought  all  my  preconceived  no- 
tions. That  county  people  and  town  people  should 
be  placed  together,  and  Lady  Emily  Rivers  excepted 
only  because  she  was  good  and  unpretending,  was 
a  classification  which  disturbed  my  ideas  of  the 
orders  of  society  as  much  as  the  natural  system  in 
botany  must  confound  the  ancient  followers  of  Lin- 
naeus. I  was  pondering  upon  this  subject  whilst 
working  diligently  at  a  new  frock  which  I  was 
making  for  Hester,  when  my  father  came  into  the 
room  with  a  newspaper  in  his  hand.  He  read  the 
"  Times"  every  day  as  a  matter  of  regular  business, 
when  Herbert's  lessons  were  over.  He  wanted 
the  "  Times"  of  the  day  before,  he  said ;  where  was 
it  ?  There  was  an  advertisement  in  it  which  he 
wished  to  see.  The  "Times"  had  been  sent  to 
aunt  Sarah ;  it  always  went  to  her  after  my  father 
had  finished  it.  He  looked  annoyed,  and  my  mother 
said,  half  laughingly,  **  It  would  be  a  good  occupa- 
tion for  you,  my  dear,  to  walk  into  Carsdale,  and 
ask  for  it;  you  have  not  seen  aunt  Sarah  this 
week."  "  No,  impossible."  He  always  said  "  no  " 
first,  by  a  sort  of  instinct,  but  it  ended  in  my 
mother's  finding  a  number  of  commissions  to  be 
executed,  all  of  importance,  which  induced  him  to 
think  it  worth  his  while  to  exert  himself,  and  he 
agreed  to  go  if  I  might  go  with  him. 

Of  course  we  took  the  short  way :  a  short  way 
is  always  preferred,  whether  one  is  in  a  hurry  or 
not  ;  it  is  a  victory  gained  over  time,  if  not  over 
anything  else.  It  led  us  across  some  fields  into 
the  outskirts  of  Carsdale,  amongst  new  red-brick 
cottages  in  rows,  with  scraps  of  untidy  gardens 
and  broken  palings  before  them ;  and  then  we 
turned  into  a  narrow  lane,  one  I  had  not  often  been 
through  before, — it  was  another  short  way.     There 

were  tall,  old,  dingy  houses  on  one  side;  on  the' 
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other  a  Ligh  wall,  inclosing  a  garden,  the  trees 
of  which  were  seen  beyond.  We  were  about  halfway 
through  the  lane,  when  a  number  of  oxen  were 
driven  into  it.  They  looked  very  wild,  and  there 
was  only  a  boy  with  them.  I  seized  my  father  s 
arm,  and  seeing  I  was  frightened,  he  stopped  at  a 
closed  green  door  at  the  corner  of  the  wall,  and 
opening  it  by  a  private  key  entered  my  grand- 
father's garden.  Twice  before  in  my  life  I  had 
been  there,  and  only  twice,  and  that  several  years 
before ;  but  I  was  not  likely  to  forget  it.  The  broad 
walk  under  a  row  of  lime  trees,  the  hedge  of  laurels 
dividing  the  flower  beds  and  the  kitchen  garden, 
and  the  grim,  prison-looking  building  at  the  further 
end  of  the  inclosure,  were  all  in  their  several  ways 
unlike  anything  I  had  seen  elsewhere.  My  father 
stood  at  the  door  looking  into  the  lane.  One  of 
the  animals  was  becoming  unmanageable,  and  the 
people  who  were  near  began  to  run.  My  father 
shut  the  gate ;  and,  after  a  moment's  thought,  said 
we  would  go  through  the  garden,  and  pass  out  the 
other  way,  so  we  turned  down  the  lime  walk,  and 
walked  towards  the  house. 

A  strange,  quiet  look  it*had,  all  shut  in  to  itself ; 
one  could  have  fancied  oneself  far  away  from  a 
town.  The  windows  were  very  high  and  narrow ; 
one  or  two  had  bars  across  them.  When  I  asked 
'*  why,"  my  father  said,  shortly,  that  it  was  for  fear 
of  an  accident ;  the  windows  belonged  to  my  grand- 
father* 8  apartments,  and  once  he  had  nearly  fallen  out. 
I  inquired  if  he  was  there  still.  **  Of  course,"  was 
the  reply,  and  my  father  hurried  on  before  me. 
We  entered  the  house  through  a  glass  door.  It 
opened  into  a  little  ante-room;  the  walls  were 
stuccoed  of  a  faded  sea-green  colour ;  the  floor  was 
covered  with  old  matting ;  green  baize  folding- 
doors  shut  out  the  rest  of  the  house.     My  father 
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Opened  them  rather  cautiously.  I  saw  that  there 
was  a  small  hall  hejond,  with  a  broad  oak  staircase 
on  one  side.  Just  then  we  heard  a  door  shut,  and 
there  was  a  sound  of  footsteps.  My  father  told  me 
to  wait  in  the  ante-room :  he  was  going  to  speak  to 
uncle  Ralph,  but  he  would  return  directly.  It  must 
have  been  my  uncle  whom  we  had  heard  approaching, 
for  before  my  father  closed  the  folding-doors  again 
I  recognised  his  voice.  My  father  and  he  said  a 
few  words  in  an  under  tone,  and  then  they  left  the 
hall,  and  the  sound  of  their  footsteps  died  away  in 
the  distance.  There  was  a  deep  stillness  when  they  • 
were  gone,  broken  only  by  an  old  clock  which  struck 
the  quarters  in  a  harsh  husky  tone.  I  wondered  why 
it  should  trouble  itself,  as  there  seemed  no  one  near 
to  listen.  The  spiders  I  saw  had  spun  their  webs 
over  the  ceilings, — doubtless  no  one  had  thought 
it  worth  while  to  demolish  them;  the  birds  flew 
past  the  window,  but  not  one  paused  on  the  wing ;  — 
they  must  have  known  that  in  that  place  no  hand 
would  be  open  to  provide  for  them.  What  a  strange, 
low,  moaning  that  was  which  came  to  my  ear !  I 
thought  at  first  it  was  fancy  —  the  wailing  of 
the  wind,  a  noise  in  the  street ;  but  the  day  was 
calm  and  clear,  and  the  murmur  of  the  busy  little 
town  would  not  so  rise  and  die  away.  I  heard 
it  still, — louder,  more  prolonged  ;  the  moaning  as 
of  some  one  in  pain  ;  it  came  from  above,  from  a 
room  which  must  be  nearly  over  the  hall.  I  thought 
I  heard  some  one  moving,  —  at  least  I  was  sure 
there  was  the  tap  as  of  a  stick  upon  the  floor, 
followed  by  its  fall ;  and  then  again  another  and  a  ^ 
louder  moan;  and  pushing  open  the  folding  doors, 
I  rushed  up  the  stairs.  When  I  reached  the  top  I 
was  in  a  large  lobby,  into  which  several  doors 
opened,  and  guided  by  the  sound  I  opened  that 
which  was  opposite  the  head  of  the  staircase.     It 

*p  3 


JSA  WE  £ZP£RI£KCE  OF  LIFE. 

^jBjtt;e.d  nie  into  anemptybedroom,  but  one  which, 
.froin  the  articles  lying  on  the  dressing-table,  seemed 
lis  if  it  was  in  daily  use,  and  I  guessed  at  once  it 
^ust  he  my  grjandfather*s.  I  was  frightened  then ; 
,partly  from  a  ^ense  of  intruding  where  I  had  np 
jight  to  be,  partly  from  the  natural  awe  which  my 
poor  grandfather's  state  of  imbecility  had  long 
.tended  to  produce.  Yet  I  could  not  go  back,  for 
.the  moaning  still  continued,  though  fainter  and  less 
Jfrequent,  proceeding,  apparently,  fronpi  a  room 
.within  the  bedroom.  The  door  which  separated 
,the  two  apartments  was  closed.  I  knocked,  but 
received  no  answer.  In  my  simplicity  I  called 
,"  grandpapa,"  and  waited,  hoping  to  be  told  I  might 
.go  in  ;  but  the  moaning  had  ceased  then,  and 
.all  was  silent  save  the  beating  of  my  own  heart, 
which  in  its  nervous  pulsation  seemed  to  bear  away 
,all  my  remaining  presence  of  mii^d.  I  turned  away^ 
not  daring  to  enter ;  but  my  foot  slipped  and  I  fell 
.to  the  ground,  and  as  I  rose  up  I  involuntarily 
pushed  the  door  open.  My  grxindfather,  for  I  knew 
It  must  be  he,  was  resting  in  a  large  arm-chair, 
,with  his  back  towards  me;  his  head  was  leaning 
against  the  side  of  the  chair,  and  upon  the  ground 
)|ay  his  stick.  I  drew  near ;  he  did  not  turn  or 
jmove.  "Grandpapa,"  I  said  very  softly;  and  I 
^tood  at  the  back  of  the  chair.  I  did  not  think  he 
was  asleep, — I  did  not  think  anything, — but  Ifelt. 
"Are  ypu  iD,  grandpapa?"!  repeated;  and  I  ad- 
yanced  a  few  steps  nearer  to  the  front.  I  was 
going  to  tQuch  his  hand,  but  my  eye  fell  upon  his 

face  • 

They  say  that  my  scream  of  terror  rang  through 
the  whole  house.  When  they  came  to  my  assist- 
ance they  found  me  stretched  upon  the  floor,  qo}4 
and  insensible  as  the  lifeless  form  of  him  whose 
spirit  had  thus  suddenly  departed  to  t)ie  unse^Q 
world. 


TH£  EXPERIENCE  OF  LIFE.  55 


CHAP.   VI. 

Of  what  immediately  followed  that  terrible  shock 
I  can  tell  but  little.  My  nerves  were  so  completely 
shaken  by  it,  that  for  weeks  no  one  dared  to  ap- 
proach the  subject.  Part  of  the  time  I  kept  to  my 
bed,  and  I  believe  I  was  threatened  with  a  serious 
illness.  I  remember  that  I  could  not  bear  to  be 
left  alone  for  an  instant,  and  that  my  mother  slept 
on  a  sofa  by  my  bedside*  ready  to  soothe  me  at  any 
moment,  for  my  brain  was  haunted  by  images  of 
terror,  and  whenever  I  fell  asleep  I  woke  in  agita- 
tion and  alarm.  This  over  excitement  diminished 
gradually,  at  least  its  external  symptoms  did.  Care 
and  kindness,  that  devoted  kindness  which  a  mo- 
ther's love  alone  seem  capable  of  bestowing,  strength- 
ened my  nerves,  and  enabled  me  to  exercise  more 
self-command. 

I  was  considered  pretty  well,  as  well  as  usual, 
and  I  came  down  stairs,  and  mixed  with  the  family, 
and  returned  to  my  ordinary  employments ;  no  one 
at  home  guessed  that  any  more  lasting  effects 
would  follow  from  all  I  had  gone  through.  The 
medical  man  who  attended  me,  said  indeed  that  I 
was  growing  thin,  and  ordered  me  tonics,  and  made 
me  eat  meat  twice  a-day  ;  and  my  mother  took  care 
that  I  should  attend  to  his  orders,  but  no  one  really 
was  anxious  about  me.  A  person  who  is  always 
ill  does  not  excite  anxiety.  I  cannot  wonder  that 
I  was  so  soon  passed  by ;  there  was  enough  going 
on  at  the  time  to  occupy  the  thoughts  of  every  one. 

My  grandfathers  death  was  a  great  event.  It 
brought  to  a  point  a  maze  of  unsettled  questions, 
in  w^hich  a  large  number  of  persons  were  interested, 
and  it  was  conjectured  that  it  would  produce  some 
great  change  in  the  family  circumstances,  which 
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would  raise  us  from  a  mere  sufficiency  to  com- 
petency, if  not  affluence.  The  first  thing  I  fully 
understood  when  I  left  my  room,  and  was  con- 
sidered equal  to  taking  part  in  all  that  went  on, 
was,  that  although  my  grandfather's  will  had  caused 
some  annoyance  and  disappointment,  yet  we  were 
certainly  richer  than  before,  and  were  therefore 
not  likely  to  remain  at  Castle  House.  My  father, 
it  seemed,  had  been  looking  at  a  good-sized  family 
villa,  situated  on  the  outskirts  of  a  hamlet  be- 
longing  to  the  village  of  Hurst,  about  two  miles 
and  a  half  from  Carsdale,  and  if  moderate  terms 
could  be  obtained  we  were  likely  in  due  course  of 
time  to  remove  there.  Caroline  and  Joanna  were 
in  ecstacies  at  the  prospect,  and  even  my  father 
was  roused  to  eagerness  whenever  the  subject  was 
approached.  My  mother  was  the  only  person  who 
held  back.  She  could  not  see,  she  said,  the  wisdom 
of  any  sudden  move.  Castle  House  was  suffi- 
ciently large,  and  with  a  family  growing  up,  and 
expences  certain  to  increase,  she  could  not  but 
think  it  better  for  us  to  remain  where  we  were  for 
a  few  years  at  least.  Let  Vaughan  and  Reginald 
be  sent  to  college,  and  make  their  way  there ;  and 
let  our  accounts  with  the  bank  be  brought  to  a 
close,  so  that  we  might  clearly  know  what  our 
prospects  were ;  then,  if  it  was  thought  desirable, 
she  should  not  object  to  a  change;  but  in  the  un- 
certainty in  which  all  things  were  as  yet,  she  could 
not  bring  herself  to  look  upon  the  idea  favourably. 
My  father  acquiesced  in  theory;  in  practice  he 
went  every  day  to  East  Side  (our  new  home  that 
was  to  be),  planned  new  windows,  new  fences,  a  new 
back  entrance,  and  a  greenhouse,  and  came  home  to 
sleep  away  the  evening  in  his  easy  chair ;  whilst 
my  uncle  Halph  managed  the  afiairs  not  only  of  the 
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bank,  but  also  of  the  family,  as  best  suited  his  own 
purposes. 

As  far  as  I  was  concerned,  the  proposed  change 
seemed  of  very  little  consequence,  though  I  have 
no  doubt  that  I  did  not  really  know  my  own 
mind,  and  fancied  myself  more  indifferent  than  I 
actually  was.  But  I  was  in  a  strange,  unnatural, 
excited  state,  underneath  my  very  quiet  exterior ; 
and  there  were  feelings  working  within  me  which 
made  all  things  appear  unreal.  That  startling 
meeting  with  Death  ! — for  the  first  time,  in  so  awful 
a  form, — I  could  not  forget  it :  it  haunted  me  still, 
though  the  first  terror  was  gone.  I  found  myself 
looking  at  myself,  looking  at  others,  not  as  they 
were,  but  as  they  would  be.  I  began  to  judge  the 
smallest  events  by  their  supposed  consequences  ;  to 
estimate  every  pleasure  by  the  value  which  it  would 
retain  in  my  last  moments.  All  which  could  not 
bear  that  ordeal  was,  to  my  eye,  worthless.  From 
the  external  I  turned  to  the  internal  world,  —  my 
own  mind,  my  habits  of  thought,  my  self-training.  I 
read  scarcely  any  book  but  the  Bible,  and  spent  hours 
by  myself  in  meditation  and  prayer.  Then  alone  I 
felt  safe,  ready  for  death  ;  that  death  which  was  be* 
fore  me  at  all  seasons,  in  the  midst  of  all  occupations, 
checking  me  in  every  pursuit,  and  casting  a  shade 
over  all  that  would  otherwise  have  been  enjoyment. 

My  mother  now  and  then  found  me  crying  by 
myself  in  my  own  room ;  and,  when  I  could  give 
no  reason  for  being  depressed,  she  naturally  enougli 
fancied  me  nervous,  and  gave  me  sal  volatile,  and 
sent  me  out  for  a  walk.  She  could  scarcely  have 
suggested  a  worse  remedy.  To  walk  with  Herbert 
and  Hester  was,  in  fact,  to  walk  alone,  for  I  had 
given  up  trying  to  arause  them,  and  made  them 
run  on  before  me,  whilst  I  wandered  on  by  myself 
thinking.     Yet  I  was  not  yielding  to  dreaminess  vo-. 
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luntaril  J :  I  would  have  done  anything  that  was  put 
before  me  as  a  duty ;  and,  when  I  sometimes  walked 
through  a  back  street  in  Carsdale,  and  saw  the  miser- 
able human  beings  collected  there, — the  ragged  chil- 
dren, the  untidy  women,  the  faces  haggard  with  ill- 
ness and  poverty,  my  longing  to  help  them  grew  so 
intense  as  to  be  actual  suffering.  The  idea  of  re- 
moving to  East  Side  became  by  degrees  more  formed. 
The  first  intention  had  been  to  rent  the  place ;  but 
it  was  afterwards  proposed  to  buy  it.  The  invest- 
ment was  considered  good,  and  my  father  declared 
that  the  change  would  be  economical.  He  should 
be  able  to  farm  a  little,  which  would  be  a  pleasant 
and  profitable  amusement ;  and,  by  keeping  cows 
and  pigs,  and  eating  our  own  mutton  and  our  own 
vegetables,  we  were  to  live  at  a  much  less  expense 
than  at  Castle  House.  In  point  of  situation,  he 
added,  the  two  places  were  not  to  be  compared. 
East  Side  stood  on  a  hill,  on  the  borders  of  a  common: 
a  walk  on  the  common  every  morning  would  be 
just  the  thing  for  me;  in  fact,  it  would  make  the 
difierence  of  having  no  doctor's  bill  at  the  end  of 
the  year.  If  that  alone  were  considered,  it  would 
be  the  wisest  thing  we  could  do  to  remove  there  : 
and,  to  my  surprise,  I  found  suddenly  one  morning 
that  the  house  was  taken  for  me,  —  solely  for  me. 
My  sisters  suffered  a  few  expressions  to  escape 
them  which  indicated  that  they  hoped  to  see  more 
society  in  consequence;  but  they  were  instantly 
stopped.  There  was  to  be  no  change  whatever, 
my  father  said ;  no  increase  of  establishment,  no 
folly  and  finery :  we  went  for  healtli,  and  we  were 
to  live  a  strictly  retired,  country  life.  My  dear 
mother  smiled  ;  but,  now  that  I  recall  the  smile,  I 
think  it  was  rather  sad.  At  the  close  of  that  con- 
versation, my  father  was  called  out  of  the  room  to 
talk  to  a  man  who  wished  to  be  our  gardener  at 
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East  Side,  for  we  had  no  regular  gardener  at  Castle 
House.  One  week  after,  and  strange  faces  filled  the 
house:  upholsterers*  men  were  taking  down  the 
beds,  carpenters*  men  were  removing  the  fixtures, 
charwomen  were  in  every  room,  doing  everything 
for  everybody.  The  hum  of  voices,  the  clatter  of 
heavy  shoes,  the  clang  of  hammers,  the  rattle  of 
crockery  and  glass,  began  at  six  o'clock  in  the  morn- 
ing, and  continued,  without  interruption,  till  evening. 
Each  hour  the  chaos  increased.  Herbert  and  Hes- 
ter occupied  themselves  in  antiquarian  researches : 
they  dived  into  chests  and  closets,  and  brought  out 
torn  spelling-books,  covers  of  boxes,  long-forgotten 
toys, — treasures  which  had  for  months  been  searched 
for  in  vain.  My  mother  and  I  wasted,  I  should 
think,  at  least  an  hour  a  day  together  in  settling 
what  should  be  kept  and  what  should  be  burnt; 
and  when  I  was  left  alone,  I  wasted  a  good  deal 
more.  Though  the  things  themselves  were  mere 
rubbish,  they  were  full  of  associations :  they  sent 
my  thoughts  back  to  the  past,  and,  as  I  sat  in  the 
nursery  window-seat,  turning  them  over  in  my  lap, 
I  felt  as  if  that  past  was  about  to  die.  Days  went 
on,  and  we  did  not  seem  at  all  nearer  the  end  of 
our  work ;  if  it  decreased  at  Castle  House,  it  in- 
creased at  East  Side  :  the  intercourse  between  the 
two  places  was  incessant.  My  mothers  face 
lengthened  as  she  found  one  morning  that  the  ori- 
ginal plan  for  the  greenhouse  was  increased  one- 
third,  and  that  it  would  be  necessary  to  turn  the 
road  to  give  space  for  it.  There  were  very  good 
reasons  for  both  suggestions.  When  we  were 
making  alterations,  it  would  be  folly,  every  one 
said,  not  to  make  them  good  ;  the  money  might  as 
well  be  thrown  away,  as  employed  in  doing  what 
would  certainly  be  altered  the  next  year  ;  and,  with 
regard  to  the  greenhouse  especially,  if  it  were  built 
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too  small,  it  would  be  impossible  to  heat  it  properly, 
and  we  might  as  well  have  none  at  all.  My  mother 
was  taken  over  to  East  Side  the  next  day  to  see  the 
greenhouse,  or,  rather,  the  spot  where  it  was  to 
be.  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Blair,  from  Carsdale,  went  with 
them.  They  were  very  much  interested  in  the 
changes  at  East  Side ;  so  were  a  great  many  of  our 
friends.  Parties  were  made  constantly  to  see  it '. 
it  was  a  conveniant  distance  for  a  short  drive  ;  and, 
as  the  days  were  drawing  in,  they  liked  to  call  upon 
us  first,  and  have  luncheon,  and  drive  over  after- 
wards, taking  any  of  us  with  them  if  we  wished  to 
go.  We  had  given  up  regular  dinners  ever  since 
the  packing  began,  but  there  was  luncheon  to  be 
had  in  the  dining-room  all  day ;  and,  though  the 
house  was  gradually  being  dismantled,  no  one  was 
particular,  and  our  friends  laughed,  and  chatted, 
and  ate  and  drank  all  the  more  merrily  because 
there  was  no  formality.  A  great  attraction  at 
East  Side,  I  am  sure,  was  the  walled  garden.  The 
fruit  that  year  was  particularly  fine,  and  one  of  my 
father  s  reasons  for  hastening  the  purchase  of  the 
place  was,  that  it  seemed  a  pity  to  lose  the  ad- 
vantage of  the  garden.  Fruit  and  vegetables  always 
sold  so  well  in  the  Carsdale  market,  that  he  calcu- 
lated we  might  make  a  very  good  profit  from  them. 
I  was  never  told  how  much  fruit  was  sold,  but  I 
know  we  revelled  in  peaches  and  nectarines  at 
home,  and  loaded  our  friends  with  baskets-full, 
whenever  they  went  to  East  Side. 

I  was  not  a  witness  of  the  last  removal.  About 
ten  days  before  we  permanently  left  our  old  home, 
I  was  seized  with  violent  headaches,  caused,  I  ima- 
gine, by  weakness  and  over-fatigue.  They  came 
every  day  at  a  certain  hour,  and  lasted  a  certain 
time,  and  then  left  me  so  ill  and  depressed  that  I 
could  not  make  any  exertion,  or  bear  the  least  noise. 
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Of  course  Castle  House  was  not  a  proper  home  for 
me  under  such  circumstances.  Mr.  Stone,  the 
medical  man,  recommended  a  change  to  the  seaside, 
but  that  was  out  of  the  question  ;  for  there  was  no 
one  to  go  with  me,  and  no  money  to  spare  for  my 
expenses  if  there  had  been.  A  good  deal  of  con- 
sultation went  on  at  different  times,  and  at  last 
some  one  suggested  that  perhaps  I  might  go  and 
stay  with  aunt  Sarah.  Unquestionably  I  should 
be  quiet  enough  there.  Joanna,  indeed,  declared 
that  I  should  die  of  dulness.  Mv  dear  mother  dk- 
liked  the  idea  of  parting  with  me,  and  was  afraid 
that  aunt  Sarah's  old-fashioned  ways  would  be 
trying  to  an  invalid;  but  I  overruled  every  ob- 
jection. The  thought  of  the  quiet  parlour,  and  the 
house  in  which  every  footstep  could  be  heard,  was 
rest  and  refreshment  to  me.  I  had  no  energy  for 
employment  more  exciting  than  aunt  Sarah's  daily 
reading  and  knitting ;  and  if  she  would  let  me 
creep  up  and  down  the  broad  pavement  which  di- 
vided her  long  strip  of  garden,  I  was  sure  I  should 
not  wish  to  go  further,  unless,  perhaps,  it  might  be 
to  church  with  Miss  Cole.  I  did  think  I  should 
like  to  go  there,  for  I  had  seldom  been  at  a  week- 
day service. 

My  impression  of  the  last  day  spent  at  home  is  a 
painful  one,  —  it  is  connected  with  my  uncle  Ralph. 
My  mother  had  urged  my  father  not  to  let  the  bills 
we  were  incurring  run  up,  and  he  had  promised 
he  would  not.  Some  of  the  accounts  owing  were 
sent  in  according  to  order;  afterwards  there  was 
to  be  a  weekly  settlement.  The  bills,  naturally 
enough,  exceeded  the  calculations,  and  my  father 
protested  he  had  been  imposed  upon.  My  uncle 
Ralph  happened  to  come  in  at  the  time,  and  my 
father  insisted  upon  their  being  shown  to  him, 
much  to  my  mother  s  annoyance,     I  was  packing 
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up  some  little  parcels  in  the  same  room,  and  heard 
all  that  passed.  My  father  proposed  to  my  uncle 
that  the  bills  should  be  paid  at  once^  and  said  he 
would  draw  the  money  and  get  rid  of  them,  and 
that  the  work  which  remained  to  be  done  should  be 
managed  differently,  according  to  some  specified 
agreement  beforehand.  My  mother  seconded  the 
idea  warmly;  it  seemed  quite  a  relief  to  her.  I 
left  the  room  supposing  that  all  was  settled.  When 
I  went  back  again  I  found  them  still  in  full  discus- 
sion. The  old  question  of  the  bank  affairs  had 
been  in  some  way  or  other  mixed  up  with  the 
payment  of  these  bills.  I  believe  my  uncle  re- 
eommended  that  they  should  not  be  paid  just  then, 
because  it  was  not  desirable  to  draw  more  money 
than  was  absolutely  necessary  till  the  bank  ac- 
counts were  made  up, — till,  to  use  his  favourite  ex- 
pression, we  could  all  see  our  way  clearly.  It 
would  be  likely  to  make  a  confusion  in  the  accounts. 
My  mother  could  not,  she  said,  see  the  necessity 
for  the  delay.  The  bills  were  certainly  heavy  ;  but 
not  so  heavy  as  to  make  them  of  real  importance  in 
a  large  banking  concern.  It  would  be  impossible 
to  make  more  economical  arrangements  for  the 
future,  if  the  old  accounts  were  not  settled  first. 
My  uncle  put  on  his  blandest  smile,  regretted  that 
from  her  early  education  she  could  know  but  little 
of  business,  and  gently  suggested  that  the  affair 
in  question  was  a  gentleman's  concern  only.  My 
dear  mother  yielded,  as  every  one  did  when  there 
was  a  difference  of  opinion  with  uncle  Ralph,  and 
in  the  most  polite  manner  possible, — for  he  always 
showed  her  great  deference  in  manner — he  collected 
the  bills,  placed  them  in  her  hand,  and  seeing  her 
turn  to  the  door  as  if  she  was  going  away,  though 
I  do  not  believe  she  had  any  intention  of  doing  so, 
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opened  it,  and  nil  but  bowed  her  out  of  the  room, 
my  father  standing  by  passive. 

My  mother  sat  down  in  my  father's  dressing- 
room,  and  fairly  cried  with  vexation,  I  followed, 
doing  my  best  to  comfort  her.  When  my  father 
came  in  about  five  minutes  afterwards,  he  told  her 
that  it  was  quite  the  best  arrangement  to  make ;  he 
had  had  a  little  talk  with  my  uncle,  and  there  would 
very  shortly  be  a  full  settlement  of  every  thing. 
It  was  a  matter  of  kindness  to  my  uncle  not  to 
worry  him  just  then;  and  with  our  great  claims 
upon  the  bank,  the  bills  would  easily  be  paid  at 
any  time.  My  mother  asked,  had  my  uncle  stated 
what  the  amount  of  our  claims  would  be  when  our 
old  debts  were  paid;  had  he  mentioned  what  we 
really  were  to  depend  upon  ?  What  a  senseless 
question!  My  father  grew  quite  impatient.  How 
could  anv  one  tell  ?  A  business  like  theirs  would 
take  months  to  settle.  But  there  was  not  the  least 
occasion  for  her  to  trouble  herself.  We  might  have 
been  living  a  little  beyond  our  income  before,  but 
it  would  all  be  right  now.  There  would  unques- 
tionably be  a  large  sum  due  to  us,  though,  as  my 
uncle  had  just  been  saying,  it  would  be  excessively 
unwise  to  take  it  out  of  the  bank,  unless  it  could  be 
better  invested ;  and  in  fact,  that  was  what  my 
uncle  was  just  then  anxious  about.  He  had  plans 
which  might  be  of  immense  advantage  to  us,  and 
till  they  were  settled  it  was  desirable  not  to  draw 
more  than  was  absolutely  necessary. 

I  thought  of  course  that  my  father  was  right, 
and  my  mother  did  not  contradict  him ;  though  I 
heard  her  say,  as  she  went  out  of  the  room,  "  If  we 
could  only  pay  our  bills  at  once,  we  might  learn  to 
be  economical  for  the  future." 
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CHAP.  VIL 

I  WENT  to  aunt  Sarah's  that  same  afternoon :  a  fly 
which  took  some  of  our  party  to  East  Side  carried 
me  and  my  trunk  into  Carsdale  on  its  return.  I 
remember  it  particularly,  because,  as  my  father 
gave  me  the  money  for  the  driver,  he  turned  to  my 
mother  and  said  it  would  not  do  to  go  on  paying  at 
that  rate.  He  should  look  out  for  a  little  low 
phaeton  which  we  might  drive  ourselves,  and  which 
would  take  us  in  and  out  of  the  town  as  often  as 
we  liked  for  nothing. 

Aunt  Sarah  always  dined  at  two  o'clock.  When 
I  arrived  she  was  sitting  with  Miss  Cole  at  a  table 
covered  with  a  spotted  black  and  red  cloth,  and  on 
which  stood  two  decanters  in  painted  stands,  a  cu- 
riously shaped  china  bottle,  a  china  basket  with  Oliver 
biscuits,  and  the  small  deep  broad-rimmed  plates 
which  I  so  particularly  admired.  The  room  looked 
very  comfortable,  and  the  fire  blazed  brightly,  and 
there  was  an  air  of  great  neatness  about  it.  I  must  I 
suspect  have  looked  cold  and  out  of  spirits,  for  aunt 
Sarah  took  both  my  hands  in  hers,  grasped  them 
tightly,  fixed  her  eyes  upon  me  for  nearly  half  a 
minute,  and  then  telling  me  I  was  a  poor  little  body 
and  half  starved,  bade  me  sit  down  by  the  fire  and 
take  some  mulled  elder  wine  and  a  biscuit.  Miss 
Cole  suggested  that  the  mulled  wine  might  make  my 
head  ache  if  I  was  not  accustomed  to  it,  but  it  was 
aunt  Sarah's  infallible  recipe  for  all  the  bodily  ills 
of  life,  and  I  drank  the  wine  without  further  ques- 
tion. Then  came  a  string  of  short  queries  as  to 
home  concerns, — what  was  doing,  and  what  was 
planning,  and  when  we  were  to  move  to  East  Side, 
all  of  which  I  answered  to  the  best  of  my  ability, 
aunt  Sarah  at  every  pause  muttering  "umph!" 
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and  beginning  the  following  sentence  with  "  Well, 
child,  and  what  more?"  When  I  had  told  her  all 
I  could  think  of,  she  observed  with  a  grim  smile, 
which  yet  had  something  very  kind  and  hearty  in 
it,  **  And  so,  Sally,  you  are  come  to  stay  here  with 
your  old  aunt  for  a  week;  you  must  be  very  good, 
remember.  Molly  and  Betty  don't  like  being  put 
out  of  their  ways."  Betty,  a  stout,  bright-faced 
elderly  woman,  dressed  in  a  brown  and  white  cotton 
gown,  with  a  muslin  handkerchief  pinned  over  her 
neck,  was  just  then  taking  away  the  dessert;  but 
she  stopped  at  the  parlour  door  with  a  tray  in  her 
hand  to  remark  that  Miss  Sarah  was  not  likely  to 
be  so  much  trouble  as  the  little  ones.  She  and 
Molly  had  been  saying  that  very  day  that  it  was  a 
good  thing  Miss  Hester  was  not  coming,  for  the 
very  last  time  she  was  there  she  had  picked  the 
lemon  plants  in  the  garden*  all  to  pieces.  Verbenas 
were   lemon   plants   in   those   days:    these  lemon 

Elants  were  Molly  and  Betty's  great  treasures  — 
irge,  low,  spreading  plants  in  flower  pots.  I  never 
see  any  like  them  now;  and  never  find  any  with 
the  same  scent.  I  took  the  hint,  which  I  knew  was 
intended,  promised  1  would  not  touch  the  lemon 
plants  without  leave,  and  then  asked  if  I  might  go 
to  my  bedroom  to  put  away  my  things.  This  bed- 
room I  had  rather  dreaded  ;  it  was  so  very  tidy 
and  so  intensely  white, —a  white  paper,  white 
dimity  curtains  to  the  four-post  bed,  white  dimity 
window-curtains,  white  dimity  coverings  for  the 
arm-chair  with  an  upright  back,  which  was  placed 
by  the  fire-place,  and  for  the  elbow  chairs  of 
painted  mahogany,  which  stood  by  the  drawers  and 
the  bed.  The  only  thing  I  felt  an  interest  in  was  an 
engraving  of  the  death  of  Lord  Nelson  with  a  skele- 
ton print  by  its  side,  which  formed  a  key  to  the  dif- 
ferent heads  in  the  picture.     I  had  studied  that 

o  3 
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attentively,  whenever  by  any  chance  I  had  gone 
into  the  room,  and  had  learnt  a  good  deal  of  history 
from  it  indirectly,  as  it  had  stimulated  me  to  learn 
all  I  could  of  the  events  which  it  represented.  It 
was  a  most  agreeable  surprise  to  find  a  cheerful  fire 
lighting  up  the  spare  room,  ordered,  as  Miss  Cole 
informed  me,  expressly  by  aunt  Sarah,  who,  though 
she  would  have  scorned  the  notion  of  a  fire  for  her* 
self,  except  in  the  depth  of  winter,  thought  I  was 
but  a  puny  thing,  and  had  always  been  used  to  be 
spoilt.  I  set  to  work  to  unpack  my  box,  and  then 
I  drew  the  arm-chair  near  the  fire,  and  leaned  my 
head  against  the  hard  back^  and  felt  myself  in  quiet 
luxury. 

But  it  was  not  luxury  very  long.  About  half- 
past  five  o'clock  my  headache  came  on  —  throbbing, 
shooting,  distracting,  taking  away  every  power  of 
thought  or  exertion.  Wlien  Betty  came  up  to  tell 
me  that  tea  was  ready,  I  was  lying  on  my  bed, 
scarcely  able  to  speak.  Aunt  Sarah  sent  Miss  Cole 
to  see  me,  but  she  could  do  me  no  good,  and  I  was 
again  left  to  myself. 

When  the  pain  went,  after  about  two  hours  of 
terrible  sufiering,  I  was,  as  usual,  wretched.  Such 
desponding  fancies  I  had— such  recollections  of  the 
naughty  things  I  had  done  in  my  childhood  1  I 
knelt  down  and  tried  to  say  my  prayers,  but  I  could 
only  cry ;  it  seemed  as  if  all  my  words  had  left  me. 
I  thought  1  ought  to  remember  every  wrong  thing 
I  had  ever  done,  or  it  would  not  be  forgiven ;  and 
I  tried  to  do  so,  but  the  moment  I  began  to  think, 
all  sorts  of  questions  of  casuistry  rose  up  in  my 
mind.  I  opened  the  Bible  to  read  the  evening 
lessons,  but  that  only  made  me  worse.  The  words 
suggested  impious  doubts,  which  I  could  neither 
conquer  nor  argue  against^  and  I  closed  the  book  in 
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horror,  feeling  that  I  was  too  guilty  to  be  worthy 
either  of  prayer  or  of  the  word  of  God. 

It  was  nearly  nine  o'clock  before  any  one  came  to 
disturb  me.  Then  Betty  stole  in  very  quietly  with 
a  cup  of  hot  coffee,  and  a  biscuit,  and  begging  to 
know  if  I  should  like  a  sandwich.  I  refused  every 
thing.  I  did  not  want  to  eat ;  I  could  not  touch 
the  coffee ;  I  had  no  wish  to  see  any  one.  As  I 
said  the  words  I  felt  they  were  ungracious,  so  I 
sent  my  love  to  aunt  Sarah,  and  thanked  her,  and 
wished  her  "  good  night/' 

About  ten  minutes  afterwards,  I  heard  a  slow, 
heavy,  plodding  step  upon  the  stairs.  Aunt  Sarah 
was  going  to  bed.  She  and  Betty  had  a  little  col- 
loquy in  the  passage,  and  I  heard  Betty  say,  "  It's  no 
mortal  use,  ma'am ;  much  better  leave  her  to  herself; 
she'll  go  to  sleep,  and  be  quite  well  to-morrow,"  to 
which  aunt  Sarah  made  no  reply,  except  by  coming 
into  my  room.  I  sat  upright  in  the  arm-chair,  and 
looked  as  well  as  I  possibly  could.  I  smiled  even, 
and  before  a  question  was  asked,  remarked,  of  my 
own  accord,  that  my  headache  was  quite  gone. 
•*  That's  well,"  said  aunt  Sarah,  and  she  sat  down 
opposite  to  me.  "  I  think  I  had  better  go  to  bed 
now,"  I  continued.  "  To  bed,  child  I  why,  you've 
been  in  bed  all  the  evening.  Why  don't  you  eat  ?  " 
she  added,  quickly.  "  I  don't  want  any  thing,"  I 
replied.  "  Do  you  mean  to  starve  ?"  exclaimed  my 
aunt,  and  she  caught  hold  of  my  hand  to  feel  my 
pulse.  I  don't  know  what  the  result  of  her  ex- 
amination might  have  been,  but  when  it  was  over 
she  rested  her  hands  upon  her  knees,  and  bending 
forward  to  look  at  me  more  narrowly,  said,  "  What 
have  you  been  doing  by  yourself  all  this  time  ?" 
"  I  tried  to  read,"  I  said,  whilst  my  eyes  filled  with 
tears.  "  Umph  !  the  Bible,"  said  my  aunt,  glancing 
at  the  open  page.     *'  There  was  nothing  ebe  to 
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read/*  I  replied,  dreading  to  enter  into  any  ex- 
planation of  my  feelings.  "  Umph ! "  anain  repeated 
my  aunt ;  "  do  you  never  read  the  Bible  except 
when  you've  nothing  else  to  do  ?"  **  Oh,  yes !  in- 
deed, sometimes,  very  often  —  that  is,  when  I  can," 
I  exclaimed,  in  great  confusion.  "  Why  can't  you 
speak  out,  child,"  interrupted  my  aunt.  "  It*s  easy 
to  say,  yes  or  no."  "  I  read  the  lessons  generally," 
I  said,  trying  to  command  my  nervousness.  "  That's 
well;  did  you  read  the  lessons  to-night  ?"  "  I  began 

a  little,  and  then  I  left  off,  because "  I  was  on 

the  point  of  saying  I  was  interrupted,  —  it  would 
have  been  true  in  the  letter,  and  not  in  the  spirit. 
Betty's  coming  into  the  room  had  once  interrupted 
me,  but  that  was  not  the  reason  of  my  leaving  off. 
I  stopped.  "Because  what?"  asked  my  aunt. 
"  Because  —  I  don't  know  —  I  can't  read ;  I  can't 
do  anything,"  I  exclaimed ;  and  I  burst  into  tears. 
My  aunt  stretched  out  her  hand  and  rang  the  bell. 
Betty  came  to  the  door.  "  Make  the  coffee  hot, 
and  bring  it  up,  and  the  biscuits,"  said  my  aunt. 
"  You  will  eat,  Sally,"  she  added,  tapping  my 
shoulder.  *'I  can't,  indeed  I  can't,  aunt  Sarah," 
I  replied,  "  I  only  want  to  go  to  bed."  "  You  will 
do  as  I  bid  you,  child."  But  though  she  spoke 
roughly,  she  gave  me  a  kiss.  The  coffee  was 
brought:  my  aunt  poured  it  out  herself,  scolding 
Betty  because  the  milk  was  not  hot ;  and,  putting 
the  spoon  into  my  hand,  told  me  not  to  be  foolish, 
but  to  drink  it  up.  I  had  not  power  to  resist ;  and, 
indeed,  after  the  first  effort  I  could  not  help  owning 
that  it  was  very  nice.  "  To  be  sure  it  is,"  replied 
my  aunt,  "  what  should  I  have  ordered  it  for,  if  it 
was  not.  Do  they  let  you  go  on  in  that  senseless 
way  at  home,  crying  and  starving  yourself  to 
death?"  I  smiled,  and  my  aunt's  face  brightened  j 
and,  patting  me  on  the  back,  as  she  would  a  fa- 
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vourite  horse,  she  encouraged  me  to  go  on,  telling 
me  it  was  better  than  any  medicine,  and  would  send 
me  to  sleep  in  no  time.  **  I  wish  you  would  go  to 
sleep  yourself,  aunt  Sarah,"  I  said,  "  I  can't  bear 
keeping  you  up  in  this  way,  and  giving  you  so 
much  trouble."  •*  Trouble,*'  repeated  my  aunt, 
"  why,  what  else  can  one  have  in  this  world  ?  It's 
made  up  of  it ;  and  if  people  won't  go  to  trouble, 
trouble  will  be  sure  to  come  to  them.  Drink  your 
coffee,  Sally,  and  don't  be  foolish."  The  coffee  was 
drunk ;  my  aunt  took  the  cup  from  my  hand,  and 
put  it  down  on  the  table,  with  a  triumphant 
"  There ! "  "  And  now  good  night,  dear  aunt 
Sarah,"  I  said,  '*  and  thank  you  a  thousand  times." 
She  remained  silent,  leaning  upon  the  ivory  stick 
which  she  always  used  when  walking  or  standing. 
Her  wrinkled  face  was  quite  beautiful  in  its  ex- 
pression  of  earnest  thought.  "It  wouldn't  hurt 
either  you  or  me,  Sally,"  she  said  presently,  "  to 
have  a  chapter  in  the  Bible  read.  Miss  Cole  shall 
come  and  read  to  us."  Of  course  I  could  not  ob- 
ject. Miss  Cole  was  sent  for,  and  the  second  even- 
ing lesson  was  read.  Then  she  paused,  and  looked 
at  my  aunt.  **  Miss  Cole  always  reads  some  church- 
prayers  to  me  before  I  go  to  sleep,"  said  my  aunt ; 
"  she  shall  read  them  here  to-night."  Miss  Cole  and 
I  knelt,  my  aunt  stood,  —  she  had  not  been  able  to 
kneel  for  years,  —  her  hands  crossed  as  she  rested 
upon  her  stick,  her  whole  look  and  attitude  that  of 
the  most  simple  but  intense  devotion.  Miss  Cole 
read  the  Confession,  the  Lord's  Prayer,  the  second 
Collect  in  the  evening  service,  the  Thanksgiving, 
and  the  concluding  blessing.  After  a  few  minutes 
we  stood  up :  "  God  bless  you,  child,"  said  aunt 
Sarah,  as  she  bent  to  kiss  me :  you  won't  say  any 
more  prayers,  or  read  any  more  to-night.  Get  to 
bed  as  fast  as  you  can ;  ]\Iiss  Cole  will  come  and 
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see  if  your  candle  is  out  safe."  I  did  as  I  was  told ': 
I  was  not  happy,  but  I  was  thankful  to  have  some, 
one  to  obey. 


CHAP.  VIII. 

Aunt  Sarah  always  had  her  breakfast  in  her  own 
room,  but  Miss  Cole  read  prayers  to  the  servants. 
I  was  careful  to  be  down  in  time,  for  I  knew  it 
would  be  a  great  offence  to  be  late  ;  and  besides,  I 
very  much  disliked  being  considered  an  invalid. 
Miss  Cole  was  a  quiet  person,  and  our  repast  was 
a  silent  one ;  but  all  the  more  agreeable  to  me. 
When  it  was  over.  Miss  Cole  said  she  sKould  be 
going  to  church  at  eleven,  as  it  was  Wednesday ; 
should  I  like  to  go  with  her  ?  **  Yes,  certainly,  if 
I  might,  if  aunt  Sarah  would  not  object ;"  and 
Miss  Cole  smiled  at  the  doubt,  and  begged  me  to 
amuse  myself  till  half-past  ten,  and  get  ready  for 
church  when  I  heard  the  first  bell. 

I  wandered  out  into  the  garden,  an  oblong  piece 
of  ground,  surrounded  by  a  high  wall,  and  over- 
looked by  the  attic  windows  of  many  of  the  houses 
in  the  town.  It  was  divided  in  the  middle  by  a 
broad  pavement,  which  was  terminated  by  a  pair  of 
closed  gates,  opening  into  a  court,  and  from  thence 
giving  an  exit  to  the  back  street.  The  ground  on 
each  side  of  the  pavement  was  cut  up  into  small 
plots,  encircled  by  box  edges,  and  intersected  with 
earth  walks,  so  narrow  that  there  was  scarcely  room 
to  walk  in  them.  I  liked  the  garden  excessively, 
it  was  so  cheerful :  the  flowers  were  quite  luxuriant, 
intertwining  one  with  the  other  till  the  whole  was 
a  mass  of  colour.     And  there  was  such  a  curious 
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mixture  in  it,  —  little  quiet  corners  for  lilies  of  the 
valley  and  wood  strawberries ;  raspberry  and  goose- 
berry bushes  in  the  neighbourhood  of  fraxinellas 
and  jonquils  :  I  never  knew  where  to  look  for  any- 
thing in  it,  and  was  continually  stumbling  upon 
something  new.  To  go  round  the  garden  was  like 
making  a  voyage  of  discovery.  I  did  not  make  any 
discoveries  on  that  day,  however  ;  I  only  sauntered 
up  and  down  the  pavement,  stopping  every  now 
and  then  to  enjoy  the  scent  of  Molly  and  Betty's 
lemon  plants,  and  not  thinking  of  anything  —  only 
feeling  that  I  was  quiet. 

The  bell  for  church  struck  out,  and  I  went  in 
doors  to  get  ready.  I  met  aunt  Sarah  on  the  stairs ; 
she  kissed  me  kindly,  but  did  not  ask  me  how  I 
was,  and  bade  me  not  be  late  for  church.  I  think 
I  was  a  little  disappointed  that  she  seemed  so  soon 
to  have  forgotten  what  I  had  been  suffering. 

We  left  the  house  the  very  moment  the  second  bell 
began.  It  was  a  market-day,  the  town  was  rather 
full,  and  every  one  we  met  seemed  in  a  bustle.  I 
noticed  particularly  two  or  three  country  gentlemen 
I  knew  riding  down  the  street,  and  the  mayor  and 
Mr.  Stone  talking  eagerly  at  the  corner,  and  Mrs. 
Blair  walking  fast,  as  if  she  had  a  good  deal  of 
business  on  her  hands.  Just  for  a  moment  I  fancied 
they  were  all  afraid  of  being  late  for  church ;  but  it 
was  a  silly  fancy.  We  went  into  the  church ;  cold, 
dim,  and  vast  it  seemed  to  me.  Aunt  Sarah's  pew 
was  in  a  side  aisle,  and  the  heavy  galleries  and 
arches,  and  oddly  placed  windows  in  the  old  build- 
ing, as  seen  from  it,  seemed  to  have  no  form  or 
design.  One's  eyes  wandered  amongst  them  till 
they  appeared  interminable.  We  were  very  early. 
Miss  Cole  knelt  long :  I  envied  her ;  I  felt  that  she 
owned  the  influence  of  the  place,  so  did  I ;  but  to 
her  the  result  was  devotion,  to  me  it  was  super- 
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stition.  The  footsteps  of  about  a  dozen  persons 
were  heard  as  they  stole  into  the  church,  but  I  saw 
no  one  except  a  very  decrepid  woman,  and  a  sickly 
boy,  in  a  seat  opposite.  The  sounds  of  the  gentle 
opening  of  the  door,  and  the  occasional  slow  tread, 
were  very  ghostly ;  a  strange  sort  of  horror  crept 
over  me,  as  if  we  all  were  spirits,  not  human  beings ; 
and  I  looked  at  Miss  Cole  kneeling  so  motionless 
before  me ;  and  longed  to  touch  her,  that  I  might  be 
sure  she  was  a  living  creature.  The  bell  ceased, 
and  the  clergyman  began  the  service.  The  words 
were  natural,  more  natural  than  any  others,  yet 
they  were  altered  to  my  ears ;  they  were  very  im- 
pressive, like  a  voice  from  the  dead.  I  thought 
tliose  who  had  come  to  listen  to  and  join  in  them 
must  be  very  good, — I  forgot  that  I  was  one  of 
them.  We  went  through  the  Confession,  the  re- 
sponses were  but  a  low  murmur.  I  was  afraid  of 
the  sound  of  my  own  voice,  and  I  repeated  them  in 
a  whisper ;  but  they  were  just  what  I  wanted  to 
say,  for  the  burden  of  my  offences  lay  heavy  upon 
my  heart.  The  service  seemed  short.  The  still- 
ness in  the  church  when  it  ended  was  very  pleasant 
to  me,  and  I  feared  to  have  it  disturbed ;  but  one 
by  one  the  little  congregation  rose,  and  glided  out 
of  the  building  quietly  as  they  had  entered,  and  we 
followed,  the  last  of  all  except  the  clergyman.  When 
we  came  to  the  door  I  looked  back  into  the  de- 
serted church;  the  distant  corners  were  in  deep 
shadow,  and  I  could  not  trace  the  outline  of  the 
aisles,  the  whole  building  was  so  irregular ;  but  it 
struck  me  as  very  large,  as  if  it  must  be  intended 
as  a  home,  a  resting-place  for  hundreds.  I  won- 
dered why  it  was  not  so.  Miss  Cole  stopped  at  the 
door,  and  began  speaking  in  a  low  voice  to  the 
sexton's  wife,  and  I  sat  down  on  the  step  of  a  pew 
near,  for  several  of  the  old  pews  in  the  lower  part 
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of  tlie  church  were  raised  some  inches  from  the 
ground.  We  could  not  have  remained  more  than 
a  few  minutes,  but  they  were  much  longer  in  my 
imagination.  My  mind  travelled  back  to  other 
years, — the  day  when  the  foundation-stone  of  the 
church  was  laid,  the  men  who  had  been  employed 
in  the  building, — who  they  were,  what  their  lives 
had  been,  what  had  become  of  them,  —  whether  I 
should  ever  see  them,  where  and  what  I  should  be 
when  I  did  see  them ;  and  the  thouorht  made  me 
dizzy,  and  I  covered  my  face  with  my  hands,  and 
prayed  God  to  have  mercy  upon  me.  A  bright 
ray  of  sunshine  was  streaming  into  the  building 
when  I  looked  up  again.  It  came  from  a  window 
high  in  the  roof,  and  I  saw  the  blue  sky  through 
it,  and  fancied  it  the  eye  of  an  angel  gazing  upon 
me  in  love ;  and  on  again  my  thoughts  travelled,  I 
know  not  where, — only  I  know  that  Miss  Cole's 
gentle  touch  startled  me  at  length  as  if  from  a  happy 
dream.  As  we  left  the  church  we  observed  a  lady  and 
gentleman  standing  by  the  porch;  the  gentleman  was 
the  clergyman  of  the  parish,  the  lady  I  thought  I 
knew,  but  I  could  not  at  that  moment  recollect 
where  I  had  seen  her.  She  was  tall  and  slight, 
dressed  quite  plainly,  in  a  dark  silk  gown,  a  shawl, 
and  a  straw  bonnet,  and  appeared  to  be  about  thirty 
years  of  age.  There  was  an  air  of  great  repose  and 
ladylike  simplicity  in  her  manners ;  but  it  was  her 
face  which  struck  me,  so  indescribably  sweet  it  was 
in  its  expression,  yet  without  a  single  feature  re- 
markable for  actual  beauty.  The  eyes  were  grey, 
the  hair  was  rather  dark,  the  nose  pointed,  the 
mouth  small;  that  was  all  the  description  which 
could  be  given,  but  my  eyes  were  riveted  upon 
her  as  if  by  a  fascination.  Purity,  unworldliness,  — 
the  bright  hope  of  a  life  that  had  been  singularly 
happy, — the  unwearied  charity  of  a   heart  that 
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never  owned  a  thought  of  self — I  can  see  them 
now,  when  I  recall  her  image,  written  upon  her 
countenance  in  indelible,  unmistake'dble  characters ; 
but  I  could  not  read  them  then,.  I  could  only  feel 
them ;  and  when  the  clergyman  stopped  Miss  Cole 
and  begged  to  know  if  he  might  introduce  Lady 
Emily  Rivers,  who  was  wishing  to  see  aunt  Sarah 
upon  a  matter  of  business,  I  felt  a  pang  of  dis- 
appointment at  the  thought  that  she  was  no  stranger 
concerning  whom  I  might  indulge  my  romance, 
but  only  a  lady  with  whom  my  mother  had  already 
formed  a  slight  acquaintance,  and  whom  I  had 
often  heard  mentioned  in  words  of  general  praise 
as  a  particularly  nice,  amiable  person.  Miss  Cole 
appeared  a  little  surprised  at  the  introduction,  but 
its  motive  was  soon  explained.  There  were  some 
questions  to  be  asked  about  a  poor  family  in  the 
town.  No  one  knew  so  much  about  the  poor  of 
that  district  as  Mrs,  Sarah  Mortimer ;  so  Mr.  Ben- 
son said,  and  he  made  a  Low  to  Lady  Emily  and 
walked  away.  I  thought  of  aunt  Sarah  sitting 
helpless  in  her  arm-chair,  and  knitting,  and  won- 
dered what  he  meant.  We  walked  slowly  up  the 
street.  Lady  Emily  asking  a  few  questions  re- 
specting my  aunt's  health,  and  making  inquiries  for 
my  father  and  mother  in  a  way  which  made  me 
feel  that  she  did  not  forget  civility  in  charity.  She 
was  so  very  simple  in  all  she  said  tl;at  Miss  Cole's 
shyness  was  quite  vanquished.  When  we  reached 
home  Lady  Emily  was  allowed  to  wait  in  the  little 
back  parlour  till  my  aunt  was  prepared  to  see  her. 
I  do  not  think  it  entered  either  Miss  Cole's  head  or 
mine  that  it  would  have  been  more  fitting  to  usher 
her  up-stairs  to  the  drawing-room;  that  piece  of 
attention  was  reserved  for  more  fashionable  visitors, 
who  were  generally  received  by  Miss  Cole  alone. 
During  the  few  minutes  we  were  together,  I  found 
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myself  telling  Lady  Emily  a  good  deal  of  my  family 
history.  It  was  an  involuntary  impulse,  for  she 
asked  few  direct  questions,  except  those  which  I 
suggested  myself;  indeed,  she  showed  no  curiosity, 
though  a  great  deal  of  interest.  I  do  not  think  she 
once  cast  her  eye  round  the  room  to  look  at  the 
prints  and  pictures ;  and  certainly  she  made  no  ob- 
servations which  could  in  any  way  be  called  per- 
sonal. Miss  Cole  soon  returned,  and  took  Lady 
Emily  with  her.  I  went  to  my  own  room  :  I  was  tliere 
for  about  a  quarter  of  an  hour ;  and  then  I  went 
down  stairs  again,  fiincying  that  Lady  Emily  must 
be  gone.  But  when  I  opened  the  parlour  door  I 
saw  she  was  still  there,  and  I  drew  back.  Aunt 
Sarah  called  me  in.  "  Come  in,  child ;  we  are  not 
talking  secrets  :*'  and  I  went  in,  not  sorry  to  have 
another  interview  with  our  new  visitor.  Lady 
Emily  smiled  a  recognition,  and  went  on  with  what 
she  was  saying,  and  I  took  my  work  and  sat  down 
opposite  to  her.  Her  manner  to  my  aunt  was  very 
striking,  it  was  so  entirely  respectful, — I  might  al- 
most have  called  it  reverential;  for  it  was  the  man- 
ner of  a  child  to  a  parent.  And  as  the  conversation 
continued  I  scarcely  wondered  at  it.  They  talked  of 
the  poor  people  in  a  part  of  the  town  which  I  never 
visited ;  the  most  wretched  part  of  Carsdale.  Mr. 
Rivers,  I  found,  had  lately  become  the  owner  of 
the  property,  and  was  wishing  to  improve  it.  Lady 
Emily  entered  into  his  views,  but  they  were  both 
desirous  of  gaining  a  thorough  knowledge  of  the 
people  as  the  preliminary  step.  My  aunt  had  a 
large  manuscript  book  open  before  her,  and  Miss 
Cole  was  examining  it  for  her.  It  contained  a  list  of 
houses  and  inhabitants,  the  number  of  children,  the 
occupations  of  the  parents,  their  necessities  and  their 
characters.     Lady  Emily  also  held  a  list  of  names 
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in  her  Land,  which  she  was  comparing  with  the 
book. 

But  there  was  little  occasion  for  that.  My  aunt 
knew  almost  every  one,  without  referring  to  notes, 
—  who  were  extravagant,  and  who  were  provident, 
what  had  been  done  for  them,  and  what  more  was 
required.  She  was  a  complete  parish  note-book ; 
and  as  she  went  on  with  her  short  comments,  I  in- 
voluntarily laid  down  my  work,  and  fixed  my  eyes 
upon  her  in  wonder.  She  looked  up  at  me  with  her 
keen  glance,  and  beckoned  me  to  her  side.  "  This 
is  my  business  and  Miss  Cole's,  Sally,"  she  said, 
pointing  to  the  book.  "  Every  one  must  work, 
you  and  I,  and  Lady  Emily  Rivers,  and  all  of  us. 
God  has  made  me  helpless  in  body  ;  but  I  thank 
Him  I  am  not  helpless  in  mind."  "  No,  indeed  !  " 
escaped  Lady  Emily's  lips ;  but  she  checked  herself, 
and  added,  •*  Only  at  your  age,  my  dear  madam,  I 
should  have  thought  you  would  have  required  more 
rest."  "  And  I  shall  have  it,  my  dear,"  said  my 
aunt,  laying  her  wrinkled  hand  kindly  upon  Lady 
Emily's.  "  But  rest,  even  now,"  said  Lady  Emily ; 
and  I  thought  the  tone  of  her  voice  changed; 
"surely  it  must  be  desirable;  this  constant  thought 
for  others  must  be  very  wearisome."  "  There  is  an 
appointed  term  for  man's  life,"  replied  my  aunt.  "  I 
have  passed  beyond  it.  My  dears,  when  death  seems 
as  near  to  you  as  it  does  to  me,  you  will  know  why 
the  old  should  work."  "But  aunt  Sarah,  you  can't  go 
and  see  all  these  people,"  I  exclaimed.  "  To  be  sure 
not,  you  silly  child ;  but  Miss  Cole  can  go  for  me. 
What  should  I  do  with  a  district  by  myself  ?  There, 
go  back  to  your  work,"  she  added,  motioning  me 
from  her,  goodnaturedly,  "  and  let  us  go  to  ours. 
Have  we  finished  your  ladyship's  list  ? "  They 
returned  again  to  the  papers  —  aunt  Sarah  as 
quick,  and  eager,  and  sometimes  as  sharp  in  her 
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observations,  as  if  Lady  Emily  had  been  a  child  re- 
quiring to  be  taught  her  duty ;  and  Lady  Emily  as 
humble  and  respectful,  —  no,  far  more  so  than  any 
child. 

The  task  was  ended.  Lady  Emily  rose  to  go. 
My  aunt  stood  up  also.  "  You  will  give  my  com- 
pliments to  Mr.  Rivers,"  she  said,  "  He  has  begun  a 
work  he  will  never  repent ;  I  honour  him  for  it." 
Lady  Emily  held  out  her  hand  ;  "  I  may  come  and 
see  you  again,  dear  Mrs.  Mortimer,  may  I  not, 
even  when  I  have  no  business  ?"  "  There  will  be 
a  chair,  and  a  welcome  for  you  always.  God  bless 
you  !  "  and  my  aunt  took  Lady  Emily's  hand  in 
both  hers.  "  An  old  woman's  blessing  can  do  no 
one  harm.'* 

The  door  was  closed,  and  I  drew  my  chair  nearer 
to  aunt  Sarah,  and  hoped  she  would  tell  me  what 
she  thought  of  Lady  Emily  Rivers.  But  there  must 
have  been  other  and  unusual  subjects  pressing  upon 
my  aunt's  mind,  as  she  leant  back  in  her  arm  chair, 
with  her  hands  folded  together,  and  her  eyes  par- 
tially closed.  I  could  have  fancied  she  was  casting 
a  backward  glance  to  the  course  of  her  long  life ; 
perhaps  recalling  the  work  that  had  been  done, 
the  way  in  which  it  had  been  done,  the  account  that 
was  soon  to  be  rendered  of  it.  At  least,  when  she 
woke  up  from  this  quiet  mood,  she  heaved  a  deep 
sigh,  and  I  heard  her  murmur  to  herself,  "  Enter 
not  into  judgment  with  thy  servant,  O  Lord,  for  in 
Thy  sight  shall  no  man  living  be  justified."  Miss 
Cole,  who  had  left  the  room  with  Lady  Emily,  now 
came  back  to  remind  my  aunt  that  it  was  time  for 
her  to  take  her  few  turns  in  the  garden  before 
dinner  ;  but,  contrary  to  her  usual  precision,  aunt 
Sarah  seemed  inclined  to  linger.  She  was  evi- 
dently much  captivated  by  her  new  acquaintance, 
for  without  replying  to  Miss  Cole's  suggestion,  she 
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observed,  **  That's  a  good  woman ;  what  do  you 
say  of  her,  Miss  Cole?"  "  She  is  particularly 
pleasing,"  was  the  gentle  answer.  "  I  don't  like 
that ;  I  like  something  more  hearty  !  She's  a 
good  woman,  she  takes  the  world  as  she  finds  it, 
and  does  the  best  she  can  with  it."  I  looked  up 
rather  in  astonishment  at  this  new  virtue.  Aunt 
Sarah  slowly  raised  herself  from  her  chair,  and  as  she 
was  going  to  leave  the  room,  assisted  by  her  stick 
and  Miss  Cole's  arm,  she  came  up  to  me,  and  tap- 
ping me  on  the  shoulder  said  :  "  You  don't  know 
what  1  mean  by  taking  the  world  as  you  find  it." 
"  No,  indeed  I  "  I  replied,  I  am  afraid  a  little  pertly, 
'*  I  never  knew  that  we  could  take  it  any  other 
way."  "  Live  and  learn,"  replied  my  aunt,  "  You 
are  but  a  chit  now.  There's  not  one  woman  in 
twenty,  there's  not  one  in  fifty,  who  would  do  what 
Lady  Emily  Rivers  is  doing.  Listen  to  me,  Sally  : 
some  years  ago,  Fisherton  district  in  Carsdale  was 
a  good,  decent  sort  of  place ;  and  there  was  a  rich 
man.  Green  was  his  name,  who  had  the  property, 
much  such  a  person  in  point  of  fortune  as  Mr. 
Rivers.  One  day  he  came  to  call  on  my  brother — 
your  grandfather,  when  I  was  there  too.  It  was 
like  a  sermon  to  hear  him  talk  about  churches  and 
schools.  When  he  was  gone,  I  said  to  your  grand- 
father :  *  John,  that  man  will  be  a  blessing  to 
Fisherton.'  Your  grandfather  was  a  shrewd  man, 
Sally,  and  he  laughed  and  said,  *  He'll  never  do  a 
thing  till  he  has  a  world  of  his  own  to  work  in.' 
And  so  it  was  ;  he  had  the  property  for  six  years, 
and  all  that  time  he  was  planning  what  he  would 
do  if  he  had  a  clergyman  after  his  mind,  and  books 
after  his  mind,  and  poor  people  and  children  j  ust 
what  he  thought  they  should  be  ;  and  the  end  of  it 
was,  that  he  took  a  fit  of  disgust  because  it  was 
none  of  it  to  his  mind ;  and  he  sold  the  property. 
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because,  he  said,  there  was  nothing  to  be  done  with 
it;  and  the  man  who  bought  it  was  a  worthless 
scamp,  and  Fisherton  was  ruined.  That  man, 
Sallj,  did  not  know  that  it  was  his  duty  to  take  the 
world  as  he  found  it,  and  do  the  best  he  could  with 
it."  My  aunt  went  for  her  little  walk,  and  I  sat  still 
at  my  work  and  thought  upon  her  words. 


CHAP.  IX. 


Time  passed  very  quickly  at  aunt  Sarah's ;  I  had 
been  there  a  fortnight,  and  thought  it  but  a  few 
days.  We  breakfasted,  and  read,  and  walked,  and 
dined,  and  rested,  at  stated  hours,  and  to-day  seemed 
like  yesterday  in  its  quiet  occupations.  My  head- 
aches continued,  though  they  were  not  quite  so  in- 
tense ;  so  also  did  that  far  worse  pain,  the  aching 
of  the  mind,  though  insensibly  the  keenness  of  the 
anguish  was  dulled  ;  —  how  I  could  not  say,  yet,  it 
might  be,  that  to  live  with  those  whose  faith  was 
unclouded,  and  who  showed  that  it  was  so,  uncon- 
sciously strengthened  my  own.  My  aunt  never 
talked  to  me  about  myself.  Her  chief  anxiety  was 
that  I  should  work,  —  I  do  not  mean  needlework, 
though  she  was  very  particular  about  that,  and  es- 
pecially made  Miss  Cole  teach  me  how  to  knit  a 
pair  of  worsted  socks  for  Hester; — but  there  was 
always  something  to  be  done  for  somebody.  Miss 
Cole  used  to  laugh,  and  declare  that  her  office 
would  be  quite  a  sinecure,  if  I  was  made  to  wait 
upon  my  aunt,  and  keep  the  district  accounts,  and 
write  notes,  and  look  after  the  housekeeping ;  but 
aunt  Sarah,  though  she  owned  it  was  hard  upon 
her,  seemed  resolved  to  have  her  own  way.  "  Begin 


80  THE   EXPERIENCE   OF   LIFE. 

learning  your  lesson  now  there  is  an  opportunity, 
my  dear,**  she  said  one  day,  when  poor  Miss  Cole 
had  been  complaining  rather  more  seriously  than 
usual ;  "  it  will  take  a  good  long  time  to  make  it  per- 
fect, and  it  is  one  which  we  must  all  learn  when,  we 
are  old — to  sit  powerless,  and  be  thankful."  Some- 
thing of  business  went  on  all  day,  till  about  five 
o'clock  in  the  evening,  the  time  when  my  headaches 
usually  came  on.  Then  aunt  Sarah  would  make 
me  lie  down  on  the  unwieldy  sofa,  placed  against  the 
wall  in  the  front  parlour,  and  bid  me  not  move  be- 
cause Miss  Cole  was  going  to  read  the  evening 
lessons.  It  seemed  wrong  at  first,  and  I  begged  to 
sit  up,  and  read  too,  but  I  was  stopped  with  a  pe- 
remptory "  lie  down,  child,  and  be  quiet,"  and  I  lay 
down,  weary  with  the  day's  exertions,  and  finding 
an  indescribable  charm  in  the  soft  monotony  of 
Miss  Cole's  voice,  and  generally  at  last  fell  asleep, 
with  a  happy,  tranquil  sense  of  reposing  under  the 
shelter  of  an  Infinite  Power.  My  wakings,  however, 
were  not  quite  so  pleasant ;  I  was  sure  I  ought  to 
have  attended  more,  and  I  felt  bound  in  conscience  to 
confess  it ;  but  aunt  Sarah  never  took  much  notice  of 
these  confessions ;  all  she  would  say  was,  **  Don't 
trouble  about  it  now,  Sally,  you  are  not  going  to  be 
read  to  all  your  life.  Miss  Cole,  please  ring  the 
bell  for  tea."  And  tea  came,  and  the  hissing  urn, 
and  the  wide  cups  of  dragon  china,  and  the  plate  of 
toast  set  down  on  the  stand  before  the  fire;  and  my 
aunt  had  her  cup  half  filled,  and  completed  it  with 
a  decoction  of  sage  leaves,  poured  out  from  the 
smallest  of  all  silver  teapots,  and  then  turning  to 
Miss  Cole,  began,  "  Now  tell  me  what  you  have 
been  doing,"  and  in  a  few  minutes  I  again  forgot 
myself,  and  thought  only  of  the  poverty  of  Carsdale, 
and  the  measures  that  were  to  be  taken  for  its  re- 
lief.   For  I,  too,  was  gradually  learning  to  have  an 
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interest  in  aunt  Sarah's  poor  people.  Some  I  had 
visited  with  Miss  Cole,  of  others  I  had  heard  the 
sad,  often  eventful  history.  I  was  beginning  to 
form  mj  own  opinions  about  them,  and  occasionally 
I  ventured  to  differ  from  Miss  Cole,  and  once  when 
I  did,  aunt  Sarah  gave  me  an  approving  nod,  and 
said,  "  That's  right,  Sally ;  you  are  as  wrong  as 
you  can  be ;  but  it  does  none  of  us  any  harm  to 
have  a  mind  of  our  own,  when  we  don't  pride  our- 
selves upon  keeping  it."  Miss  Cole  read  aloud  after 
tea.  Aunt  Sarah  was  a  reader  of  modern  as  well 
as  of  ancient  books,  but  on  this  occasion  she  in- 
sisted upon  going  back  to  some  of  her  first 
favourites,  which  she  said  I  should  never  know  any 
thing  about  if  left  to  myself.  Sometimes  we  had  a 
paper  from  the  Spectator,  sometimes  from  the  Ram- 
bler, now  and  then  one  of  Addison's  or  Mason's 
plays ;  and  once,  as  an  especial  treat,  Shakspeare*s 
"  Julius  Caesar."  There  was  nothing  exciting  in  it 
all ;  if  there  had  been,  Miss  Cole's  quiet  voice  would 
effectually  have  neutralised  the  effect ;  yet  I  liked 
.  it.  I  was  carried  back  to  the  past,  instead  of  being 
urged  forward  to  the  future.  The  quaintnesses  of 
style  were  a  relief  to  me ;  I  lived  with  the  learned 
and  the  old,  and  leaned  upon  them,  and  my  mind 
was  strengthened  by  the  intercourse.  And  so,  as 
I  have  said,  a  fortnight  passed  away.  Lady  Emily 
Hi  vers  did  not  call  again,  and  there  was  nothing  to 
interrupt  the  quietude  of  my  life,  except  the  notes  and 
messages  from  home :  even  these  were  less  disturb- 
ing than  might  have  been  anticipated ;  my  mother's 
thoughtfulness  prevented  it.  I  had  been  sent  to 
aunt  Sarah's  for  rest,  and  rest  she  was  resolved  I 
should  have.  A  few  purchases  in  the  town  were 
all  I  was  required  to  undertake.  Messages  to  Castle 
House  were  beyond  my  power,  and  I  was  spared 
them.     But  the  fortnight  was  ended,  and  I  was  to 
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return — no,  not  to  return,  I  was  to  go,  to  something 
new,  confusing,  exciting,  possibly  irritating.  I 
was  sure  that  it  would  be  so ;  and  even  the  idea 
of  the  novelty  of  East  Side  did  not  reconcile  me 
to  the  labour  which  I  foresaw  there.  I  was  seated 
at  work  alone  with  aunt  Sarah,  when  my  mother's 
note  arrived,  reminding  me  that  the  following  after- 
noon I  should  be  expected  at  home.  In  it  she  called 
me  her  darling,  and  said  she  was  longing  to  have  me 
with  her ;  and  yet,  loving  my  mother  devotedly,  I 
laid  down  my  work  and  turned  aside  that  aunt  Sarah 
might  not  see  my  tears.  "  Come  here,  child,  what 
are  you  crying  for?"  said  my  aunt  sharply.  My 
tears  were  stopped  in  a  moment.  If  she  had  said 
"  What  makes  you  unhappy  ?'*  they  would  have  been 
a  deluge.  "  What  are  you  crying  for,"  repeated 
my  aunt,  and  she  adjusted  her  spectacles,  and  turned 
them  directly  upon  me.  Of  course  I  answered, 
"  Nothing,"  and  smiled,  or  tried  to  do  so,  and  be- 
gan to  knit  Hester's  sock  as  if  my  life  depended 
upon  its  being  finished  in  the  course  of  the  day. 
"  Nothing  means  nothing.  People  don't  cry  for 
nothing.  What  does  your  mother  say?"  I  put 
the  note  into  her  hands. 

There  was  a  visible  relenting  in  her  features. 
"  Umph !  Thursday,  why  can't  she  let  you  stay  till 
Saturday?"  "If  I  might — I  wish  she  would  let 
me,"  I  began.  "  No,  she  is  right,"  continued  my  aunt, 
dashing  my  hope  to  the  ground  ;  "  they  are  always 
busy  on  Saturday."  Yes,  indeed,  they  would  be 
busy;  how  well  I  knew  that ! — unless  East  Side  was 
to  be  very  unlike  Castle  House.  Reginald  would 
be  at  home  all  day,  and  require  incessant  attention  ; 
Hester  and  Herbert  would  have  a  holiday,  and  we 
should  all  dine  at  one  o'clock,  and  have  a  long 
noisy  tea  at  six ;  and  my  mother  would  have  a  bad 
headache ;  and  Caroline  would  be  cross,  and  Joanna 
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say  she  hated  Saturday ;  and,  after  tea,  nurse  would 
come  up  to  me,  and  ask  if  I  could  help  look  over 
the  linen,  which  the  washerwoman  had  just  brought 
home :  and,  at  eight  o'clock,  I  should  assist  in 
putting  the  children  to  bed  ;  and  then  I  should 
do  some  plain  work  till  ten  o'clock,  and  go  to  bed 
too.  "  You  are  not  going  to  be  a  spoilt  child, 
Sally,'*  said  my  aunt,  seeing  my  countenance  change 
at  this  reference  to  the  busy  Saturdays.  She  was 
not  angry  with  me  I  knew  by  her  tone,  and  I  ven- 
tured to  say,  "  It  is  you  who  have  spoilt  me,  aunt 
Sarah,  if  I  am  spoilt."  "  Spoilt  children  are  selfish," 
continued  my  aunt,  unheeding  my  implied  com- 
pliment ;  "  I  hoped  something  better  from  you." 
She  spoke  of  me  as  if  she  thought  me  a  child,  and 
I  felt  provoked.  "  I  am  quite  willing  to  go  home 
whenever  my  mother  sends  for  me,''  I  replied. 
"  Don't  tell  stories,  Sally,  you  are  not  willing." 
"  Indeed,  aunt  Sarah,  I  am,"  I  replied ;  "  I  wish 
to  go  home  to  be  of  use."  *'  And  fret  yourself  and 
them  into  a  fever.  Take  my  word  for  it,  Sally, 
if  you  go  home  as  you  are  now  you  will  be  more 
trouble  to  your  mother  than  all  her  other  cares  put 
together."  "  Oh !  Aunt  Sarah ! "  and  I  felt  my 
cheek  flush.  "  Yes,"  repeated  my  aunt,  "  more 
care  than  all  her  other  cares  put  together.  Sally, 
your  mother  rests  upon  you,  you  can't  mean  to  fail 
her."  There  was  a  depth  of  earnestness  in  her 
tone  which  struck  me  much.  Without  waiting  for 
me  to  reply,  she  went  on,  "  You  are  one  of  a  large 
family,  a  poor  famil}^  —  there  are  too  many  of  you 
to  be  rich.  Large  families  are  trials  :  your  mother 
loves  you  all,  but  you  are  trials.  Who  is  to  help 
her  I  don't  know.  Caroline  will  help  herself, 
but  that  won't  take  care  of  all  of  you  ;  and  Joanna 
will  sit  and  look  at  her  pretty  face  all  day ;  that's 
no  good,  unless  some  one  else  looks  at  it  too.     And 
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there's  Hester,  a  mere  baby;  and  the  boys, — 
Vaughaa  not  willing  to  lift  his  finger  if  he  can 
lielp  it ;  and  Reginald  just  like  Caroline ;  and  Her- 
bert not  out  of  the  nursery  ;  whilst  you "     "  I 

can  help  her,  I  must — I  will,"  I  exclaimed.  "  With 
red  eyes  whenever  she  wants  a  pair  of  stockings 
mended,"  observed  aunt  Sarah.  She  said  it  so 
maliciously,  yet  so  kindly,  that  in  spite  of  being 
heartily  provoked  with  myself,  I  could  not  help 
laughing.  "  Ah  !  laugh  if  you  will,  laughing  helps 
us  through  the  world,"  said  my  aunt,  "  but  crying 
drags  us  back.  And  now,  Sally,  if  you  can  laugli 
when  you  go  home,  you  are  tit  to  go."  "  I  had 
better  begin  to  cry  then,  aunt  Sarah,"  I  replied, 
*•  for  you  know  I  should  like  to  stay  here."  ^'  Then 
you  would  be  a  mopy,  piny,  weak  girl."  '*  What ! 
leading  such  a  useful  life  with  you  and  Miss  Cole, 
and  the  poor  people?  O  no,  aunt  Sarah."  "A 
mopy,  puny,  weak  girl,"  repeated  my  aunt,  "  and 

ril  tell  you  why,  Sally,  because "  and  the  tone 

of  her  eager  voice  was  subdued  into  solemnity,  "  it 
is  not  God's  will  that  you  should  be  here.  Who- 
ever goes  against  His  will  must  be  weak."  "  If  I 
had  good  health  like  the  others,"  I  said,  "  it  would 
be  different ;  but  it  is  that  which  makes  me  feel 
out  of  my  place  at  home.  I  cannot  help  my  mother 
when  I  wish  it ;  and  as  you  said  just  now,  aunt 
Sarah,  I  am  often  more  care  to  her  than  all  the 
others  put  together."  "I  did  not  say  you  were 
more  care,  I  said  you  might  be,"  replied  my  aunt, 
"  speak  truth  next  time,  Sally."  "  But  it  is  true,'' 
I  continued,  "that  I  have  no  strength."  Aunt 
Sarah  interrupted  me.  "  When  I  was  your  age, 
Sally,  I  was  once  standing  by  a  great  river  which 
was  rushing  to  the  sea;  and  I  watched  a  strong 
man,  in  a  small  boat,  labouring  to  push  it  up  the 
stream  :  he  had  little  more  power  than  a  baby. 
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And  I  watched  a  young  boy  in  another  boat,  play- 
ing with  the  water,  so  it  seemed :  but  the  current 
of  the  stream  was  with  him,  and  his  light  strokes 
had  a  force  which  bore  him  on  swiftly  as  the  wings 
of  a  bird.  I  thought  then,  and  I  think  now,  that 
the  will  of  God  is  as  the  force  of  that  rushing  river ; 
to  sail  with  it  is  strength, — to  strive  against  it,  weak- 
ness." As  she  paused,  I  ventured  to  say,  though 
more  timidly  than  before,  that  I  hoped  I  should 
try  to  do  God's  will  wherever  I  might  be.  "  To 
do  His  work,  you  mean,"  replied  my  aunt;  "but 
that  is  not  what  He  requires  of  us :  His  will  is  our 
duty,  not  His  work,  that  will  be  done  without  us." 
I  looked  up,  inquiring  her  meaning.  "  What  is  the 
work  we  do  ?  *'  continued  my  aunt ;  "  to  give  a  mor- 
sel of  food  to  a  starving  child !  One  word  of  His, 
and  thousands  can  be  fed  with  a  few  barley  loaves 
and  two  small  fishes.  To  nurse  a  sick  fellow-crea- 
ture !  He  does  but  speak,  and  the  dead  are  raised 
to  life.  God  does  not  want  our  work,  Sally,  but 
He  does  want  our  will.  When  we  give  it,  we  give 
all ;  when  we  withhold  it,  we  give  nothing.  Think 
of  that,  child,  by  yourself.  He  willed  your  place 
in  your  own  family."  I  saw  that  she  was  tired 
with  the  unusual  earnestness  of  the  conversation ; 
and  when  she  leant  back  and  was  silent,  I  rose  and 
left  the  room,  thinking  she  might  be  inclined  to 
sleep. 

I  strolled  out  into  the  garden.  It  was  a  most 
delicious  summer  afternoon ;  even  amidst  the  smoky 
atmosphere  of  a  town,  its  influence  was  felt ; — more 
felt  than  any  one  would  imagine  who  has  always 
been  accustomed  to  the  country.  Not  only  the 
light  glancing  on  the  flowers,  or  touching  the  wings 
of  a  butterfly,  were  rejoicing  to  me ;  but  even  the 
flickering  sunshine  on  the  tiles  of  the  neighbouring 
houses  was  pleasant,   and  I  felt   envious  of    the 
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sparrow  who  bad  perched  himself  upon  the  attic 
window  of  Dr.  Blair's  house,  which  overlooked  mj 
aunt's  garden,  and  wished  that  like  it  I  could  climb 
to  the  highest  point  and  sit  at  my  ease  and  gaze 
upon  the  world  below  me.  Yes,  aunt  Sarah's  was 
a  very  happy  home ;  yet  I  felt  less  pain  at  the 
thought  of  leaving  it,  than  I  should  have  done 
before  we  had  talked  together.  I  sat  down  on  one 
of  the  stone  steps  leading  from  the  garden  to  the 
laundry,  and,  gazing  steadily  upon  the  sky,  endea- 
voured to  realise  to  myself  the  idea  of  that  Irre- 
sistible Will,  in  which  I  had  been  told  I  was  to  find 
the  strength  for  my  own  weakness.  It  was  danger- 
ous ground  ;  I  knew  that  instinctively,  but  I  could 
not  bear  to  feel  that  there  was  any  subject  on 
which  I  dared  not  think,  and  I  went  on  ;  —  first,  in 
all  humility;  then  with  a  difficulty  in  my  mind, 
anxious  to  solve  it ;  then,  after  having  answered  it 
partially,  struck  as  by  a  dagger's  thrust,  so  great  was 
the  pang,  with  a  doubt  suggested  by  the  very  an- 
swer I  had  given  myself;  then — but  I  need  not  go  on. 
Those  only  who  have  known  the  racking  misery  of  a 
mind  striving  to  satisfy  itself  by  its  own  reasoning, 
in  questions  which  faith  alone  can  answer,  will 
understand  the  torture  of  that  next  half-hour,  and 
the  terrible  gloom  that  overshadowed  me,  when, 
raising  my  head,  which,  in  the  intensity  of  thought 
I  had  buried  in  my  hands,  I  looked  again  upon  the 
dazzling  sky. 

I  did  not  look  long.  Miserable  though  I  was,  I 
still  had  the  consciousness  of  duties  to  be  performed, 
and  I  rose  and  walked  slowly  into  the  house,  to 
prepare  for  going  out  with  Miss  Cole.  I  walked 
slowly,  for  I  was  thinking  still.  I  said  to  myself 
that  I  would  stop,  but  I  had  no  power  to  control 
my  mind.  I  felt  myself  so  wicked,  so  intensely 
wicked,  so  unlike  every  one  in  the  world.     I  longed 
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that  others  should  know  me  to  be  what  I  knew 
myself ;  I  fancied  I  could  better  bear  my  doubts  if 
they  were  not  secret,  and  a  sudden  impulse  urged 
me,  and  I  stopped  at  the  parlour  door  and  thought 
I  would  go  to  aunt  Sarah  —  go  to  her,  confess  what 
I  was,  beg  her  to  hate  me,  to  send  me  from  her,  to 
give  me  any  suffering,  but  only  to  listen  to  me  and 
know  me.  The  door  was  partly  open :  aunt  Sarah 
was  alone  ;  standing,  leaning  on  her  stick,  in  front 
of  a  picture  of  her  brother,  Colonel  Mortimer.  She 
had  been  taking  her  solitary  walk,  as  she  called  it ; 
slowly  moving  about  the  room  to  relieve  the  weari- 
ness after  long  sitting  in  one  posture ;  and,  as  she 
stood,  I  heard  her  repeating  to  herself :  "  The  Lord 
is  my  light  and  my  salvation,  whom  then  shall  I 
fear  ?  The  Lord  is  the  strength  of  my  life,  of  whom 
then  shall  I  be  afraid  ?  " 

I  walked  up  stairs.  Who  was  I  that  I  should  ven- 
ture to  intrude  my  doubts  into  the  presence  of  a 
perfect  faith  ?  I  closed  the  door  and  knelt,  but  I 
could  not  pray ;  the  wretchedness  of  my  mind  grew 
more  intense,  and  bodily  anguish  was  added  to  it, 
for  my  head  ached  fearfully.  Yet  the  words  which 
I  had  heard  followed  me.  I  found  myself  repeating 
them  without  thinking  of  their  meaning  ;  and  then 
they  framed  themselves,  as  it  were,  into  a  prayer, 
and  I  said,  *^  Lord,  be  Thou  my  light  and  my  salva- 
tion, then  shall  I  not  fear  :  be  Thou  the  strength  of 
my  life,  then  shall  I  not  be  afraid."  Another  mo- 
ment, and  the  rush  of  doubt  was  upon  me  again ; 
but  I  was  not  helpless  as  before.  The  first  prayer 
had  been  little  more  than  mechanical ;  the  second 
was  made  with  a  strong  concentration  of  the  mind 
upon  the  words  used,  and  an  equally  strong,  almost 
physical  repression  of  the  rising  doubts,  and  the 
hour  of  darkness  was  over.  I  was  exhausted,  sad- 
dened, trembling,  as  one  who  has  escaped  a  deadly 
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peril  and  knows  that  the  danger  may  return  at  any 
moment ;  but  it  was  over — ^the  fulness  of  faith  was 
for  the  time  restored  to  me. 


CHAP.  X. 


My  father  came  from  East  Side  the  next  day  in 
the  pony  chaise,  the  new  one  which  he  had  just 
bought.  It  stood  some  time  before  the  door.  I  do 
not  know  whether  aunt  Sarah  noticed  it  at  first, 
but  I  quite  well  remember  my  father's  asking  her 
what  she  thought  of  it ;  and  her  quick  turn  of  the 
head,  and  short  answer :  **  It  might  do  for  Lady 
Emily  Rivers.'*     My  father  took  it  as  a  compliment. 

My  aunt's  parting  manner  was  very  affectionate, 
but  not  pitying.  She  said  she  was  glad  I  had  had 
a  rest ;  I  should  have  another  whenever  I  wanted 
it.  She  was  glad,  too,  that  I  was  going  home ;  it 
was  good  for  girls  to  be  useful.  She  hoped  I  should 
manage  to  knit  the  heel  of  the  socks  properly  ;  if  I 
found  myself  puzzled  I  had  better  write  to  Miss 
Cole :  then,  as  my  father  left  the  room  and  I  drew 
near  to  kiss  her,  she  passed  her  hand  over  my  fore- 
head, and  looking  at  me  earnestly,  said,  "  God  bless 
you,  my  child :  don't  think,  but  pray  :  — now  go." 

It  was  an  extremely  pretty  pony  chaise  certainly 
—  very  low,  very  light,  and  roomy ;  too  roomy  to 
admit  of  being  drawn  by  the  little  forest  pony, 
which  there  had  been  some  notion  of  having,  in 
order  to  save  the  tax.  Sorry  as  I  w^as  to  leave  my 
aunt,  I  was  not  insensible  to  the  pleasure  of  driving 
gaily  through  the  street,  with  the  knowledge  that 
not  only  the  children,  but  the  grown-up  people  I 
met,  were  likely  to  envy  me.  Particularly  I  enjoyed 
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stopping  at  the  shops,  hearing  orders  given  to  the 
shopmen,  who  came  bowing  to  the  door ;  or  re- 
ceiving neat  parcels,  tied  up  in  brown  paper,  which 
were  to  be  stowed  away  upon  or  under  the  seat. 
There  were  a  great  many  of  them  I  thought ;  but 
then  we  were  living  in  the  country  now,  so  it  was 
necessary. 

Uncle  Ralph's  was  the  last  place  we  went  to.  The 
old  house  had  been  slightly  repaired  and  modernised 
since  my  grandfather's  death;  not  sufficiently  in- 
deed to  give  any  foundation  for  the  general  report 
that  Mr.  Ralph  Mortimer  was  going  to  be  married  ; 
but  enough  to  make  it  what  might  be  called  com- 
fortable. The  bank  almost  joined  it ;  that  is,  it 
joined  the  wall  of  the  garden,  from  which  there 
was  a  private  door  leading  into  the  counting-house. 
My  father  told  a  boy  to  stand  by  the  pony,  and  left 
me  in  the  chaise,  whilst  he  went  to  speak  to  my 
uncle.  I  was  leaning  listlessly  back  in  the  pony 
carriage  gazing  upon  vacancy,  and  if  I  thought  at 
all,  fancying  how  pleasant  it  would  be  to  give 
Hester  a  kiss  when  I  reached  home,  when  a  lady  and 
gentleman  rode  leisurely  up  the  street.  They  did 
not  particularly  attract  my  notice,  but  the  lady  drew 
in  her  horse  as  she  came  near,  and,  to  my  surprise 
and  pleasure,  I  was  addressed  by  Lady  Emily 
Rivers. 

She  made  many  kind  inquiries  after  my  aunt  and 
my  mother,  and  seemed  interested  in  hearing  that  I 
was  going  home,  and  hoped  to  see  me  there  soon  ; 
and  then  she  turned  to  the  gentleman  and  intro- 
duced him  as  Mr.  Rivers  ;  and  he  too  said  he 
intended  to  come  to  East  Side  soon,  for  he  con- 
sidered now  that  we  were  near  neighbours.  There 
was  nothing  in  it  all  but  mere  civility,  yet  it 
charmed  me, — it  was  so  simple  and  hearty;  and  Mr. 
Rivers  looked  fit  to  be  the  husband  of  Lady  Emily, 
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with  his  regular,  handsome  features  and  expression 
of  honest,  English  sincerity.  I  did  not  venture  to 
say  much  in  reply,  and  longed  for  my  father  to  come 
to  my  assistance  ;  but  as  I  turned  my  head  to  look  for 
him,  when  Lady  Emily  was  going  to  say  good-bye, 
the  reins  which  I  held  were  violently  jerked  from 
my  hand,  and  the  pony  dashed  down  the  street. 
There  was  a  scream  from  the  bystanders  —  a  rush 
from  all  quarters  to  my  rescue.  I  saw  the  danger, 
yet,  strange  to  say,  I  alone  was  unmoved.  We  were 
nearly  at  the  bottom  of  the  street;  a  cart  was 
standing  there;  in  another  minute  I  should  be  thrown 
against  it.  I  prayed  that  God  would  save  me,  and 
then  I  looked  about  for  help.  It  was  very  near. 
The  reins  in  falling  had  caught  in  one  of  the  parcels 
with  which  the  pony-chaise  was  crowded,  and  were 
within  reach.  I  seized  them,  with  my  strongest 
effort  guided  the  pony  away  from  the  cart,  and  we 
passed  without  accident.  Immediately  afterwards, 
a  man  succeeded  in  stopping  the  animal,  and  I 
was  safe. 

Then,  for  the  first  time,  I  felt  how  frightened  I 
had  been ;  and  when  my  father,  who  had  rushed 
after  me,  took  me  into  a  little  shop  and  made  me 
sit  down,  I  felt  quite  faint.  It  was  very  foolish,  I 
knew,  and  I  was  heartily  ashamed  of  myself,  and 
apologised,  but  I  was  answered  with  a  burst  of 
praise.  I  had  shown  such  coolness,  such  presence 
of  mind — I  was  a  perfect  heroine.  Lady  Emily  and 
Mr.  Rivers  were  present ;  I  looked  at  the  former 
in  utter  amazement ;  she  was  terribly  pale ;  her 
lips  were  pressed  together  as  if  she  was  afraid  to 
trust  herself  to  speak,  but  she  bent  down,  and  said 
as  she  kissed  me,  "  Let  me  do  it,  I  am  so  infinitely 
grateful.  I  was  the  cause  of  it,  but,  next  to  the 
mercy  of  God,  I  may  thank  you  for  your  own 
safety." 
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"  It  was  an  accident  which  mi^^ht  have  happened 
to  any  one,"  said  Mr.  Rivers,  **  but  we  may  all  be 
thankful  there  is  no  mischief.  Lady  Emily's  whip 
touched  your  pony  just  as  we  were  riding  off."  he 
added,  addressing  my  father,  "  and  at  the  same 
moment  a  boy  crossed  the  street  with  a  barrow, 
and  the  animal  took  fright ;  but  there  was  nothing 
that  ought  to  have  stafrtled  it  if  it  had  been  well 
trained.  Is  it  a  new  purchase?"  "Quite  new," 
my  father  replied ;  he  was  a  tolerable  judge  of  horses 
himself,  and  he  had  had  the  opinion  of  a  friend  ;  he 
could  not  believe  there  was  any  thing  amiss.  Mr. 
Rivers  doubted,  and  a  little  more  conversation  upon 
the  subject  followed,  which  gave  me  time  to  re- 
cover myself,  and  I  then  insisted  upon  entering  the 
pony  chaise  again  and  being  driven  home.  Both 
Mr.  Rivers  and  Lady  Emily  were  urgent  against 
this  ;  and  I  could  see  that  the  pony's  character  was 
much  doubted.  Their  own  carriage,  they  said,  was 
in  the  town ;  it  had  brought  the  governess  and  the 
children  in,  and  it  should  call  for  us,  for  East  Side 
was  on  the  road  to  Lowood.  But  my  father  would 
not  hear  of  such  a  notion.  He  was  much  obliged, 
he  said,  but  I  was  too  brave  to  be  made  cowardly 
by  petting  ;  and  if  I  liked  to  go  with  him  I  should. 
I  went  to  the  door  of  the  shop,  ready  to  set  off. 
Lady  Emily  followed,  entreating  me  not  to  venture 
if  I  was  in  the  least  afraid,  and  assuring  me  that 
the  carriage  should  be  ready  for  me  instantly  ;  but 
I  was  resolved.  I  will  not  say  that  there  was  no- 
thing of  vanity  in  the  resolution,  but  there  was  also 
a  real,  and,  I  hope,  an  innocent  pleasure  in  the 
exercise  of  my  newly-discovered  courage,  and  a 
sincere  wish  not  to  alarm  my  mother  by  allowing 
my  father  to  return  without  me.  Mr.  Rivers  stood 
by  the  pony  till  my  father  was  seated  by  me,  and 
Lady  Emily  gave  me  a  warm  shake  of  the  hand. 
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and  wished  I  could  make  her  as  brave  as  myself, 
and  we  drove  off. 

That  was  a  very  bright  evening  at  East  Side  ; 
it  stands  out  prominently  amongst  my  early  recol- 
lections :  I  can  recall  my  mother's  kiss  of  deep  ten- 
derness as  she  met  me  in  the  entrance-hall,  her 
smile  of  half  fear,  half  satisfaction,  as  our  little 
adventure  was  repeated ;  the  eagerness  of  my  elder 
sisters  at  first  to  take  me  over  the  house,  and  their 
pause  of  wonder  when  my  father  bade  them  make 
much  of  me,  for  I  was  worth  something ;  with 
Reginald's  rather  scornful  proposal  that  three 
cheers  should  be  given  for  the  new  heroine  ;  and 
my  little  Hester's  whisper,  as  she  held  my  hand 
tight  in  both  hers,  that  she  would  say  thanks 
when  she  went  to  bed,  because  her  own  Mammy 
was  safe. 

It  was  good  for  me  doubtless  that  I  was  not  the 
only  wonder  at  home  that  evening  or  the  next  day. 
East  Side  was  new  again  to  every  one  else  as  soon 
as  it  was  new  to  me,  and  the  whole  family  followed 
me  from  room  to  room  to  hear  my  remarks. 

It  was  impossible  not  to  be  pleased  with  the 
place  ;  the  situation  was  lovely,  commanding  a  view 
of  the  town,  sufficiently  near  to  give  interest  with- 
out disagreeable  details,  and  overlooking  the  rich 
country  beyond,  with  the  silvery  line  of  the  river  to 
brighten  it;  and  as  regarded  the  size,  the  very 
genius  of  Prudence  herself  must  have  been  lenient 
in  criticising  it,  for  it  was  exactly  suited  to  us. 
The  house  was  of  stone,  with  a  front,  three  windows 
wide,  and  two  small  projecting  wings.  There  was  a 
very  fair-sized  drawing-room  with  a  bow  window, 
containing  a  comfortable  mixture  of  the  old  furni- 
ture of  Castle  House,  and  two  or  three  plain,  but 
really  good  additions  of  a  more  recent  date.  The 
dining-room  which  adjoined  it  was  a  little  larger ; 
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whitewashed,  because  a  part  of  the  entrance  pas- 
sage had  been  taken  into  it,  but  likely  to  make  a 
very  useful  room.  On  the  other  side  of  the  pas- 
sage was  a  room  which  might  be  library,  breakfast 
room,  or  school-room,  as  required  ;  and  a  small 
study,  sufficient  for  my  fathers  papers,  and  a  re- 
fuge for  him  when  he  wished  to  be  quiet.  My 
mother  pointed  this  out  to  me  with  the  greatest 
satisfaction,  for  it  was  so  hard  for  him,  she  said,  to 
have  no  room  for  his  books,  and  in  which  he  might 
see  people  alone.  I  looked  at  her  thin  face^  and 
wondered  what  shelter  she  had  provided  for  herself, 
but  that  was  the  last  thought  that  ever  would  have 
entered  her  mind.  But  the  bedrooms  were  the 
great  comfort;  they  were  so  many  and  so  well 
Contrived,  giving  plenty  of  space  for  every  one, 
and  leaving  a  spare  room  for  a  visitor.  My  father 
made  me  remark  this  now,  and  whispered  some- 
thing to  my  mother  which  caused  her  to  smile,  and 
I  thought  I  heard  the  names  Mrs.  Colston  and 
Horatia  Gray.  I  was  taken  to  my  own  room  last ; 
two  beds  were  in  it.  *'  For  Hester  and  you,"  said 
my  mother ;  and  the  child  squeezed  my  hand,  and  told 
me  she  had  lain  awake  a  whole  hour  the  night  be- 
fore longing  for  me.  '*  And  there  is  a  small  dress- 
ing-room within,  Sarah,"  added  my  mother,  opening 
a  door.  My  dear  mother,  how  she  had  thought  of 
and  cared  for  me  I  My  own  prints,  my  books,  my 
small  vase  of  flowers  standing  on  a  little  table  which 
had  been  a  legacy  from  a  godmother ;  —  I  was  at 
home  in  it  at  once ;  and  as  I  looked  round,  aunt 
Sarah's  words  recurred  to  me,  "  Sally,  your  mother 
rests  upon  you,  you  can't  mean  to  fail  her." 

I  went  to  bed  that  night  with  a  new  spirit  infused 
into  me.  My  thoughts  were  not  of  myself,  but  of 
others  —  how  I  would  work,  strive,  live  for  those 
whom  God  had  given  me,  die  for  them  if  need  were. 


94  THE   EXPERIENCE   OF  LIFE. 

and  He  called  me  to  it.  I  gazed  at  my  sallow, 
sickly  features,  marked  with  the  traces  of  that 
physical  weakness  which  had  so  often  made  me  sit 
down  in  despair,  and  I  smiled,  for  I  had  been  told 
that  I  was  brave,  and  I  felt  within  myself  that  the 
words  were  true.  The  next  instant  I  saw  that  I 
was  presumptuous,  and  I  knelt  to  repeat  again  the 
prayer  which  was  becoming  my  watchword  against 
evil :  "  Lord,  be  Thou  my  light  and  my  salvation, 
then  shall  I  not  fear  :  be  Thou  the  strength  of  my 
life,  then  shall  I  not  be  afraid.** 

I  was  walking  round  the  garden  at  eight  o'clock 
the  next  morning  with  my  father.  He  was  very 
desirous  that  I  should  see  the  place  thoroughly,  and 
give  my  opinion  upon  the  improvements  he  was 
planning  —  perhaps  I  ought  more  strictly  to  say, 
agree  with  him  as  to  their  necessity ;  for  nothing 
would  have  surprised  and  annoyed  him  more,  than 
to  receive  the  least  hint  that  his  notions  were  either 
not  good  or  not  prudent ;  and  I,  of  course,  was  too 
young  to  suggest  anything  of  the  kind,  but  I  was 
not  too  young  to  feel.  Girls  of  fifteen  and  sixteen 
are  much  deeper  thinkers,  and  have  much  quicker 
perception  than  the  world  in  general  gives  them 
credit  for;  and  though  my  father  repeated  again 
and  again,  "  You  see,  Sarah,  one  must  do  the  thing 
thoroughly  when  one  is  about  it — it  will  never  do 
to  have  all  this  fuss  of  labourers  and  workmen 
over  again,**  —  I  still  was  perverse  enough  to  have  a 
lurking  doubt,  which  I  scarcely  realised  to  myself, 
whether  there  was  any  necessity  beyond  his  own 
will. 

That  without  doubt  was  thoroughly  engaged  on  the 
side  of  improvement,  and  it  was  the  one  thing  which 
satisfied  me.  He  so  entirely  enjoyed  what  he  was 
doing,  that  he  was  quite  a  different  person  —  active, 
cheerful,  and  interested  in  everything  and  every- 
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body  ;  the  change  to  East  Side  seemed  to  have 
given  him  new  faculties.  This  could  not  but  please 
me.  His  life  in  that  dining-room  at  Castle 
House  day  after  day,  the  study  of  the  newspapers, 
and  the  little  walk  into  the  town,  could  not  be  as 
good  for  him  as  this  healthy,  out-of-door  occupation; 
and  I  heartily  agreed  with  him  that  we  should  all 
be  very  much  better  for  removing  to  the  country. 

I  had  a  long  conversation  with  my  mother  in  the 
course  of  the  day,  which  rather  damped  my  enjoy- 
ment. The  excitement  which  my  father  delighted 
in  was  too  much  for  her.  The  incessant,  petty 
troubles  which  harass  a  woman's  life,  and  of  which 
men  know  little  or  nothing,  had  been  patiently 
borne  at  Castle  House,  because  they  had,  as  it  were, 
fitted  themselves  into  their  place.  At  East  Side 
they  had  assumed  new  forms,  and  my  mother's  gentle 
spirit  was  unequal  to  cope  with  them.  She  was  glad 
I  was  come  back,  she  said,  for  many  reasons.  Cotton, 
the  new  housemaid,  objected  to  help  nurse  in  looking 
after  Herbert  and  Hester's  clothes.  It  was  not 
mentioned  in  the  agreement  unfortunately,  but  it 
had  always  been  reckoned  upon  as  part  of  the 
housemaid's  duty.  Cotton  had  agreed  to  try  if  it 
could  be  managed,  but  she  was  sulky,  and  nursu 
was  very  much  put  out,  and  talked  about  having  a 
girl  from  the  Carsdale  school  to  assist  her ;  "  and 
that  you  know,  Sarah,"  continued  my  mother, 
"  would  be  an  increase  of  expense,  and  we  really 
must  not  have  it.  So  I  told  nurse  we  would  wait 
till  you  came  home,  and  then,  perhaps,  you  would 
be  able  to  take  a  little  of  the  work  yourself ;  or  at 
]east  you  would  look  after  the  children  and  give 
them  more  time.  Then  another  thing  troubles  me. 
Your  father  has  made  an  agreement  with  a  man 
about  the  garden  :  he  is  to  give  him  low  wages  and 
let  him  dine  in  the  kitchen,  and  Drake  does  not  like 
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it,  and  says  it  makes  the  kitchen  dirty,  and  will 
be  more  expense  in  the  end  ;  but  your  father  has 
set  his  heart  upon  ordering  all  out-of-door  matters, 
so  I  can't  interfere."  My  mother  paused :  she  had 
kept  the  worst  grievance  till  the  last.  "  One  more 
thing,  Sarah  ;  I  don't  mean  to  find  fault  I  am  sure ; 
but  I  don't  think  dear  Joanna  quite  sees  things  as  I 
do:  very  naturally;  but  she,  and  indeed  Caroline 
too,  have  such  a  notion  of  our  being  able  to  give 
dinner  parties.  Joanna  declares  we  must  do  it  if 
we  mean  to  have  any  society,  and  so  I  know  we 
must ;  but  then  I  want  them  to  wait.  We  must 
learn  exactly  how  matters  stand  with  the  bank, 
before  we  incur  any  more  expenses  ;  and  I  can't  get 
your  uncle  Ralph  to  settle  anything.  I  don't  know 
how  it  is ;  I  never  can  tie  him  down  to  the  point, 
and  yet  I  am  sure  there  are  great  arrears  to  be 
made  up."  My  mother  sighed  heavily.  I  kissed 
her,  and  called  her  my  sweet  mother,  and  told  her 
not  to  trouble  herself ;  and  then  I  proposed  to  go 
and  talk  over  the  work-question  with  nurse,  and 
suggest  to  my  sisters  that  we  could  not  give  dinner 
parties  till  the  dining-room  was  papered,  so  that 
Joanna's  own  sense  might  tell  her  it  was  nonsense 
to  think  about  it  now.  My  mother's  face  brightened 
at  the  latter  idea ;  it  was  tangible.  No,  we  could  do 
nothing  till  the  dining-room  was  papered,  and  that 
could  not  be  for  another  year,  and  in  that  time  — 
My  mother  wandered  off  into  futurity,  and  I  went 
to  my  sisters. 

They  were  in  the  drawing-room.  A  pile  of 
visiting  cards  lay  on  the  table.  Caroline  was  ar- 
ranging them.  "We  may  as  well  put  them  in 
order  at  once,"  she  was  saying,  as  I  came  into  the 
room ;  "  they  will  help  to  refresh  our  memories, 
and  we  must  keep  mamma  up  to  returning  visits 
regularly."     "  Yes,  indeed,"  replied  Joanna  ;    "  it 
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never  will  do  to  go  round  once  a-year  as  we 
used  to  do ;  and  when  we  begin  giving  parties 
we  shall  be  in  a  great  puzzle  if  we  are  not  careful. 
We  are  just  as  likely  as  not  to  ask  people  to  dine 
whom  we  never  take  the  trouble  to  call  upon." 
"  Not  very  likely  to  commit  such  a  mistake  as  that, 
I  hope,"  said  Caroline ;  "  at  least,  whilst  I  am  at 
home."  "  Which  will  be  for  many  years  to  come," 
observed  Joanna.  "  We  shall  see,*'  was  the  rei)ly, 
and  Caroline  went  on  arranging  the  cards.  ••*  Cars- 
dale  to-morrow !"  said  Joanna,  **  one  would  cut  it  if 
one  could ;  but  papa  talks  so  much  about  old  friends." 
"We  must  not  make  ourselves  absurd,"  observed 
Caroline  shortly ;  "  living  at  East  Side  won't  give 
us  better  society  all  at  once."  "  Then  what  does  it 
give  us  ? '  asked  Joanna,  opening  her  lovely  blue 
eyes  in  astonishment.  "  The  means  of  obtaining 
it,"  said  Caroline,  "if  we  make  good  use  of  our 
opportunities.  It  is  mere  folly,  Joanna,  to  run  on 
as  you  do  about  dinner  parties  and  society.  They 
will  all  come  by  and  by,  but  this  is  not  the  moment 
for  teazing  my  father  and  mother  about  them." 
"  Oh !  thank  you,  Caroline,"  I  exclaimed,  coming 
forward ;  but  I  was  stopped  in  the  middle  of  my 
sentence  by  Caroline's  smile  of  wonder.  "  You 
here,  Sarah,  my  dear !  We  thought  you  were  in 
the  school-room.  What  do  you  thank  me  for?" 
I  blushed  and  hesitated.  "  For  saying  there  are  to 
be  nodinner  parties?"  asked  Caroline, patrbnisingly; 
"  but  you  need  not  distress  yourself,  my  poor  child  ; 
they  won't  be  for  you  for  many  a  long  day."  She 
turned  away  from  me  and  went  on  with  her  lecture. 
"  You  know,  Joanna,  nothing  can  be  so  silly  as 
doing  things  before  the  time.  Do  you  remember 
the  Pocockes,  Mrs.  Blair's  relations  ?  How  the 
girls  at  school  quizzed  them,  because  directly 
they  got  their  money  they  set  up  a  splendid  car- 
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riage,  and  two  smart  footmen,  in  fine  liveries. 
People  said  it  would  •  have  come  all  very  well  by 
degrees,  but  the  change  was  too  sudden.  Now,  I 
don't  at  all  want  the  same  remarks  to  be  made  upon 
us.  As  some  one,  I  forget  who,  was  remarking  to 
me  the  other  day,  —  it  is  not  what  persons  do,  but 
when  they  do  it,  which  is  of  consequence  in  the 
world."  Joanna  was  silenced,  but  she  pushed  the 
visiting  cards  pettishly  aside  and  walked  out  of  the 
room.  Caroline,  quite  undisturbed,  collected  them 
together  again,  made  me  read  the  names  over,  and 
wrote  them  down  on  a  slip  of  paper,  in  the  order  in 
which  the  visits  were  to  be  returned.  It  seemed  a 
good  opportunity  of  giving  some  of  my  mother's 
suggestions,  and  I  observed  that  it  was  vexing  of 
Joanna  to  make  such  a  fuss  about  parties,  when 
everyone  was  so  busy.  "  Yes,  vexing  if  one  chose 
to  be  vexed  about  it,"  replied  Caroline  indifferently ; 
"but  Joanna  is  one  of  those  persons  whom  it  is  never 
worth  while  to  trouble  about.  It  is  very  easy  to 
put  her  aside."  '*  But,  indeed,  Caroline,"  1  replied, 
"  if  you  would  talk  to  her  a  little,  and  bring  her 
round,  it  would  be  a  great  comfort  to  mamma." 
Caroline  interrupted  me: — "  My  dear  little  preacher, 
what  is  the  use  of  talking  to  people  who  won't 
listen  ?  Besides,  Joanna  is  not  so  very  wrong ;  we 
must  have  parties  by  and  by.  Just  go  back  to  the 
Bchool-room  and  learn  your  lessons,  and  leave  Joanna 
and  me  to  settle  our  own  affairs." 

Certainly  there  was  no  use  in  talking  to  people  wlio 
would  not  listen.  I  went  away.  In  the  passage  I  met 
my  father,  who  asked  if  I  would  go  with  him  into  the 
garden ;  he  was  just  marking  out  some  flower  beds, 
and  he  should  like,  he  said,  to  liear  what  we  all  thought 
of  them  before  they  were  finished.  I  threw  my  apron 
over  my  head  instead  of  a  bonnet,  took  a  parasol 
which  was  lying  on  the  hall  table,  and  followed  him. 
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The  new  gardener  was  waiting  for  us  on  the  lawn, 
spade  in  hand.  He  was  an  extremely  untidy-looking 
man,  and  I  did  not  at  all  wonder  at  Drake*s  dislike 
to  having  him  in  the  kitchen.  Whilst  my  father 
was  planning  shapes,  cutting  off  corners,  sharp- 
ening angles,  and  measuring  distances,  I  stood  by, 
thinking  of  my  mother's  annoyance.  My  father 
was  a  great  deal  too  busy  to  remark  what  I  did  ; 
and  as  for  my  opinion,  he  never  thought  for  a  mo- 
ment of  asking  it ;  so  I  stood  by  him  patiently, 
longing  for  the  gardener  to  be  away,  that  I  might 
have  an  opportunity  of  saying  what  was  in  my 
mind.  The  man  did  go  after  a  little  while.  A  large 
bell  rang,  in  true  country  style,  and  the  servants 
were  summoned  to  their  dinner.  There  could  not 
have  been  a  happier  opportunity.  He  was  scarcely 
out  of  sight,  when  I  exclaimed  :  "  Oh  !  papa !  that 
dirty  man !  he  is  not  going  to  dine  in  the  kitchen ! 
Drake  never  will  bear  it."  "  Drake  will  bear  what- 
ever she  is  told  to  bear,  my  dear,"  said  my  father 
abruptly,  "  or  she  will  not  live  with  me."  Again 
silence  was  my  refuge.  I  lingered  for  a  few  mo- 
ments not  to  show  my  annoyance  ;  and  then  saying 
that  I  must  go  and  see  about  the  children's  dinner, 
walked  slowly  and  disconsolately  into  the  house. 

Luncheon  was  ready ;  but  no  one  was  ready  for 
it.  My  father  never  ate  luncheon ;  my  mother  was 
often  late,  often  busy  with  letters ;  and  Caroline 
and  Joanna  had  generally  something  to  occupy 
them  at  that  hour,  more  than  at  any  other  time ; 
and  the  children  —  it  was  their  dinner  ;  they  ought 
to  have  been  ready,  unquestionably.  The  meat 
was  growing  cold  ;  —  I  went  up  stairs  to  call  them, 
and  met  them  half-way,  rushing  down  at  full  speed. 
They  raced  into  the  dining-room  and  seated  them- 
selves in  their  high  chairs ;  then,  with  a  look  of 
shame,  jumped   down    and  said  grace,    not  irre- 
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verently,  but  a  great  deal  too  quickly.  Herbert 
put  out  his  hand  to  take  some  bread ;  his  fingers 
were  covered  with  ink.  Hester's  pinafore,  too,  was 
very  dirty,  and  her  hair  untidy.  I  stopped  Herbert 
as  he  took  up  his  knife  and  fork,  and  told  him  to  go 
up  stairs  and  have  his  hands  washed.  <*  Nurse  was 
not  up  stairs,"  he  said  ;  "  she  was  at  dinner  in  the 
kitchen,  and  he  could  not  get  the  ink  off  himself, 
and  it  did  not  signify ;  nobody  was  there  to  see." 
"  Everyone  is  so  busy  at  East  Side,"  said  Hester, 
looking  up  at  me  as  if  to  beg  me  not  to  be  angry. 
Yes,  everyone  was  busy.  I  began  to  have  a  per- 
ception that  I  ought  to  be  busy  too ;  though  it 
might  not  be  in  the  way  of  teaching  either  my 
father  or  my  sisters  their  duty. 

I  took  both  the  children  up  stairs  myself :  a  little 
rubbing  made  Herbert's  hands  at  least  passable  ; 
and  a  brush,  and  a  clean  pinafore,  converted  Hes- 
ter again  into  what  she  was  by  nature,  a  very 
nice-looking  child.  My  next  inquiry  was  about 
lessons.  Little  enough  had  been  done  since  the 
removal  to  East  Side.  "Papa  never  has  time  to 
hear  me  my  Latin,"  said  Herbert.  "  And  mamma 
told  us  we  need  not  trouble  about  lessons  till  you 
came  home,"  observed  Hester.  *'  And  you  have  not 
done  any  then,  since  I  went  away  ?"  I  asked.  "  No," 
answered  Hester :  "  Joanna  was  going  to  hear  me 
one  day,  but  she  had  a  headache  ;  I  don't  think 
she  likes  lessons."  "  And  Caroline  made  me  say 
*  Propria  quce  maribus '  twice,"  continued  Herbert, 
"  and  she  said  I  said  it  very  badly  ;  and  I  was  to 
have  another  lesson,  but  I  never  did."  It  was  clear 
that  my  authority  in  the  lesson  department,  at  any 
rate,  was  not  likely  to  be  disputed  ;  so  I  made  the 
children  bring  their  books  to  me  after  dinner,  and 
we  sat  down  together,  and  I  made  out  a  little  plan 
for  them  —  what  they  were  to  do  each  day,  and  at 
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what  hour ;  and  in  the  middle  of  it  my  mother 
came  in  to  luncheon,  and  kissed  me,  and  said  I  was 
a  comfort  to  her ;  and  for  the  time  my  spirits 
revived. 

But  the  recollections  of  the  day  were  very  un- 
satisfactory when  I  went  to  my  room  at  night. 
What  was  the  use  of  making  Herbert  and  Hester 
go  right  when  everything  else  was  going  wrong  ? 
I  thought  over  the  evening,  how  worn  my  mother 
looked  when  Joanna,  with  her  very  bad  taste, 
would  bring  up  again  the  dreaded  subject  of  the 
dinner  parties ;  and  how  very  unpleasant  Ca- 
roline's manner  was, — so  imperious,  it  quite  seemed 
to  crush  my  dear  mother ;  and  there  was  Vaughan's 
dandyism  also,  which  had  induced  my  father  to 
speak  to  him  sharply  and  make  him  sulky  ;  to  say 
nothing  of  the  little  instances  of  Reginald's  cautious 
eye  to  his  own  interest,  which  showed  themselves 
continually.  I  began  to  think  that  large  families 
were  trials  both  in  what  they  did  and  what  they 
did  not  do.  But  it  was  the  being  left  to  myself 
which  troubled  me  the  most.  If  I  had  been  called 
upon  to  teach  in  a  school  or  do  any  definite  work, 
I  thought  I  could  have  undertaken  it  willingly  ; 
but  this  unsettled  position,  nothing  marked  out,  no 
duties  but  those  which  I  chose  for  myself,  and  no 
one  to  say  whether  I  did  them  well  or  ill,  — 
the  life  of  a  housemaid  I  thought  would  be  pre- 
ferable. 

That  was  my  second  day  at  East  Side;  my 
spirits  and  my  tone  of  mind,  it  will  be  seen,  were 
variable  as  the  winds.  I  make  no  excuses  for  my- 
self. I  was  not  well  and  strong,  there  might  have 
been  something  in  that ;  but  my  character  was  in  a 
transition  state,  and  there  was  the  great  cause  of 
the  evil.  The  tliird  day  came  a  visitor.  Lady 
Emily  Rivers, — almost  a  visitor  to  me,  for  she  begged 
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particularly  to  see  me.  I  had  a  little  dread  of  being 
obliged  to  act  the  heroine  again,  for  I  was  beginning 
to  be  rather  ashamed  of  the  "  much  ado  about  no- 
thing/' especially  since  Reginald  had  quizzed  me 
so  unmercifully.  But  Lady  Emily  had  excellent 
taste,  she  never  was  personal  in  her  remarks,  even 
to  a  child  ;  and  we  talked  about  the  pony  and  the 
pony  chaise,  and  roads,  and  distances,  with  scarcely 
any  reference  to  myself.  Lowood  was  within  a  walk 
for  ordinary  people,  and  Lady  Emily  asked  me  to 
come  over  and  see  her  the  first  day  I  could ;  and 
when  my  mother  excused  me  on  the  score  of  not 
being  strong  enough,  she  gave  me  one  of  her  most 
bewitching  smiles,  and  hoped  the  pony  would  bring 
me  safely.  Another  request  was  on  her  lips,  but 
she  did  not  make  it  then  ;  she  would  not  have  given 
my  mother  the  pain  of  refusing  before  me,  if  it  had 
been  necessary ;  but  in  the  course  of  the  next  day, 
a  note  came  with  a  request  that  I  might  be  allowed 
to  dine  and  sleep  at  Lowood  the  following  Monday ; 
if  so.  Lady  Emily  would  come  herself  and  fetch  me, 
or  at  any  rate  send  the  carriage  for  me. 


CHAP.  XL 


Lowood  was  a  large,  square,  red-brick  house,  with 
stone  facings,  of  about  the  date  of  George  IL  ;  its 
principal  and  indeed,  only  ornaments  being  a  hand- 
some flight  of  wide,  stone  steps  and  the  arms  and 
crest  of  the  Rivers  family  carved  in  stone  over  the 
heavy  entrance  door.  The  house  stood  rather  high, 
with  a  sheet  of  water  in  front  and  some  lovely 
pleasure  grounds  extending  a  considerable  way  on 
one  side.     At  the  back  was  a  small  but  very  pic- 
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turesque  park,  enclosing  the  ruins  of  an  old  castle, 
and  encircled  by  woods  of  large  extent.  The  grey 
tower  of  the  village  church  was  seen  half  hidden  by 
trees,  close  to  the  park  gate ;  and  the  parsonage,  a 
modem  house,  slightly  gothicised,  immediately 
adjoined  it,  forming,  in  spite  of  its  red  brick  walls, 
a  very  pretty  object,  from  the  creepers,  myrtles,  and 
deep  crimson  roses,  which  in  the  course  of  a  few 
years  had  contrived  to  cover  it. 

How  like  a  hundred  other  houses  and  villages  in 
England  to  the  common  eye!  how  unlike  every 
other  place  which  memory  can  paint  or  imagination 
conjure  up,  to  mine !  I  stood  in  the  hall  at  Lowood 
for  the  first  time,  alone ;  Lady  Emily  had  been  de- 
tained at  home  unexpectedly  by  letters,  and  was  not 
able  to  come  to  East  Side  for  me  herself.  I  was 
very  nervous;  the  drive  had  given  me  time  to 
conjure  up  a  host  of  fears,  and  they  were  not  di- 
minished by  the  sight  of  the  tall  footman  who 
appeared  at  the  door,  and  assisted  me  out  of  the 
carriage.  Small  as  I  was,  I  felt  dwindled  to  an 
absolute  atom,  as  I  followed  him  across  the  great 
marble  hall  and  through  a  passage  of  seemingly 
immeasurable  length  to  the  drawing-room.  A  very 
cheerful  room  it  was,  crowded  with  furniture  ; 
choice  pictures,  cabinets,  and  books  in  profusion ; 
and  the  view  from  the  three  lofty  windows  over 
the  garden  and  across  the  water  to  the  distant 
country  was,  for  every- day  enjoyment,  as  pleasant 
as  it  was  possible  to  desire.  But  what  the  room,  or 
the  view,  what,  in  fact,  any  thing  was  like,  just 
then,  I  had  not  the  most  remote  idea.  I  saw  no- 
thing but  Lady  Emily,  who  was  writing  a  letter 
with  her  back  to  the  door,  and  to  whom  I  dreaded 
to  make  myself  known.  The  servant  repeated  my 
name,  and  she  started  up,  pushed  aside  the  paper, 
came  up  to  me,  and  my  shyness  was  over.     Who^ 
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could  shrink  from  those  soft  tones  of  welcome,  that 
fascinating  smile  of  cordial  pleasure,  those  words 
of  kindness,  of  which  it  was  impossible  to  doubt 
the  sincerity.  Can  it  be  merely  the  dream  of  years, 
magnifying,  to  increase  its  regrets  for  the  past, 
which  bids  me  look  around  the  world  now,  and 
sigh  that  there  are  none  like  her  ? 

Lady  Emily  made  me  wait  down  stairs  till  she 
had  finished  her  letter ;  she  would  not  treat  me  as 
a  stranger,  she  said  ;  and  she  begged  me  to  unfasten 
my  bonnet,  and  gave  me  a  book  which  she  thought 
would  amuse  me,  and  so  a  quarter  of  an  hour 
passed.  Then  it  was  nearly  luncheon  time,  and 
telling  me  that  Mr.  Rivers  scolded  her  for  being 
always  late,  she  hurried  me  to  my  room,  helped  me 
to  arrange  my  dress,  and  when  I  was  ready,  went 
gaily  before  me  down  the  broad  but  shallow  oak 
stairs,  stopping  on  the  way  to  tell  me  again  how 
kind  she  thought  it  of  my  mother  to  spare  me  to  her. 

We  went  into  the  dining-room,  an  oblong  apart- 
ment with  three  windows  in  it,  and  very  like  the 
drawing-room,  which  might  have  made  a  very  good 
drawing-room  in  fact,  if  it  had  been  differently 
furnished,  and  looked  to  the  south-east  instead  of 
the  north-west.  Mr.  Rivers  was  there, with  the  go- 
verness, and  two  children  ;  the  eldest  a  girl  about 
eight  years  of  age,  the  other  a  boy  of  six.  ]\Ir. 
Rivers  was  very  polite,  but  rather  grave,  the  go- 
verness excessively  quiet,  the  children  full  of  won- 
der at  the  sight  of  a  stranger.  I  began  to  feel 
nervous  again  ;  the  chairs  were  so  heavy  they  were 
quite  cumbrous  to  move  ;  and  the  knives  and  forks 
were  particularly  large  and  awkward  to  handle  ; 
and  when  the  covers  of  the  dishes  were  taken  off, 
I  could  not  quite  tell  whether  the  meat  was  beef 
or  mutton,  and  could  only  make  a  choice  by  saying 
"  Some  of  that  if  you  please ;"  and  then  the  footman 
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handed  me  vegetables,  and  in  helping  myself,  I 
spilt  some  on  the  floor.  I  dare  say  Lady  Emily 
did  not  guess  what  I  was  feeling,  but  luncheon  was 
certainly  a  penance.  If  I  had  been  six  years  old  it 
would  not  have  signified,  but  at  sixteen  it  was  too 
absurd  not  to  be  more  at  my  ease. 

I  was  to  see  the  grounds  in  the  afternoon,  Lady 
Emily  said,  and  we  must  walk  into  the  village  if  it 
would  not  be  too  much  for  me ;  and  when  luncheon 
was  over  we  went  up  stairs  again  to  get  ready.  I 
heard  the  hall  bell  ring  whilst  I  was  putting  on  my 
bonnet,  and  dreaded  visitors  ;  but  I  had  not  caught 
the  sound  of  a  carriage,  and  I  thought  it  better  to 
venture  down.  I  met  the  governess  and  the  chil- 
dren in  the  passage  by  the  drawing-room,  and  heard 
that  some  one  was  come,  "  they  did  not  know  who, 
but  it  was  very  provoking,  mamma  would  be  kept 
so  long ;"  and  the  governess,  seeing,  I  suppose,  that 
I  looked  shy  and  uncomfortable,  proposed  that  I 
should  go  into  the  garden  with  them  and  walk  about 
near  the  house  till  Lady  Emily  was  at  liberty. 
The  children  ran  up  and  down  the  straight,  broad 
walk,  forming  an  avenue  at  right  angles  with  the 
house,  and  the  governess  and  I  walked  side  by  side, 
saying  what  a  fine  day  it  was,  and  how  pretty  the 
grounds  were,  and  how  much  pleasanter  it  was  to 
live  in  the  country  than  the  town  ;  and  the  go- 
verness asked  me  how  far  it  was  to  East  Side ;  to 
which  I  replied  about  two  miles  across  the  fields, 
and  three  by  the  road;  and  in  this  lively  con- 
versation we  indulged  for  about  ten  minutes,  when 
we  saw  Lady  Emily  and  two  ladies  come  out  of  the 
house,  and  walk  towards  a  path  which  led  by  a 
short  way  through  the  shrubbery  to  the  village. 
They  were  approaching  us,  and  I  drew  back,  and 
being  screened  by  the  shade  of  a  large  Portugal 
laurel,  was  not  seen.    But  I  had  a  full  view  of  all 
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three  myself-  By  Lady  Emily's  side  walked  Miss 
Cleveland,  bright,  fresh,  and  wrinkled —  a  complete 
winter  rose ;  her  flaxen  hair  carefully  arranged  in 
firm,  close  curls  around  her  face,  her  straw  bonnet 
elaborately  ornamented  with  blue  and  brown  rib- 
bons, and  a  light  Maltese  shawl,  showing  very 
much  to  advantage  upon  a  lavender-coloured  silk 
dress.  A  little  in  front,  the  path  being  too  narrow 
to  admit  of  three  persons  walking  together,  came  a 
lady,  who  might  have  been  six  and  twenty,  eight 
and  twenty,  or  even  thirty  years  of  age.  Perhaps 
the  correct  conclusion  would  have  been  six  and 
twenty.  My  first  impulse  on  seeing  her  was  to  turn 
to  my  companion  with  the  exclamation,  "  how  ex- 
tremely handsome ! "  but  a  second  glance  checked  me. 
Yet  it  was  a  very  striking  face ;  the  features  rather 
large,  but  all  good ;  there  was  a  high  forehead,  not 
very  projecting,  but  from  its  squareness  giving  firm- 
ness to  the  shape  of  the  face ;  a  long,  not  too  long,  nose ; 
a  very  well-formed  mouth,  perhaps  rather  too  large, 
but  showing  within  a  row  of  white  and  even  teeth ; 
raven-black  hair,  glossy,  and  braided  so  smoothly 
that  not  a  hair  was  out  of  place ;  and  —  I  have  kept 
the  distinguishing  mark  purposely  to  the  last  —  a 
most  marvellous  pair  of  black  eyes.  I  can  describe 
them  only  by  the  word  which  was  afterwards  used 
in  speaking  of  them  to  me ; — they  were  strong  eyes ; 
deep,  piercing,  glittering ;  seeing  everything  at  every 
moment ;  conscious  of  all  things  external ;  equally 
conscious  of  every  thing  internal ;  an  actual  embodi- 
ment of  mind,  vivid,  energetic,  resolute,bold;— buti 
will  not  forestall ;  I  may  not  have  seen  then  all  that 
I  think  I  can  remember.  The  pictures  of  our  first 
interview  and  our  last  with  our  dearest  friend  or 
our  greatest  enemy,  would  probably  represent  two 
utterly  distinct  individuals.  But  one  impression 
I  know  never  altered ;  it  was  that  of  the  rustling 
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nature  of  the  lady  before  nie ;  her  silk  dress  rustled 
I  am  sure,  it  was  impossible  thiit  it  should  not — ^rich, 
and  smooth,  and  lined,  and  flounced  as  it  was  ;  and 
her  bonnet  must  have  rustled  with  that  under  sound 
peculiar  to  a  new  bonnet  just  out  of  the  milliner's 
hands :  but  there  was  a  mental  rustling  also  —  a 
murmur  of  self-gratulation  upon  knowledge  of 
the  world's  ways  and  fitness  for  the  world's  gaze, 
such  as  no  doubt  the  silk  dress  and  the  bonnet 
would  have  confessed  to  if  they  had  been  gifted 
with  the  power  of  speech.  I  did  not  say  "how 
handsome,"  even  to  myself,  when  Lady  Emily  and 
her  visitors  passed  by  me,  and  stood  for  a  few 
moments  by  the  closed  gate  at  tlie  end  of  the  path  ; 
but  I  watched  the  firm  tread  of  the  stranger,  with- 
out once  w^ithdrawing  my  eyes,  and  when  she 
spoke,  I  heard  every  word  of  the  full-sounding 
voice,  and  remembered  what  was  said  as  if  it  had 
been  addressed  to  myself :  —  **  Thank  you — you  are 
very  kind,  but  I  had  better  not  intrude  upon  my  poor 
little  cousin  just  now,  I  shall  have  many  opportu- 
nities of  making  her  acquaintance."  Miss  Cleve- 
land, I  thought,  would  have  spoken,  but  no  oppor- 
tunity was  given  her.  As  Lady  Emily  opened  the 
door,  the  stranger  stood  back  with  an  air  so  de- 
cided, that  Miss  Cleveland  was  forced  to  go  forward, 
and  then  I  heard  the  last  words,  "Yes,  we  are 
going  into  the  town,  I  have  made  Miss  Cleveland 
trust  herself  to  me,  for  I  have  been  accustomed  to 
drive  all  my  life,  and  we  have  some  shopping  to  do ; 
a  little  housekeeping.  In  small  households,  you 
know,  shopping  is  an  amusement  as  well  as  a  busi- 
ness." The  garden  door  was  closed.  Lady  Emily 
came  slowly  up  the  walk,  looking,  I  thought,  some- 
what discomposed.  I  had  a  longing  to  know  who  the 
stranger  was  ;  the  words  "  poor  little  cousin"  had 
struck  me  personally.      I  knew  they  could  not 
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apply  to  myself,  but  it  was  just  the  way  in  which 
I  was  sure  I  might  be  mentioned  of.  Lady  Emily 
made  no  remark  upon  the  visitors,  though  she  said 
she  was  sorry  to  have  kept  me  waiting,  and  we  set 
off  for  our  walk.  I  fancied  Lady  Emily  was  a 
little  inclined  to  be  silent ;  but  if  she  was,  she  did 
her  best  to  shake  off  the  feeling;  and  as  we  wandered 
on  through  the  shrubbery,  she  pointed  out  the  rare 
trees  and  the  pretty  views,  and  gathered  several 
choice  flowers,  trying  at  the  same  time  to  make  me 
at  home  with  her  and  give  me  confidence  in  con- 
versation by  allusion  to  my  own  home  and  daily 
pursuits ;  whilst  every  now  and  then  she  would  say 
a  playful  word  to  the  children,  or  add  a  remark  to 
the  governess,  so  that  not  one  of  the  party  could 
feel  neglected.  An  English  shrubbery  has  always 
had  a  peculiar  charm  to  me.  In  those  days  I 
had  seen  very  few,  and  the  grounds  at  Lowood 
were  like  a  scene  of  enchantment  to  me.  Vistas 
of  green  lawn,  smooth  as  velvet,  lost  beneath  the 
shade  of  a  solitary  spreading  beech  or  chesnut ; 
gravel  walks  winding  amongst  thickets  of  delicate 
shrubs ;  bright  colours  fixing  the  eye  on  the  pre- 
cise spot  where  colour  was  most  needed,  or  leading 
it  on  to  some  beautiful  point  of  distance,  some 
glimpse  of  the  blue  sheet  of  water,  or  some  opening 
in  the  woods  ;  it  was  a  fairy  land,  bright,  yet  withal 
sad  and  restless,  as  all  beauty  must  be,  since  it  is 
mourning  for  and  seeking  after  perfection. 

"I  must  take  you  into  the  village,*'  said  Lady 
Emily,  opening  a  little  gate  which  led  through  the 
churchyard.  There  is  nothing  to  admire  in  it,  but 
I  promised  to  look  in  at  the  Dame-school  to-day."  I 
followed,  without  much  thought  where  I  might  be 
led ;  the  novelty  was  quite  sufficient  to  charm  me. 
An  ivy-covered  tower  was  the  most  remarkable 
object  about  the  church ;  and  there  were  also  some 
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good,  decorated  windows  in  the  chancel :  in  other 
respects  the  building  had  been  much  defaced  by 
modern  additions.  The  churchyard  was  kept  very 
neatly ;  that  was  its  greatest  beauty.  Once  there 
must  have  been  a  stone  cross  in  it ;  but  the  cross 
itself  had  been  broken  down,  and  only  the  old,  worn 
steps  remained,  and  the  pedestal,  upon  the  top  of 
which  was  a  sundial.  Lady  Emily  looked  at  the 
church  with  pride  and  plecsure.  *'  It  is  such  a 
beautiful,  old  tower,"  she  said,  "  there  is  not  another 
like  it  in  the  county.  We  mean  to  cut  down  some 
shrubs  in  the  plantation,  so  as  to  have  a  view  of  it 
from  the  house."  I  looked  also  and  admired.  The 
windows  were  pointed  :  that  I  thought  was  all  that 
was  required  for  church  windows ;  and  the  ivy 
over  the  tower  was  one  of  the  most  picturesque 
things  I  had  ever  seen.  One  of  the  children  was 
told  to  run  to  the  other  gate  and  ask  the  sexton  for 
the  key.  We  sat  down  in  the  porch,  waiting  for  it. 
"  There  can  be  nothing  like  an  old,  English,  village 
church,  I  am  sure,"  said  Lady  Emily;  "nothing,  I 
mean,  which  has  the  same  eflfect  upon  the  mind. 
I  do  so  wonder  how  the  dissenters  bear  their  new 
meeting-houses  ;  they  must  miss  so  very  much 
pleasure."  Miss  Warner,  the  governess,  suggested 
that  it  must  be  the  spirit  which  induced  the  erection 
of  the  building  that  gave  it  the  charm.  "Yes,"  and 
Lady  Emily  paused :  "  but  I  doubt  if  I  could  ever 
thoroughly  delight  in  a  new  church ;  or,  at  least, 
the  pleasure  would  be  of  a  very  different  nature." 
"  Different  in  kind,  but  equal  in  degree  probably," 
said  Miss  Warner.  Her  tone  was  peculiar,  as  if 
she  had  some  meaning  understood  by  Lady  Emily  ; 
but  whatever  she  might  be  thinking  of  was  left  un- 
explained, for  the  sexton  and  the  child  just  then 
appeared  with  the  keys.  "We  have  a  kind-hearted 
old  rector,"  said  Lady  Emily,  as  the  sexton  un- 
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locked  the  door,  **  but  the  church  is  not  filled  as  it 
should  be.  The  farmers'  pews,  you  may  observe, 
take  up  a  good  deal  of  room."  No  doubt  they  did 
take  up  a  great  deal  of  room;  three  occupied  at 
least  one  fourth  of  the  nave.  "  But  it  is  a  large 
church,  there  is  space  for  two  hundred  more 
than  actually  come  to  church,*'  said  Lady  Emily ; 
— "  it  is  strange  the  people  should  be  so  car- 
ried away  by  dissent."  Miss  Warner  remarked 
that  they  felt  more  at  home  at  the  chapel ;  —  she 
had  heard  them  say  so.  "  I  don't  know  why  that 
should  be,"  observed  Lady  Emily ; — "the  church  was 
the  home  of  their  forefathers,  before  dissent  was 
heard  of."  "  Dissenting  preachers  are  energetic," 
said  Miss  Warner.  "  Yes,  yes,"  replied  Lady 
Emily,  with  an  air  of  deep  thought; — "yes,  they 
are  energetic."  "  They  talk  to  the  people  in  language 
that  can  be  easily  understood,*'  continued  Miss 
Warner.  "Yes,"  was  again  the  only  reply.  "  They 
have  service  on  other  days  besides  Sunday,  and  so 
bring  religion  publicly  into  the  affairs  of  the  week," 

said  Miss  Warner,  "  and  " Lady  Emily  looked  up 

quickly,  for  her  almost  hastily — "they  mix  with  them 
daily,  and  know  all  their  needs."  A  bright  smile, 
yet  not  unmingled  with  melancholy,  stole  over 
Lady  Emily's  face,  as  she  said,  addressing  me,  "We 
are  beginning  an  old  discussion  :  Miss  Warner  pro- 
phesies that  all  the  religion  in  England  will  in 
another  fifty  years  be  found  amongst  the  dissenters  ; 
but  I  am  not  going  to  tire  you  with  the  subject. 
You  will  be  much  better  engaged  in  looking  at  the 
church."  She  stood  in  the  porch,  whilst  we  walked 
round  the  building  ;  and  when  we  returned  to  her, 
we  found  her  conversing  with  a  short,  portly,  elderly 
gentleman,  dressed  in  black,  evidently  the  rector  of 
the  parish.  "  He  was  quite  flattered,"  he  said,  "  that 
she  had  been  doing  the  honours  of  his  church,  and 
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hoped  it  had  been  properly  admired.  —  One  of  the 
oldest  churches  in  England,  they  say,"  he  observed, 
speaking  to  me  as  the  stranger  —  "a  Saxon 
foundation,  but  I  don't  pretend  to  be  an  antiquarian. 
A  most  picturesque  church  tower  too, — magnificent 
ivy, — a  perfect  tree.  Has  Lady  Emily  shown  you  the 
stem  ?  "  We  walked  round  to  look  at  the  enormous 
ivy  trunk.  I  thought  Miss  Warner  kept  a  little 
aloof ;  her  manner  induced  me  to  regard  our  new 
acquaintance  more  attentively.  He  was  a  handsome 
man ;  his  nose  was  good,  his  forehead  was  high, 
his  mouth  expressed  great  benevolence :  his  appear- 
ance struck  me  on  the  whole  as  something  venerable. 
He  talked  a  good  deal,  rather  loudly,  wandering 
from  one  subject  to  another  without  much  connec- 
tion, and  what  he  said  did  not  give  me  any  great 
idea  of  his  intellect.  But  Lady  Emily  was  so  re- 
spectful and  deferential,  I  felt  he  must  be  something 
superior. 

As  he  stood  against  the  church  tower  fidgetting 
with  his  walking-stick,  and  sometimes  tapping  it  on 
the  head  of  a  tombstone,  Lady  Emily  made  some 
inquiries  about  a  sick  man.  "  Ah !  poor  old  John  !** 
said  the  rector,  "  his  work  is  done.  I  sent  him 
some  broth  yesterday,  but  he  could  not  eat  it.  He 
will  never  want  much  more  in  this  world.  But 
perhaps  your  ladyship's  cook  may  be  more  suc- 
cessful than  mine."  "  We  will  try,"  said  Lady 
Emily — " have  you  seen  him  to-day?"  "  Why,  no, 
no  ;  I  saw  him  —  let  me  see  —  Wednesday  week,  I 
think ;  his  wife  sent  for  me.  I  never  thought  he 
would  have  lived  till  this  time.  Poor  old  John  !  — 
I  had  a  good  hearty  shake  of  the  hand  from  him. 
Well!  we  must  all  follow  some  day  or  other."  *'  Is 
it  true,  Mr.  Graves,  that  the  dissenting  minister  has 
been  to  him  every  day?"  asked  Miss  Warner. 
"Very  probably;   those  fellows  get  about  every- 
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where ; — but  I  must  wish  you  good  morning.  Lady 
Emily.  I  promised  Dame  Bartley's  lame  boy  the 
first  handful  of  gooseberries  I  could  gather ;  and 
you  know,  a  parson,  as  they  call  us,  must  not  break 
his  word."  He  drew  from  his  pocket  some  splendid 
gooseberries,  which  Lady  Emily  declared  far  sur- 
passed any  in  the  garden  at  Lowood ;  and  then  made 
his  bow,  and  walked  away,  an  inch  taller,  as  he 
declared,  for  the  compliment  to  his  horticultural 
success.  "  The  dissenters  are  indefatigable,"  said 
Miss  Warner,  when  the  rector  was  out  of  hearing. 
Lady  Emily  walked  on  as  if  she  did  not  hear. 

We  went  through  the  churchyard  into  the  village. 
It  was  a  pretty  village,  with  neat  cottages  and  gar- 
dens, forming  rather  a  long  street,  and  terminated 
by  a  large  inn — "  the  Rivers'  Arms,"  before  which 
grew  a  splendid,  elm  tree.  But  the  most  prominent 
object  was  the  dissenting  meeting-house,  a  red, 
brick  building,  square  and  ugly,  to  the  utmost 
extent  of  ugliness,  and  bearing  upon  its  front,  on  a 
white  stone,  an  inscription,  recording  the  date  of  its 
erection,  only  two  years  previous.  A  handbill 
against  the  door  gave  notice  that  a  sermon  would 
be  preached  there  that  same  evening.  I  suppose 
I  must  have  looked  rather  intently  at  it,  for  Lady 
Emily  noticed  the  direction  of  my  eye,  and  observed 
with  the  same  half-melancholy  smile  which  I  had 
before  remarked,  "  Mr.  Graves'  abomination !  He 
sometimes  tries  to  persuade  us  that  our  leniency  is 
the  reason  why  dissent  abounds  in  the  parish.  He 
says  if  he  were  the  squire  he  would  not  have  a 
tenant  on  his  estate  a  dissenter;  he  would  turn 
them  all  out.  But  Mr.  Rivers  can  never  come 
round  to  this  view  of  treating  the  evil."  "  It  is  for- 
tunate he  does  not,"  remarked  Miss  Warner  —  "  for 
infallibly  he  would  find  two  new  dissenters  spring 
up  for  every  one  that  he  ejected.'*     I  thought  she 
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spoke  sharply,  and  not  quite  respectfully,  and  I 
watched  Lady  Emily's  manner  as  she  replied.  But 
the  unfailing  gentleness  was  not  irritated.  "  It  is 
a  deep-rooted  evil,"  she  said  with  a  sigh  —  "no  one 
seems  to  know  how  to  deal  with  it.  J£  the  had 
people  in  the  parish  were  dissenters  I  should  not  be 
surprised ;  but  it  is  the  best  who  are  led  away  — 
the  neatest,  most  industrious,  most  honest ;  —  I 
can't  understand  it.  The  only  hopeful  thing  in  the 
place,"  she  added,  laughing,  "is  our  little  dame- 
school  —  the  thirty  children  who  we  are  sure  will 
go  to  church  on  the  Sunday.'*  "  Because  pains  are 
taken  with  them  on  the  week  days,"  said  Miss 
Warner.  "  Lady  Emily  teaches  in  her  little  school 
herself  once  a- week,"  she  continued,  addressing  me, 
"  and  she  allows  me  to  go  there  once,  and  we  have 
the  children  to  the  house  on  a  Sunday,  to  hear 
them  say  their  catechism  and  collects,  and  they  go 
from  thence  to  church.  It  would  be  hard  if  they 
were  to  turn  dissenters."  "  They  would,"  said  Lady 
Emily — "  if  we  were  not  strict.  The  first  rule  they 
are  called  upon  to  keep  is  that  of  attending  church." 
"  A  rule  which  would  have  excited  a  rebellion  in 
the  village,"  said  Miss  Warner  "  if  Mr.  Graves' 
advice  had  been  followed,  and  a  law  enacted  that 
no  child  who  came  to  the  school  should  ever  attend 
the  dissenting  meeting-house."  "Mr.  Rivers  saved 
me  from  that  mistake,"  said  Lady  Emily.  "  I  saw 
no  difference  myself  till  he  pointed  it  out  to  me ;  — 
and  I  was  extremely  anxious  to  please  Mr.  Graves." 
"  But  is  there  any  difference  ?  "  I  asked.  "  Is  it  not 
just  the  same  thing  in  the  end  whether  children  are 
forbidden  to  attend  the  dissenting  meeting-house,  or 
whether  they  are  obliged  to  go  to  church  ?"  "  Pre- 
cisely the  question  I  asked  myself,"  replied  Lady 
Emily ;  "  so  I  will  answer  it  by  a  question  which 
Mr.  Rivers  put  to  me  : — Is  there  not  a  considerable 
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difference  between  attacking  our  neighbours  and 
strengthening  ourselves?"  I  did  not,  at  the  instant, 
see  the  application,  and  Lady  Emily  went  on.  '*  By 
attacking  dissent  we  increase  it ;  that  I  have  learnt 
by  experience.  I  might  have  learnt  it  from  history, 
—  the  history  of  the  church,  if  I  had  ever  thought 
as  I  ought  upon  the  subject.  It  is  the  lesson  of 
all  persecutions,  whether  on  a  large  or  a  small 
scale.  If  I  had  told  the  people  that  they  must 
promise  never  to  take  their  children  to  a  meeting- 
house, they  would  have  refused,  for  the  mere 
pleasure  of  showing  they  had  a  will  of  their 
own ;  as  it  was,  they  were  all  willing  to  say  they 
should  go  to  church."  **  Then  would  you  do 
nothing  against  dissenters  ?"  I  asked,  in  surprise : — 
"  would  you  let  them  all  have  their  own  way  ?" 
"  If  they  would  let  me  have  mine,"  said  Lady 
Emily.  "  Yes,"  exclaimed  Miss  Warner,  eagerly, 
"  if  you  could  carry  out  your  way,  with  proper 
help  — not  with  a  sleepy,  droning  rector,  and"  — 
Lady  Emily  interrupted  her,  with  more  of  severity 
than  I  thought  she  could  have  assumed  :  "  Pardon 
me ;  we  will  leave  this  subject  for  the  present. 
Now,  Francis,  Alice,  who  will  reach  the  milestone 
the  first?"  And  as  we  stood  back  to  let  the 
children  start  on  their  run,  I  heard  Miss  Warner 
say  to  Lady  Emily  —  "I  was  very  wrong,  exceed- 
ingly forgetful ;  I  trust  you  will  excuse  it."  Lady 
Emily  smiled,  and  held  out  her  hand  in  token  of 
peace,  but  I  fancied  she  looked  graver  than  before. 

The  dame-school  Was  held  in  a  good-sized  room 
belonging  to  the  cottage  of  the  village  baker.  The 
baker's  wife  was  the  mistress,  a  tidy,  middle-aged 
woman,  whose  chief  fitness  for  her  oflSce  appeared 
to  consist  in  a  pair  of  large  silver-mounted  spec^ 
tacles,  which  gave  a  decidedly  fierce  look  to  what 
would  otherwise  have  been  a  meek  and  lamb-like 
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countenance.  The  children  learnt  reading  and 
spelling,  writing  and  arithmetic,  and  the  church 
catechism.  The  girls  could  hem  and  sew  neatly, 
and  the  boys  were  taught  to  knit.  I  observed  that 
their  reading  lesson  was  taken  from  a  little  book 
upon  ordinary  subjects,  not  the  Bible :  that  I  was 
told  was  read  to  them  every  day.  Two  or  three 
of  the  elder  girls  were  trying  to  read  well  enough  to 
be  trusted  with  it  themselves,  but  this  was  not  to 
be  till  they  should  cease  to  require  an  actual 
lesson. 

It  was  a  very  unpretending  little  school.  I  do 
not  know  that  there  was  any  thing  else  to  remark  in 
it,  except  perhaps  that  the  girls'  hair  was  particularly 
neat,  and  cut  short  behind  ;  but  one  thing  struck  me 
in  Lady  Emily's  way  of  talking  to  them.  No  one 
would  have  supposed  from  any  thing  she  said,  that 
it  was  her  school,  founded,  supported,  and  governed 
by  her.  What  the  rector  would  like,  and  what  he 
would  think,  were  the  prominent  points  in  all  she 
said.  I  whispered  my  surprise  to  Miss  Warner, 
as  I  asked  whether  the  rector  really  took  such  a 
great  interest  in  the  school ;  and  was  answered  by  a 
sarcastic  smile,  and  "  Lady  Emily  tries  to  believe 
he  does.  She  entices  him  here  once  a  week  by 
conjuring  up  a  little  business  to  consult  him  upon  ; 
and  then  makes  him  hear  the  children  read.  It 
keeps  up  appearances."  "  I  dare  say  Mr.  Graves 
would  have  looked  in  upon  you  himself  this  after- 
noon, Mrs.  Brown,"  said  Lady  Emily,  as  we  were 
going  away,  "  but  he  had  a  little  business  to  attend 
to.  He  promised  to  take  his  first  gooseberries  to 
poor  little  Tom  Bartley,  and  he  did  not  like  to  dis- 
appoint him :  I  wonder,  children,  whether  when  you 
grow  up  to  be  men  and  women,  you  will  learn  to 
keep  your  promises,  and  take  trouble,  like  the 
rector,  for  a  sick  child.     Don't  you  think  it  was 


116  THE  EXPERIENCE   OF  LIFE. 

very  good-natured  of  him?"  A  general  murmur 
of  approbation  ran  through  the  whole  school,  and  I 
heard  besides  a  whisper  from  one  or  two  of  the 
eider  children,  "  he's  a  very  kind  gentleman  always." 
We  returned  home  through  some  fields,  a  very 
pretty  country  walk,  which  brought  us  back  to 
Lowood  by  a  lane  opposite  to  the  gate  at  which 
Miss  Cleveland  and  her  friend  had  made  their  exit. 
A  gentleman  and  a  servant  in  a  gig  were  coming 
down  the  road,  and  a  pony  chaise  was  advancing 
the  contrary  way.  We  stopped  in  the  lane  to  let 
them  pass.  "  That  must  be  Miss  Cleveland,"  said 
Lady  Emily,  looking  at  Miss  Warner ;  '*  and  I 
think,"  and  she  turned  to  me,  "  my  dear,  you  ought 
to  know,  that  gentleman  is  your  uncle,  surely  ?'* 
I  had  fancied  so  before ;  uncle  Ralph's  peculiar 
dress  was  not  easily  mistaken.  The  two  carriages 
drew  up  just  before  us.  Lady  Emily  appeared 
embarrassed ;  perhaps  she  thought  I  should  like  to 
speak  to  my  uncle,  but  that  was  the  last  wish  which 
ever  entered  my  head.  "  It  may  be  better  to  wait," 
said  Lady  Emily,  in  an  apologetic  tone,  "  as  I  saw 
Miss  Cleveland  just  now."  I  made  no  answer ;  the 
sight  of  uncle  Ralph  riveted  my  attention,  it 
always  did.  He  threw  the  reins  to  the  servant  and 
alighted.  "Ah!  Mr.  Ralph,"  I  heard  Miss  Cleveland 
say  in  her  sharp,  little  voice,  which  sounded  like 
the  twang  of  a  treble  harp-string,  "  who  would 
have  expected  to  meet  you  here,  away  from  your 
office ;  not  five  o'clock  yet !  "  "  Business,  my  dear 
madam,  business,"  replied  my  uncle  — "  lady's  busi- 
ness too,"  he  added  with  a  smile  and  an  elaborate 
bow.  The  pony  became  fidgety,  and  Miss  Cleve- 
land grew  fidgety  likewise.  "  Poor  little  thing ! 
pretty  creature !  quiet  now,  quiet,"  said  my  uncle. 
He  patted  the  pony  twice  as  much  as  was  necessary, 
"  Better  let  it  go,  Mr.  Ralph ;  please  let  it  go,  it 
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wants  to  get  home."  "  It  will  stand  perfectly  well 
if  it  is  properly  managed,'*  observed  the  unknown 
lady,  Miss  Cleveland's  companion ;  and  before  my 
uncle  could  prevent  her,  she  was  out  of  the  carriage 
standing  by  the  pony's  head.  The  creature  be- 
came quiet  directly.  "  A  young  lady  who  can 
manage  herself  and  other  people  too,  1  perceive," 
said  my  uncle,  with  one  of  those  strange  smiles 
which  had  quite  as  much  malice  as  sweetness  in  its 
composition.  "  A  very  clever  young  lady,  I  assure 
you,  Mr.  Ralph,  an  acquaintance  of  yours,  or  who 
ought  to  be  —  a  relation ;  that  is,  a  connection  of  a 
connection  —  Miss  Horatia  Gray."  My  uncle's  hat 
was  lifted  from  his  head  with  an  air  of  the  most 
profound  respect.  I  do  not  know  what  he  said,  I 
did  not  listen.  I  do  not  know  how  much  longer 
they  kept  us  waiting  in  the  lane.  We  crossed  the 
road  and  entered  the  shrubbery.  Lady  Emily 
took  me  up  stairs  to  my  room,  and  said  something 
about  dinner  time.  The  moment  she  had  left  me  I 
gave  vent  to  my  excessive  surprise  by  walking  up 
and  down  the  room  repeating  "  Horatia  Gray !" 

My  cogitations,  if  such  they  may  be  called,  were 
interrupted  by  the  entrance  of  Cookson,  the  lady's 
maid.  She  was  come  to  offer  her  assistance,  she 
would  be  happy  to  dress  me  before  her  ladyship 
was  ready,  if  it  was  not  inconvenient.  My  heart 
sank.  A  housemaid  would  have  been  the  greatest 
possible  comfort ;  I  could  have  made  her  unpack 
my  little  box,  and  prepare  the  few  things  I  required 
whilst  I  lay  down  on  the  sofa  to  rest  before  din- 
ner; but  this  black-haired,  black-eyed,  brilliant- 
complexioncd  lady's  maid,  with  her  smart  French 
cap  and  her  dress  the  very  perfection  of  neat  fashion, 
what  could  I  do  with  her  or  what  could  she  do  with 
me?  "I  was  very  much  obliged,"  I  said;  "  very  sorry 
to  trouble  her ;  I  could  really  do  very  well ;  I " 
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She  cut  short  my  sentence  by  lifting  my  box  into 
a  chair,  and  unfastening  the  cord.  Very  silly  no 
doubt  I  was  then,  very  young  also ;  I  should  not 
feel  the  same  now  if  a  regiment  of  lady's  maids 
were  ransacking  every  box  and  closet  in  my  house ; 
but  at  that  moment  I  had  the  most  vivid  and  pain- 
ful perception  of  all  the  little  economies  of  my 
toilette  apparatus.  I  watched  her  as  she  took  out 
one  by  one  a  number  of  little  newspaper  parcels 
containing  articles  which  should  properly  have  been 
placed  in  a  dressing-case ;  and  as  she  laid  them  on 
a  table,  and  I  fancied  I  saw  something  like  a  smile 
pass  over  her  face,  it  was  with  the  utmost  diflficulty 
I  could  prevent  myself  from  telling  her  instantly 
to  leave  me.  She  repeated  the  question,  would  it  be 
convenient  to  me  to  be  dressed  then  ?  I  had  not  the" 
courage  to  say  no,  though  my  head  was  beginning 
to  ache,  and  a  quarter  of  an  hour's  rest  would  have 
been  of  incalculable  service ;  so  1  seated  myself  in  a 
chair  and  resigned  myself  to  the  operation  of  having 
my  hair  arranged.  How  I  longed  for  a  book  I  it 
would  have  been  an  excuse  for  silence.  Did  lady's 
maids  expect  one  to  talk  to  them  ?  What  ought  I 
to  say  ?  how  should  1  begin  ?  Her  nimble  fingers 
had  twisted  my  sandy  locks  into  innumerable  and 
unimaginable  plaits  and  bows  before  I  ventured  to  re- 
mark that  the  weather  was  very  fine.  "Very,  ma'am ; 
have  you  been  walking  far?"  The  tone  implied 
a  decided  willingness  for  conversation.  "  Round  the 
shrubbery  and  into  the  village,  and  home  by  a  lane," 
I  replied.  "  Turnham  lane,  opposite  the  green 
gate,"  observed  the  communicative  Cookson.  "  I 
saw  my  lady  and  Miss  Warner  standing  there  as  I 
was  looking  out  of  the  blue-room  window."  *^  We 
were  detained  by  carriages  in  the  road,"  I  said,  not 
at  all  knowing  how  to  pursue  the  conversation. 
"Oh!  yes,  ma'am,  I  saw  them  too  —  Miss  Cleve- 
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land  and  Miss  Gray."  "Miss  Gray  !*'  I  could  not 
help  repeating  the  name,  for  my  curiosity  was  ex- 
cited. **  Do  you  know  her  ?  have  you  ever  seen 
her  before,  I  mean?"  "In  London  many  times, 
ma'am,  she  used  to  come  to  Eaton  Square  with 
Lady  Charlotte  Morton  ;  that  is,  my  Lady*s  sister, 
ma*am,  perhaps  you  know.  She  is  very  much 
afflicted, — ^Lady  Charlotte ;  her  health  is  dreadful  ;  a 
widow  lady  too!  and  very  young  she  is  to  be  a 
widow.  Miss  Gray  used  to  be  with  her  as  a  com- 
panion like ;  she  came  continually  last  spring  when 
we  were  in  Eaton  Square.'*  "  But  she  is  not  living 
with  Lady  Charlotte  now,"  I  observed  ;  "  she  is,"  1 
was  going  to  add,  "  living  with  my  aunt ;"  but  an 
instinct  of  propriety  checked  me.  I  felt  that  the 
conversation  was  becoming  too  free  and  personal. 
"  Miss  Gray  is  a  very  civil-spoken  young  lady,"  con- 
tinued Cookson.  *'  People  said  she  had  a  temper, 
and  that  she  went  off  from  Lady  Charlotte  in  a  huff, 
because  she  wanted  to  have  the  upper  hand  ;  but 
I  don't  pretend  to  know  about  it.  She  and  Lady 
Charlotte"  I  could  bear  this  no  longer  ;  but 

rising  from  my  seat,  rather  to  the  detriment  of  the 
last  hair  pin,  which  Cookson  was  settling  in  its 
position,  I  put  on  my  dinner  dress,  and  begged  her 
to  be  quick,  as  I  should  be  sorry  to  keep  her  from 
Lady  Emily,  and  the  first  bell  had  rung  some 
minutes.  I  think  she  had  tact  enough  to  perceive 
that  I  was  not  inclined  for  any  more  confidences 
respecting  Miss  Gray.  She  certainly  dressed  me 
speedily  and  pleasantly ;  and,  shall  I  own  the  truth  ? 
succeeded  in  gaining  my  kind  feeling,  if  not  my 
good  opinion,  by  observing  that  my  dress  was  so 
well  made,  she  should  have  thought  it  had  come 
from  London ;  and  then  white  always  looked  so 
nice  for  young  ladies. 

Dinner  was  by  no  means  as  alarming  an  under- 
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taking  as  luncheon.  I  was  prepared  for  the  size  of 
the  knives  and  forks,  and  accustomed  to  the  sight 
of  the  men-servants.  Mr.  Rivers  talked  a  good  deal 
and  very  agreeably;  and  once  or  twice  when  I 
ventured  to  express  an  opinion,  or  ask  a  question, 
I  could  see  that  he  was  interested,  and  took  trouble 
to  explain  his  own  ideas  and  draw  out  mine.  He 
was  one  of  the  most  calm-judging  men  I  ever  met. 
At  that  time  I  did  not  understand  my  own  impres- 
sion of  him ;  but  his  conversation  had  a  peculiar 
effect  upon  me.  It  gave  me  a  feeling  of  confidence, 
the  same  kind  of  satisfaction  to  the  moral  sense^ 
which  the  perception  that  two  and  two  make  four 
gives  to  the  mathematical  sense.  Whatever  opi- 
nions he  expressed  were  based  upon  incontro- 
vertible reasoning,  clear  and  extensive  as  well  as 
deep  ;  and,  what  to  me  at  that  time  was  a  comfort 
beyond  any  thing  he  could  imagine  —  he  owned 
that  upon  some  points  he  was  contented  not  to  form 
an  opinion  ;  but  to  remain  undecided,  it  might  be  for 
years.  The  idea  was  very  resting  to  my  restless, 
eager,  hard-working  mind,  which  would  think,  and 
puzzle,  and  distress  itself,  because  the  secrets  of  the 
universe  were  not  revealed  to  it.  If  Mr.  Rivers 
could  remain  in  doubt  upon  the  social  and  political 
problems  which  were  brought  before  him  every  day, 
I  might  also  be  satisfied  to  have  some  religious 
problems  left  unsolved.  As  I  said  before,  I  could 
not  after  that  first  day's  acquaintance  have  described 
the  efiect  of  Mr.  Rivers'  character  upon  my  own,  but 
I  can  trace  it  now  ;  as  we  can  recal,  when  looking 
upon  a  finished  picture,  the  first  stroke  of  the  out- 
line which  gave  an  indication  of  what  the  work 
would  be. 

Lady  Emily  and  myself  sat  alone  in  the  drawing- 
room  after  dinner  ;  I  was  beginning  to  feel  so  much 
at  home  with  her,  that  I  thought  I  might  venture 
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to  ask  her  some  question  upon  the  subject  which 
was  so  much  in  my  thoughts ;  and  after  a  pause  in 
the  conversation,  I  broke  the  silence  by  inquiring 
whether  she  knew  how  long  Horatia  Gray  had  been 
staying  with  Miss  Cleveland.      Her  reply  was  an- 
other question,  put  rather  quickly.     "  Do  you  know 
her  so  well,  my  dear  ?     I  thought  you  had  never 
met."     "  We  always  call  her  Horatia  Gray,'*  I  said ; 
"  she  is  a  kind  of  cousin."     **  Yes," —  Lady  Emily's 
face  betraved  dissatisfaction, — **  Miss  Cleveland  told 
me  so  to-day."     "  She  has  never  been  staying  with 
us,"  I  continued.     **  I  don't  think  any  one  has  ever 
seen   her   except   mamma ;    and   I  do    not   mean 
tliat  she  is  a  real  cousin :    she  is  a  step-niece   of 
Major   Colston,    who  married   my  aunt."      Lady 
Emily  could  not  help  laughing.     "  My  dear  child, 
if  you  adopt  all  your  distant  connections,  you  will 
have  a  family  as  large  as  a  Scotch  clan.     But  do  you 
then  really  know  nothing  more  of  Miss  Gray  than 
her  name  ?"     "I  know  that  my  aunt  is  very  fond 
of  her,"  I  replied ;  "  and  I  thought  Miss  Cleveland 
did  not  like  her.     It  is  very  odd  that  she  should  be 
staying  there,  and  my  aunt  not  have  told  me  any 
thing  about  it.     I  thought  Horatia  never  left  her." 
'*Mrs.  Colston    is    coming    to    Miss    Cleveland's 
next  week,  so  I  was  informed  to-day,"  said  Lady 
Emily,   and  then   she   paused;  and   my  curiosity 
becoming    too    great    for    my  prudence,   I   said, 
"  Cookson  told  me  you  knew  her."     Lady  Emily 
evidently  strove  hard  to  repress  a  rising  feeling  of 
annoyance,  as  she  replied, — "  Cookson  is  too  fond 
of  gossiping.     Miss  Gray  was  eight  or  nine  months 
with  my  sister  in  London.     My  sister  required  a 
companion,  for  she  was  in  delicate  health  and  much 
out  of  spirits ;  but  they  did  not  quite  suit.     The 
position  is  a  very  difficult   one  for  both  parties." 
Lady  Emily's  manner  was  such  as  to  prevent  any 
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further  questions  ;  and  I  was  heartily  vexed  that  I 
had  alluded  to  the  subject ;  for  I  felt  I  must  have 
given  the  impression  of  having  encouraged  Cook- 
son  in  her  idle  communications.  The  conversa- 
tion flagged  after  this.  Lady  Emily  became 
thoughtful,  and  presently  left  the  room,  and  I  heard 
her  say  to  Mr.  Rivers,  whom  she  met  in  the  hall, 
that  she  wished  to  speak  to  him.  They  were  ab- 
sent for  ten  minutes  or  more  ;  tea  was  brought  in, 
and  Miss  Warner  made  her  appearance  at  the  same 
time,  and  tried  to  make  me  talk,  but  I  was  not  in- 
clined to  say  any  thing  ;  and  I  did  not  very  much 
like  her,  she  struck  me  as  so  sharp  and  criticising. 
We  had  music  after  tea;  Lady  Emily  and  Mr. 
Rivers  sang ;  they  were  both  passionately  fond  of 
music.  I  did  not  quite  know  before  whether  I  was 
or  not,  but  I  had  no  'doubt  then.  The  two  voices, 
so  perfect  in  harmony,  so  exquisitely  true  and 
simple  in  taste,  lingered  on  my  ear  with  a  remem- 
brance of  surpassing  sweetness.  I  was  asked  to 
play  myself,  and,  of  course,  declined.  Lady  Emily 
did  not  press  me  then,  but  said  I  must  try  when  I 
was  alone  with  her  the  next  day.  I  fancied  her 
manner  colder  than  before,  and  felt  certain  she  was 
disappointed  with  me.  Naturally  she  would  be  if 
she  imagined  I  could  gossip  about  her  visitors  with 
the  lady's  maid.  The  idea  distressed  me,  not  merely 
from  mortified  vanity,  but  Lady  Emily's  kindness 
was  fast  winning  my  affection.  1  could  not  bear  to 
think  that  I  might  have  displeased  her ;  and  my 
first  prejudice  against  Horatia  Gray  deepened,  I 
fear  most  unjustly,  as  I  felt  she  had  been,  however 
indirectly,  the  cause  of  this  false  impression. 

My  head  had  been  aching  all  the  evening,  and 
worry  of  mind  so  increased  it,  that,  at  last,  I  must 
have  shown  by  my  countenance  that  I  was  suflfering. 
Miss  Warner  remarked  I  looked  pale.    Lady  Emily 
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b^ged  me  to  go  to  bed,  and  blamed  herself  for 
having  made  me  walk  too  far;  and  when  I  still 
insisted  upon  staying  up  as  long  as  every  one  else, 
Mr.  Kivers  cut  short  the  discussion  by  ringing  the 
bell  for  prayers. 

"  Good  night,  dear  child,"  said  Lady  Emily,  as 
she  took  me  to  my  room,  and  lighted  the  candles 
on  the  dressing-table,  and  looked  round  to  see  that 
nothing  was  wanting  for  my  comfort  —  "  Cookson 
shall  come  to  you."  "  Oh,  no,  thank  you,  indeed  I 
never  have  any  help.  I  don't  want  Cookson  at  all,'* 
I  exclaimed,  with  much  more  eagerness  than  the 
occasion  justified.  "  She  is  a  good-natured,  kind- 
hearted  creature,"  said  Lady  Emily  —  "a  little  for- 
ward and  talkative.'*  "  Do  you  really  think  her 
forward  ?  I  am  so  glad.  I  mean,"  I  said,  laughing 
from  shyness,  whilst  my  face  became  crimson ; 
**  that  is,  I  did  not  want  her  to  talk  about  Horatia 
Gray."  Lady  Emily  comprehended  in  an  instant. 
"  My  poor  child  !  and  has  that  been  upon  your 
mind  all  the  evening?"  She  stooped  down,  and 
kissed  me.  I  shall  never  forget  the  kiss ;  and  I 
threw  my  arms  round  her,  and  said,  "  I  could  love 
you  so  much,  if  you  would  let  me. 


CHAP.  xn. 


I  WAS  at  East  Side  again  the  following  day,  occupied 
as  if  I  had  never  left  it.  I  will  not  say  that  I  did 
not  feel  the  contrast  with  Lowood,  but  the  feeling 
did  not  make  me  unhappy.  I  was  already  beginning 
to  learn  that  all  situations  in  life  have  their  duties 
and  their  cares  ;  and  that  the  form  in  which  these 
are  sent  to  us  must  be,  comparatively,  a  matter  ot 

indifference.      Lady  Emily  worked  in  her  sphere 
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I  was  anxious  to  work  in  mine.  We  had  therefore 
mutual  interests ;  and  the  consciousness  of  this 
made  me  look  upon  Lowood  without  repining,  whilst 
the  hope  that  I  was  acquiring  a  new  and  valuable 
friend,  gave  a  charm  to  my  daily  life. 

Great  curiosity  was  naturally  expressed  as  to  what 
I  had  done  and  said,  and  how  I  had  enjoyed  myself. 
Caroline's  questions  were  principally  in  reference  to 
the  amount  of  attention  I  had  received ;  Joanna 
was  eager  to  learn  how  many  servants  were  kept, 
and  how  Lady  Emily  was  dressed  in  the  evening ; 
whilst  my  dear  mother,  as  she  sat  down  by  me  on 
the  sofa,  and  put  her  arm  round  my  waist,  hoped 
that  her  darling's  head  had  not  ached ;  and  was 
only  anxious  to  learn  that  I  had  not  walked  too  far, 
and  had  slept  well. 

For  myself,  all  this  questioning  rather  teased  me. 
It  did  not  touch  the  point  in  which  my  own  pleasure 
had  been  found.  No  one,  not  even  my  mother, 
seemed  to  understand  that  Lady  Emily  and  myself 
could  have  any  thing  in  common.  They  could  not, 
indeed,  imagine  why  the  invitation  had  been  given, 
except  that  Lady  Emily  was  proverbially  kind- 
hearted,  and  might  have  pitied  me  because  I  was 
out  of  health,  and  therefore  wished  to  give  me  a 
little  change  :  and  with  this  belief  I  allowed  them 
to  remain  satisfied.  It  would  have  appeared  the 
utmost  amount  of  conceit  to  suggest  that  the  so- 
ciety of  a  young,  insignificant  girl,  like  myself, 
could  afford  any  pleasure  to  a  person  like  Lady 
Emily  Rivers ;  and  yet,  in  my  heart,  I  felt  that  it 
must  be  so.  Mere  pity  could  never  have  induced 
her  to  express  such  pleasure  in  having  seen  me, 
and  beg  that  I  would  write  and  let  her  know 
whenever  I  wanted  a  few  days*  change  of  scene. 
I  did  not  know  why  she  liked  me,  but  I  was  quite 
certain  that  she  did  ;  and  I  buried  the  certainty  in 
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my  own  breast,  dreading  lest  it  might  be  destroyed 
if  I  brought  it  forth  to  the  light ;  and  then,  in 
order  to  give  the  conversation  another  turn,  I 
mentioned  Horatia  Gray. 

My  mother,  it  seemed,  had  already  heard  of  her 
arrival.  A  letter  from  my  aunt  had  been  received 
that  morning,  saying,  that  it  was  her  intention,  very 
shortly,  to  visit  Miss  Cleveland ;  and  that  her 
niece  —  my  mother  unconsciously  laid  an  emphasis 
on  the  word,  as  she  read  the  sentence  from  the 
letter — was  already  there.  **  It  is  so  absurd  in  my 
aunt  calling  Horatia  her  niece,"  exclaimed  Caroline, 
—  a  step-niece  of  her  husband !  It  is  really  too 
silly  ;  and  her  own  real  nieces  are  nothing  to  her." 
"  Horatia  was  left  lonely  and  unprovided  for," 
said  my  mother,  gently,  "and  your  aunt  is  very 
benevolent."  "  And  she  will  be  adopting  us  all  as 
cousins,"  I  heard  Caroline  mutter  to  herself,  as  she 
walked  away  ;  whilst  Joanna  grew  rather  excited, 
and  wished  Horatia  would  come,  for  we  really  made 
so  few  acquaintances,  it  would  be  a  treat  to  look 
upon  a  new  face.  "  You  saw  her  yesterday,  Sarah," 
said  my  mother,  a  little  anxiously.  "  Oh,  yes,  you 
saw  her ;  what  was  she  like  ?  —  what  was  she 
dressed  in  ? "  asked  Joanna.  "  Your  aunt  thinks 
her  very  handsome,"  said  my  mother.  Joanna's 
face  grew  cloudy.  "  Oh !  she  is  handsome !  and 
conceited  too,  I  dare  say ;  and  prides  herself  upon 
knowing  the  ways  of  the  world,  and  dressing  well. 
I  am  sure  she  will  not  be  to  my  taste."  I  could 
not  avoid  laughing.  "  Well,  Joanna,'*  I  said,  "  it  is 
certainly  not  worth  while  for  me  to  waste  my  time  in 
description,  since  you  know  so  much  about  her: 
"  but  she  is  handsome,  certainly ;  and  she  does 
dress  well ;  —  well,  that  is,  in  a  certain  way,"  I 
added,  with  some  hesitation — **  she  dresses  remark- 
ably, rather."     •*  I  was  afraid  so,"  said  my  mother. 
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"  Oh !  mamma,"  exclaimed  Joanna,  "  you  know  all 
about  her,  even  to  her  dress,  and  you  have  never 
talked  about  her,  or  told  us  anything,  or  seemed  to 
care  whether  there  was  such  a  person  in  existence. 
We  won't  trust  you  any  more,  indeed  we  won't," 
and  an  arch  smile  passed  over  her  face,  which  lit  it 
up  with  an  expression  of  such  beauty,  that  my 
mother's  eyes  rested  upon  her  with  delight.  "  I 
have  not  talked  about  her,"  replied  my  mother, 
"  because  I  have  very  little  to  say.  She  was 
Major  Colston's  step-niece,  —  that  you  know;  and 
she  was  left  without  any  money,  and  went  out  for 
some  time,  as  a  companion  to  Lady  somebody  —  I 
forget  the  name."  "  Lady  Charlotte  Morton,"  1  ob- 
served,— "  Lady  Emily  Kivers'  sister."  "  Oh !  that 
is  the  reason  she  called  then,"  observed  Joanna,  in 
the  tone  of  a  stage  aside.  "  I  don't  know  exactly 
why  she  did  not  remain  with  this  lady,"  said  my 
mother;  but  soon  after  she  left  her,  Major  Col- 
ston died,  and  your  aunt  being  alone,  Horatia 
went  to  live  with  her ;  and  as  her  own  connections 
are  not  good,  I  dare  say  she  was  very  glad  to  be 
adopted,  as  it  were,  into  your  aunt's  family :  that 
is  her  history."  "  Not  all,  mamma,"  I  was  about 
to  exclaim,  for  I  was  certain  my  mother  knew  at 
least  enough  to  have  imbibed  an  unfavourable  im- 
pression ;  but  I  hesitated,  for  I  felt  that  it  was  not 
fair  to  press  her  to  say  more.  If  I  ought  to  know 
her  opinion  of  Horatia  I  was  sure  she  would  tell 
it  me ;  if  I  ought  not,  it  was  my  duty  to  remain 
satisfied  with  ignorance.  Joanna,  I  think,  did  not 
see  as  I  did,  that  my  mother  was  reserved '  in  ex- 
pressing her  opinion.  She  looked  disappointed  for 
a  moment,  and  then  ran  away  to  try  on  a  new 
bonnet. 

Several  days  passed,  and  neither  Miss  Cleveland 
nor  Horatia  Gray  called,  and  nothing  was  heard  of 
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my  aunt  Colston.  My  curiosity  was  rather  dying 
away,  having  nothing  to  keep  it  up,  and  Caroline 
and  Joanna  were  both  engrossed  with  other  objects. 
Caroline  had  now  assumed  her  full  position  as  the 
eldest  daughter,  entitled  to  give  opinions  and  con- 
sult her  own  convenience ;  and  she  exercised  her 
power  without  mercy.  Society  was  her  object ;  and 
she  was  resolved  to  have  it  at  any  cost.  Every  day 
brought  discussions  about  visits  and  invitations  ; 
and,  notwithstanding  my  mother's  faint  struggles  for 
a  quiet,  inexpensive  life,  I  could  not  but  see  that  we 
should  inevitably  be  drawn  into  a  round  of  dinner 
company,  not  only  near,  but  distant,  which  must 
make  a  considerable  inroad  into  my  father's  yearly 
income.  Society,  as  Caroline  continually  urged, 
was  the  one  thing  necessary  for  the  family  pro- 
sperity. It  was  essential  for  Vaughan,  who  was  far 
too  clever  to  be  thrown  away  upon  the  people  of 
Carsdale  ;  it  would  be  the  means  of  softening 
Reginald  ;  and  for  herself  and  Joanna  —  what  pro- 
spects could  they  have,  if  they  shut  themselves  up 
at  home,  and  confined  themselves  to  the  fourth- 
rate  acquaintance  of  a  little  country  town  !  Since 
we  had  removed  into  the  country,  and  had,  as  it 
were,  taken  a  new  position  in  the  world,  it  would 
be  the  height  of  folly  not  to  avail  ourselves  of  our 
advantages ;  therefore, — this  was  the  conclusion  of  a 
speech  a-propos  to  an  invitation  to  dine  at  a  house 
seven  miles  off, — there  was  nothing  to  be  done  but  to 
send  an  acceptance,  and  so  avoid  any  further  doubt. 
And  Caroline  seated  herself  at  the  writing-table, — 
looked  at  my  father  and  mother,  as  if  her  arguments 
were  unanswerable, — wrote  the  acceptance,  and  that 
point  wis  settled.  To  do  her  justice,  she  was  per- 
fectly sound  in  her  own  arguments,  according  to 
her  own  views.     She  had  one  object  in  life ;  —  a 
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wealthy  marriage.  Unquestionably  it  was  more 
likely  to  be  attained  by  entering  into  society,  than 
by  living  a  life  of  retirement. 

I  knew  her  object ;  she  did  not  conceal  it.  I  knew 
Joanna's: — admiration  now;  marriage  by-and-bye. 
Sometimes  I  asked  myself,  what  was  ray  own. 

East  Side  was  an  unfortunate  distance  from 
Carsdale  :  it  was  too  far  to  allow  of  my  walking 
into  the  town  and  back  again  the  same  day.  I  had 
never  thought  of  this  till  we  went  to  live  there ; 
and  at  first  I  fancied  it  would  not  signify,  because 
my  father  would  drive  me  in  as  often  as  I  wished 
it.  But  the  pony-chaise  was  continually  in  use  for 
visits  ;  so  much  so,  indeed,  that  we  were  obliged  to 
have  recourse  to  the  carrier  to  bring  backwards  and 
forwards  the  small  things  which  were  wanted  for 
housekeeping.  My  mother  complained  of  the 
weekly  carrier's-account ;  but  the  cook  said  it  was 
impossible  to  help  it,  because  there  was  no  store- 
room. My  mother  had  never  thought  about  a 
store-room;  it  had  not  been  necessary  when  we 
lived  in  the  town.  My  father  was  certain  it 
would  be  easy  to  build  one  in  a  space  between  the 
pantry  and  the  kitchen.  My  mother  feared  it 
would  be  an  expensive  business  —  three  outer  walls 
would  certainly  require  to  be  built.  "  Not  half  as 
expensive  as  the  weekly  carrier's-account,"  said  my 
father.  And  he  planned  his  store-room  one  morning 
after  breakfast,  because  it  was  a  rainy  day,  and  he 
could  not  go  into  the  garden ;  and  gave  orders  for  it 
in  the  afternoon,  because  the  builder  happened  to 
call,  and  it  was  a  pity  to  lose  the  opportunity. 

But  that  is  a  digression  :  the  store-room  was  not 
my  trouble,  but  the  impossibility  of  oftener  seeing 
aunt  Sarah.  I  did  not  go  into  Carsdale  for  a  week 
after  my  visit  to  Lowood.     Then  I  received  a  note 
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in  aunt  Sarah's  upright,  square,  but  trembling 
handwriting : 

"  Dear  Child,  —  I  want  to  see  you.  Ask  your 
mother  to  let  you  come  to  me  to-morrow  to  dinner, 
at  two  o'clock :  and  you  can  sleep  here.  —  Your 
affectionate  great-aunt,  Sarah  Mortimer." 

No  one  who  did  not  know  the  effort  it  was  for 
aunt  Sarah  to  form  a  letter  with  her  hands  crippled 
by  rheumatism,  could  have  understood  why  my 
heart  throbbed  with  delight  as  I  read  the  little 
note  over  and  over  again.  It  must  have  been  a 
real  wish  to  have  me  with  her,  which  could  make 
her  write  herself;  and  it  is  such  a  great  pleasure  to 
be  able  to  give  pleasure.  I  had  never  thought  till 
lately  that  I  could  do  so.  I  used  to  be  pitied  and 
fondled  as  a  child,  but  I  was  growing  too  old,  and 
my  spirit  was  too  independent,  to  wish  for  that  any 
longer.  A  new,  faint  light,  dawned  upon  me. 
Perhaps  I  was  to  live  for  others.  Perhaps,  if  I  did 
not  marry, — and  it  was  absurd  to  suppose  that  I  ever 
should,  such  a  sickly,  unattractive,  uninteresting 
person  as  I  was, — I  was  still  to  have  an  object  in 
life  :  to  be  the  help,  the  comfort,  the  sympathising 
friend,  the  unwearied  watcher  in  sickness  and 
suffering  ;  not  first  in  affection — and  human  weak- 
ness, for  the  moment,  won  the  mastery,  and  tears 
rushed  to  my  eyes  as  I  thought  that  none  would 
ever  love  me  best ; — and  then  the  longing  that  was 
to  find  no  resting-place  on  earth,  ascended  upwards 
to  Heaven,  and  the  words  came  to  my  mind :  "  As 
the  Father  hath  loved  Me,  so  have  I  loved  you." 
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CHAP.  xm. 

I  WALKED  into  Carsdale  the  following  day,  with 
my  father,  and  was  seated  at  aunt  Sarah's  dinner- 
table,  precisely  as  the  clock  struck  two.  My  mother 
and  Caroline  were  gone  in  the  pony-chaise  to  call 
at  Lowood.  I  cannot  say  how  pleasant  it  was  to 
me  to  find  myself  again  in  the  quiet  room  with 
aunt  Sarah  and  Miss  Cole,  and  old  Betty  waiting 
upon  us.  It  seemed  an  age  since  I  had  left  it ; 
and  my  aunt  appeared  to  think  it  long  too,  for  she 
smiled  at  me  several  times,  and  said  it  was  natural 
to  see  me  there  ;  —  she  and  Miss  Cole  were  neither 
of  them  as  gay  as  they  once  were,  and  they  wanted 
something  young  about  them.  "But  Sarah  has 
been  quite  a  grand  lady,  since  she  went  away," 
observed  Miss  Cole  ;  —  "  she  won't  want  to  come 
back  to  Carsdale,  after  visiting  at  Lowood."  "  Sarah 
is  not  such  a  little  goose,'*  said  my  aunt ;  **  visiting  at 
Lowood  will  never  put  her  out  of  conceit  with 
Carsdale.  If  it  did,  she  should  never  go  there  with 
my  consent.  Betty,  take  the  fish  away,  and  bring 
the  mutton ;  the  child  has  eaten  nothing  yet." 
"  Lowood  does  not  seem  so  very  different  from 
Carsdale,"  I  observed :  *'  that  is,  aunt  Sarah,  Lady 
Emily  Rivers  does  not  seem  so  very  different  from 
you."  "  When  folks  are  travelling  the  same  road," 
said  my  aunt,  "  they  must  pass  the  same  places. 
Lady  Emily  and  I  find  the  same  things  to  think  of 
and  talk  about,  though  she  lives  in  a  large  house, 
and  I  live  in  a  small.  "  And  what  did  you  do  all 
the  day  at  Lowood  ?  "  inquired  Miss  Cole ;  wishing, 
I  could  see,  in  her  kind  way,  to  draw  me  out.  "  We 
will  hear  all  about  it  after  dinner,"  said  my  aunt ; 
and  she  made  a  sign  to  Betty  to  remove  the  cover 
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from  the  leg  of  mutton.  Miss  Cole  took  the  hint; 
and  no  more  questions  about  Lowood  were  asked 
before  the  servant.  Nor,  indeed,  was  the  subject 
referred  to  again  till  I  was  left  alone  with  my  aunt 
in  the  afternoon.  Then  she  made  me  take  the 
square  green  and  black  footstool,  worked  in  the 
homely  period  between  mediaBval  tapestry  and 
modern  Berlin  patterns,  and  seating  myself  at  her 
feet,  tell  her  all  I  had  been  doing  since  I  went 
away.  An  occasional  "  hem,"  from  time  to  time, 
marked  her  attention,  but  not  her  opinion. 
**  Well,  child,*'  she  said,  when  I  had  ended,  "  and 
what  do  you  think  of  it  all  ?"  "I  don't  know," 
was  my  reply,  *'  there  is  not  very  much  to  think 
about,  except  that  Lady  Emily  is  better  and  kinder 
than  almost  any  one  I  have  ever  seen."  "  And 
you  are  sixteen,"  said  my  aunt,  patting  my  shoulder. 
"  Yes,  very  nearly."  "  And  you  have  never  been 
out  of  Carsdale.  Well !  keep  your  faith ;  it  is  safer 
to  think  too  well  than  too  ill  of  the  world,  and  Lady 
Emily  Rivers  is  a  good  woman.  But  how  are  you 
getting  on  at  home  ?"  "  Tolerably,*'  I  answered  ; 
"  I  never  manage  to  do  what  I  wish ;  and  very 
often  I  don't  know  what  I  ought  to  do."  "  Grope 
on,"  said  my  aunt,  "  it  is  good  exercise."  "  But  I 
am  not  quite  old  enough  to  grope  by  myself,"  I  re- 
plied ;  "  I  should  be  much  better,  I  am  sure,  if  I 
had  my  work  regularly  ordered  for  me."  **  Then 
you  would  be  much  better  in  your  own  world,  than 
you  are  in  God's  world,"  answered  my  aunt. 
"Don't  you  think,  Sally,  that  if  it  would  really  be 
good  for  you  to  have  your  work  ordered  for  you  as 
you  say.  He  would  have  arranged  that  it  should 
be."  *^  Yes,"  I  said,  quickly ;  and  then,  after  a 
little  thought,  I  added,  "  but  the  irregularity  often 
comes  from  other  people's  faults;  those  can't  be 
God's  ordering."     "  But  they  are  His  permitting, 
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and  He  can  bring  good  out  of  them.  Trust  me, 
Sally,  though  it  is  a  good  thing,  and  a  necessary 
thing,  for  some  minds  to  have  their  work  put  straight 
before  them,  it  is  just  as  good  and  as  necessary  for 
others  to  have  to  search  it  out."  "  If  one  could  but 
succeed  in  the  search,"  I  said.  "  Begin  in  earnest, 
and  you  must  succeed,"  replied  aunt  Sarah.  **  The 
first  thing  you  need  is  regularity.  Take  some  duty ; 
let  it  be  the  children's  lessons,  and  fix  its  place  in 
the  day;  never  mind  if  every  thing  else  is  irregular, 
only  do  one  thing  always  at  the  same  hour,  and 
you  will  have  taken  a  first  step,  and  a  most  im- 
portant one  in  the  management  of  time."  *^  And  if 
I  had  not  the  children's  lessons  ?  "  I  said.  "  Then 
let  it  be  some  steady  reading.  When  you  have 
settled  one  thing  it  will  be  easy  to  fix  another.  If 
you  find  a  duty  come  to  hand  at  a  certain  hour 
naturally,  make  up  your  mind  that  it  shall  be  done 
at  that  hour;  and  if  there's  a  time  in  the  day  when 
needs  must  that  you  should  follow  other  people's  wills, 
then  settle  with  yourself  that  it  shall  be  given  up 
as  a  matter  of  right,  and  so  irregularity  will  become 
regular." 

"  But  that  will  not  help  me  to  find  out  my  duties," 
I  replied,  "  which  is  what  I  want  to  do."  "  That  is 
the  speech  of  a  silly  child,"  said  my  aunt.  "  People 
are  puzzled  about  their  duties  because  they  mix 
them  up  in  a  heap,  and  can't  see  one  from  another. 
One  day  they  take  a  fancy  for  visiting  poor  people ; 
and  the  next  day  they  think  it  would  be  a  fine  thing 
to  study ;  and  the  day  after  they  have  a  mind  to  work 
for  a  friend ;  and  just  as  the  new  duty  comes  in  the 
old  one  goes  out.  But  if  each  as  it  came  up  had  its 
place  settled,  it  would  be  pretty  sure  to  be  done,  and 
the  mind  would  be  left  clear  to  see  if  there  was 
room  for  others."  "I  suppose  that  maybe  so," 
I  said,  "  but  the  difficulty  in  leading  this  kind 
of  life  in  a  family  is,  that  one  is  so  interrupted." 
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'*  Of  course  ;  and  there  lies  the  very  good  of  a  large 
family   and   plenty  of  wills.     A  person  who   has 
learnt  to  lead  a  steady,  active  life  at  home,  with  all 
the  bustle  of   home  fussing   and   disturbing  him, 
knows  a  good  deal  more  about  guiding  himself  and 
guiding  others  too,  than  one  who  has  had  the  clock 
to  help  him  all  his  life.     But,  Sally,  there's  a  danger 
in  setting  your  heart  upon  being  too  regular  in  your 
ways ;  as  there  is  in  most  other  things.     Regular 
folks  wear  out  the  patience  of  their  best  friends, 
when  they  set  up  their  stiff  fashions  for  idols,  and 
make  others  bow  down  to  them.     And  there's  sel- 
fishness, and  wilfulness,  and  disobedience  too,  in  us, 
when  we  will  follow  our  own  laws  because  we  have 
made  them  ourselves,  and  set   aside  those  which 
God  gives  us  by  the  orderings  of  His  Providence. 
Make  your  plans,  child,  but  make  them  of  leather, 
not  of  stone  ;  and  specially  don't  think  it's  a  sin  to 
break  through  them  if  there's  a  call  to  do  so ;  nor 
consider  it  a  cardinal  virtue  to  keep  them  if  you 
are  allowed  to  do  it.     Plans  and  rules  are  good 
things,  but   an  earnest  heart  is  better  than  all." 
"  I  am  afraid  there  will  not  be  much  opportunity 
for  regularity,"  I  said,  "if  we  have  aunt  Colston 
and  Horatia  Gray  staying  with  us."     "  Umph  !  they 
are  coming,  are  they?"  said  aunt  Sarah,  her  coun- 
tenance becoming  discomposed.     "  Yes,  we  must 
ask  them,"  I  replied ;  "  and  it  will  be  a  great  plea- 
sure to  mamma  ;  she  has  not  seen  aunt  Colston  for 
years."     "  And  lier  step-niece-in-law  is  coming  with 
her,  is  she?"  said  aunt  Sarah.     I  laughed  at  the 
newly-invented   connection,  and  answered,    "  We 
cannot  help  asking  her."     "  More's  the  pity,"  said 
aunt  Sarah  ;   "why  doesn't  Mrs. Colston  come  by 
herself,  and  see  how  you  are  going  on  ? "     "  Poor 
Horatia  Gray!"  I  exclaimed,  "what  a  prejudice 
there  is  against  her !     I  have  not  heard  a  single 
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person  speak  a  good  word  for  her  yet."  "  I  never 
saw  the  woman,"  replied  my  aunt,  **but  I  don't 
see  why  your  mother's  sister  isn't  to  come  to  East 
Side  without  her.  However,  it  is  all  well  enough 
if  your  mother  likes  it."  "  I  don't  think  mamma 
does  like  it,"  I  said,  "  I  am  sure  she  would  rather 
have  aunt  Colston  by  herself :  but  I  believe  Ho- 
ratia  Gray  is  quite  necessary  to  my  aunt's  com'fort." 
"It's  the  fate  of  rich  folks  most  times,"  replied 
aunt  Sarah ;  "  they  lean  on  others  to  help  them 
till  they  can't  get  on  by  themselves."  "  Is  aunt 
Colston  rich?"  I  exclaimed  quickly.  "Surely," 
replied  aunt  Sarah,  «  rich  for  a  person  who  has  no 
one  to  provide  for  but  herself.  Did  you  never  hear 
your  mother  say  so?"  "No,  neveir,"  I  answered, 
"  or  at  least  never  that  I  remember."  "  She  had 
some  money  from  legacies  and  some  from  her  hus- 
band, so  I  have  heard  say,"  continued  aunt  Sarah : 
"but  no  matter  about  that."  Then  after  a  little 
consideration  she  added,  "  You'll  none  of  you  ever 
be  rich,  Sally,  make  up  your  mind  to  that."  "  I 
don't  think  we  shall,"  I  replied ;  "  at  least  my 
mother  is  always  telling  me  we  never  shall." 
"  She's  a  wise  woman  and  a  good  Christian,"  said 
my  aunt.  "  and  she  can't  do  better  than  bring  you 
up  to  depend  first  upon  God,  and  then  upon  your- 
selves. My  money,  you  know,  dies  with  me,  and 
if  you  could  have  it,  it  would  not  go  far  among  so 
many;  but  trust  me,  Sally — I  have  seen  much  of  the 
ways  of  life — there's  more  honour  and  more  profit 
both  for  this  world  and  the  next  in  fifty  pounds 
gained  by  your  own  labour,  than  in  five  hundred 
doled  out  by  the   pity  of  others." 

I  did  not  understand  all  that  was  in  aunt  Sarah's 
thoughts,  and  the  motives  which  induced  her  to 
make  the  observation ;  but  it  rested  in  my  mind, 
connected  in  a  vague  way  with  the  idea  of  Horatia, 
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whom  I  looked  upon  as  destined  naturally  to  be  as 
rich  as  aunt  Colston.  We  did  not  dwell  long  how- 
ever upon  these  topics;  they  were  not  suited  to 
aunt  Sarah's  taste.  Lowood  and  Lady  Emily  were 
much  more  interesting  to  her  and  to  me  also ;  and 
she  made  me  repeat  again  what  was  done  in  the 
Tillage,  and  what  had  been  said  about  the^  dis- 
senters. I  think  she  must  have  had  some  percep- 
tion of  the  effect  such  a  subject  was  likely  to  have 
upon  me ;  for  she  was  very  anxious  to  know  whe- 
ther any  one  had  conversed  with  me  about  it ;  and 
seemed  satisfied  when  she  found  that  Lady  Emily 
disliked  arguments,  and  would  not  enter  into  them 
with  Miss  Warner.  Yet  with  all  her  keenness  she 
did  not  penetrate  quite  to  the  inner  workings  of 
my  mind.  The  subject  of  dissent  had  occupied  me 
and  done  me  harm,  for  it  had  tended  to  increase 
my  previous  perplexities.  Home  occupations  and 
cares,  pressing  though  they  were,  did  not  unhappily 
save  me  from  my  own  peculiar  trials.  They  might 
distract  my  thoughts  for  a  time,  but  an  hour's  leisure 
or  any  attempt  at  serious  reflection  was  liable  to 
bring  back  the  rush  of  doubt  from  which  I  had 
already  suffered  so  much,  and  the  least  discussion 
or  difference  of  opinion  on  religious  topics  naturally 
augmented  the  evil.  Dissent  had  never  been 
brought  before  me  strongly  till  1  went  to  Lowood. 
I  had  been  baptized  into  the  Church,  educated  and 
confirmed  as  a  Church  person.  Hitherto  it  had  been 
of  no  consequence  to  me.  But  now  it  had  assumed 
a  tangible  form.  I  saw  it  as  an  active,  progressive 
power,  working  with  some  secret  influence  which 
it  seemed  that  no  one  could  withstand.  Miss  War- 
ner's prophecy,  that  in  the  course  of  the  next  fifty 
years  all  the  religion  in  England  would  be  found 
amongst  dissenters,  haunted  me  whenever  I  en- 
deavoured to  fix  my  mind  upon  serious  subjects, 
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and  frequently  so  confused  my  notions  of  truth,  as 
nearly  to  bring  back  my  former  agony  of  doubt. 
It  must  have  done  so,  but  that  happily,  I  ought  to  say 
Providentially,  I  was  learning  how  to  deal  with  my 
own  mind.  The  very  magnitude  of  the  danger  had 
compelled  me  to  battle  with  it.  I  had  crushed 
thought  once  by  prayer,  and  I  could  do  so  again. 
I  did  do  it — ^how  often,  with  how  terrible  a  struggle, 
none  knew  or  suspected.  The  history  of  such  a 
conflict  is  for  the  Eye  and  the  Mercy  of  God ; 
it  would  not  even  have  been  referred  to  here,  but 
that,  perchance,  it  may  strengthen  some  sinking 
under  the  same  trial,  to  know  that  it  may  be  met, 
even  in  early  youth,  without  argument,  without 
sympathy,  without  external  aid,  but  simply  with  the 
force  of  prayer,  and  the  strong  will  to  crush  the  very 
shadow  of  a  rising  doubt,  and  that  the  end  is  peace, 
and  the  conviction  not  only  of  faith  but  of  reason. 
And  now  farewell  to  that  great  anguish  for  ever  ! 


CHAP.  XIV. 


A  LIST  of  commissions  came  from  East  Side  the 
next  morning.  They  took  me  out  early  into  the 
town,  for  they  were  all  to  be  executed  before  dinner. 
My  father  was  to  drive  in  for  me  in  the  pony-chaise 
in  the  afternoon.  There  was  some  meeting  to  be 
held,  and  the  town  was  very  full.  I  was  quite 
giddy  with  the  number  of  vehicles  passing  up  and 
down  the  street ;  but  I  had  taken  the  precaution  to 
settle  the  order  of  my  shopping  beforehand.  First 
to  the  grocer's,  then  to  the  stationer's,  then  to  the 
fishmonger's,  then  to  the  linendrapcr's,  where  I  was 
especially  directed  to  match  some  very  unmatchable 
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silk ;  ftnd  at  last,  and  it  was  quite  a  relief,  into  a 
back  street  to  inquire  whether  Joanna's  silk  dress 
would  be  ready  for  me  to  take  back  to  East  Side. 
I  was  very  tired  when  I  reached  this  last  place ;  and 
as  Miss  Green,  the  dressmaker,  went  up  stairs  to 
inquire,  as  she  said,  how  much  more  the  young 
women  had  to  do  to  Miss  Joanna's  dress,  1  sat  down 
in  the  waiting-room  to  rest.  It  was  a  dull  little 
room,  painfully  neat ;  the  paper  was  a  light  drab 
colour,  with  a  square  pattern  of  darker  drab  lines 
upon  it ;  five  or  six  prints  in  black  frames  hung 
round  the  walls ;  they  were  good  prints,  line  en- 
gravings, and  seemed  to  tell  of  past  days  of  pros- 
perity :  a  mahogany  chiffoniere,  rather  tarnished, 
stood  on  one  side  of  the  room,  with  a  row  of  books 
upon  the  top,  amongst  them  "  Bunyan  s  Pilgrim's 
Progress,"  ** Baxter's  Saints'  Rest/'  "Robinson 
Crusoe,"  "  A  Collection  of  Psalms  and  Hymns,"  a 
large  volume  of  "  Sermons,"  *•  Sandford  and  Mer- 
ton,"  and  some  numbers  of  the  "  Lady's  Magazine." 
A  set  of  black  horse-hair  chairs  and  a  horse-hair  sofa, 
completed  the  furniture.  I  fell  into  a  reverie. 
What  would  life  be  in  such  a  spiritless  house? 
What  objects  could  it  have  ?  How  could  any  one 
bear  to  rise  morning  after  morning  to  the  view  of 
the  same  narrow  street,  the  same  blank  wall  —  the 
wall  of  a  great  brewery  ?  only  an  occasional  cart, 
a  chimneysweeper,  a  dustman,  or  a  few  ragged 
children  screaming  in  their  play,  to  break  the  dull 
monotony  ? 

"Ah!  my  dear  Sarah,  what  a  surprise!"  Miss 
Cleveland's  voice  dispersed  my  meditations  on  mo- 
notony to  the  winds.  A  whole  influx  of  people 
entered  the  little  waiting-room  —  Miss  Cleveland 
foremost,  with  her  Horatia  Gray ;  behind,  I  was  cer- 
tain, my  aunt  Colston  ;  and  in  the  background  Mrs. 
Blair  and  my  sister  Caroline.     There  was  a  general 
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burst  of  laughter  at  my  look  of  excessive  astonish- 
ment.    Miss  Cleveland  protested  I  had  been  asleep, 
and'  bade  me  wake  up  and  welcome  my  relations. 
I  confess  there  was  something  dreamy  in  my  sen- 
sations as  I  advanced,  not  feeling  quite  sure  whom 
I  was  to  address,  or  what  I  was  to  say.     "  Your 
niece   Sarah,   my   dear  Mrs.  Colston,"   said  Miss 
Cleveland  ;  **you  remember  what  a  wee  baby  she 
was  when  you  last  saw  her."     A  tall,  well-dressed, 
fine-looking  woman,  having  a  strong    but   rather 
harsh  resemblance  to  my  dear  mother,  took  my  hand 
kindly,  kissed  me  on  the  forehead,  and  said  in  a 
tone  so  like  my  mother's,  that  I  could  have  imagined 
she  herself  was  speaking  to  me,  "  It  is  a  satisfac- 
tion to  see  any  one  grow  up  after  such  a  sickly 
childhood,  though  Sarah  does  not  look  very  strong 
now.'*     "And  your   cousin  Horatia,  Sarah,"  con- 
tinued Miss  Cleveland.     I  felt  an  inward  shrinking 
from  the  cousinship,      "  Sarah  and   I  know  each 
other  quite  well,  1  am  sure,"  said  a  deep,  determined 
voice,  and  a  hearty  shake  of  the  hand  accompanied 
the  words ;  "  1  have  heard  of  her  a  hundred  times, 
and  I  dare  say  she  knows  every  line  of  my  face." 
"  I  don't  see  how  that  should  be,"  said  Caroline, 
brusquely,  "  as  she  never  saw  you  before  in  her 
life."     "  Oh,    but   there    is    a   certain   instinct   in 
connections  and  relations ;  cousins  know  all  about 
each  other  at  once.     Dear   aunt   Colston  has  de- 
scribed you  all  again  and  again,  from  first  to  last." 
**  She  could  not  have  described  Sarah,"  said  Caro- 
line, "for  she  never  saw  her  since  she  was  a  baby." 
Horatia  laughed  ;  and  the  merriment  was  as  hearty 
as  the  shake  of  the  hand.     "  Well,  we  know  each 
other  now,  at  any  rate,  and    a  very  satisfactory 
knowledge  no  doubt  we  both  find  it."     "  May  I  say 
how-d'ye-do,  too,"  asked  Mrs.  Blair  meekly,  as  she 
glided  her  thin  figure  between  the  wall  and  Horatia's 
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silk  flounces.  "  Ah,  my  dear  Mrs.  Blair,  I  beg  ten 
thousand  pardons,"  and  Horatia,  rustling  to  the 
further  end  of  the  room,  insisted  upon  dear  aunt 
Colston's  sitting  down  to  rest  in  the  black  arm- 
chair. Mrs.  Blair  having  inquired  for  aunt  Sarah, 
went  up  stairs  with  Caroline,  and  Miss  Cleveland 
then  began  to  inform  me  how  it  was  that  any  thing 
so  curious  should  have  occurred  as  a  family  meeting 
and  introduction  in  little  Miss  Green's  waiting- 
room.  My  aunt,  I  found,  had  arrived  only  the  even- 
ing before  ;  the  first  visit  naturally  was  to  East  Side; 
where  they  had  spent  more  than  an  hour,  a  delight- 
ful hour  according  to  Miss  Cleveland,  looking  over 
the  wonderful  improvements  in  the  place.  Then — it 
was  so  fortunate— Caroline  wished  of  all  things  to 
come  into  Carsdale  ;  she  said  she  must  call  on  Mrs. 
Blair,  and  there  was  a  vacant  place  in  the  back 
seat,  for  Horatia  drove  so  beautifully,  they  did  not 
want  any  servant ;  so  they  had  a  charming  drive, 
and  went  at  once  to  Mrs.  Blair  s ;  and  there — most 
strangely  things  turn  out — they  found  that  Mrs. 
Blair  had  business  at  Miss  Green's,  and  Caroline 
had  also,  so  they  all  walked  together.  "  And  a  gentle- 
man with  us,"  added  Miss  Cleveland ;  "  Mrs.  Blair's 
brother-in-law,  the  great  merchant,  only  he  would 
have  been  a  little  in  the  way  at  a  dressmaker's,  so 
we  sent  him  to  the  Bank,  and  said  we  would  call  for 
him  on  our  way  back."  **  Who  do  you  say  that 
gentleman  is  who  came  with  us?"  inquired  aunt 
Colston.  "  Mr.  Blair,  the  merchant,  I  don't  know 
what  merchant  exactly.  He  has  a  great  warehouse 
somewhere  in  the  city — a  good,  worthy  man,  wonder- 
fully rich."  **  His  riches  prosper  with  him,  if  one  may 
judge  from  his  size,"  said  my  aunt ;  "  I  never  saw 
such  a  giant."  Miss  Cleveland  held  up  her  finger 
for  silence,  for  Mrs.  Blair  and  Caroline  were  coming 
down  the  stairs.     A  discussion  now  went  on  as  to 
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what  was  next  to  be  done :  "  We  could  not  walk  up 
and  down  the  streets  in  a  body,'*  aunt  Colston  said, 
"  or  we  should  look  like  a  regiment.  Could  not  I 
come  with  her  and  Horatia  ?  she  had  seen  nothing 
of  me ;  and  we  might  all  meet  at  Mrs.  Blair's  at 
two  o'clock."  Horatia  seconded  the  proposal 
warmly ;  but  I  excused  myself  on  the  plea  of  being 
obliged  to  dine  with  aunt  Sarah ;  and  after  a  little 
more  conversation,  from  which  I  understood  that 
aunt  Colston  and  Horatia  were  invited  to  stay  at 
East  Side  at  the  end  of  the  following  week,  the 
party  broke  up. 

Mrs.  Blair  and  Caroline  offered  to  accompany  me 
to  aunt  Sarah's  door.  They  would  pass  the  Bank  on 
their  way,  and  might,  as  Mrs.  Blair  expressed  it, 
pick  up  her  brother-in-law.  "  Bather  a  large  atom 
to  pick  up,"  I  could  not  help  whispering  to  Caro- 
line, as  Mr.  Blair  came  out  from  the  Bank.  He 
was  really  a  portentous  man ;  not  in  one  way,  but 
in  all  ways — height,  size,  whiskers,  manner,  voice ; 
a  giant  in  every  thing  but  intellect,  and  not  defi- 
cient in  that  as  regarded  the  cleverness  of  making 
money.  One  could  read  at  once  in  his  sharp  eye 
and  square  forehead  the  energetic  yet  cautious 
character  which  would  have  many  aims  and  enter 
into  many  speculations,  but  which  would  so  well 
calculate  the  chances  of  profit  and  loss,  as  scarcely 
ever  by  any  error  of  judgment  to  fail  of  success. 
He  came  out  of  the  Bank  with  my  uncle  Ralph.  The 
contrast  between  the  two  was  very  amusing  —  my 
uncle,  so  softly  gracious  and  bland,  so  very  much, 
both  in  manner  and  dress,  the  staid,  precise  gentle- 
man, older  than  his  age,  standing  firmly  upon  the 
rock  of  a  century  of  respectability  ;  and  Mr.  Blair, 
the  representative  of  a  younger  generation,  pom- 
pous and  noisy,  requiring  nothing  for  support  but 
the  knowledge  of  his  own  success,  and  the  posses- 
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sion  of  a  hundred  thousand  pounds.  "  Good-bye, 
my  dear,  sir,"  said  my  uncle,  grasping  Mr.  Blair  s 
hand,  as  he  was  in  the  habit  of  grasping  the  hands 
of  all  for  whom  he  had  to  transact  business.  "  You 
may  quite  depend  upon  me,  I  will  write  by  to-day's 
post."  "  Thank  you,  sir,  much  obliged  ;  I  shall  be 
back  in  London  myself  soon,  then  you  shall  hear 
from  me.  Now,  Mrs.  Blair ; "  and  he  stared  at  me, 
and  offered  his  arm  to  his  meek  little  sister-in-law, 
who  drew  back,  and  Caroline  and  Mr.  Blair  walked 
up  the  street  together.  I  pitied  Caroline,  but  my 
pity  was  thrown  away.  She  was  fitted  for  any 
position  in  life  ;  for  she  had  but  little  timidity,  and 
very  few  real  dislikes.  Mr.  Blair's  jokes  were  en- 
dured heroically,  and  even  kept  up  by  a  little  quiet 
bantering  in  return ;  and  as  we  parted  company  at 
aunt  Sarah's  door,  Mrs  Blair  could  not  refrain  from 
saying  to  me  in  a  low  voice,  *'  Well,  I  must  own 
your  sister  Caroline  does  manage  to  make  herself 
agreeable  to  every  one.'*  I  thought  for  an  instant 
that  she  meant  to  imply  that  I  had  done  the  contrary, 
but  Mrs.  Blair  was  a  great  deal  too  good-natured  for 
sarcasm. 

Oh,  the  repose  of  aunt  Sarah's  parlour  after  that 
bustling  morning !  how  very  pleasant  it  was !  re- 
freshing to  mind  and  body.  I  liked  to  tell  her  all 
I  had  been  doing,  for  she  was  not  at  all  insensible 
to  the  concerns  of  her  neighbours ;  and  I  made 
both  her  and  Miss  Cole  laugh  by  describing  my 
bewildering  introduction  to  aunt  Colston.  But  that 
half  hour's  rest  was  soon  over,  and  dinner  followed, 
and  the  packing  of  my  little  carpet-bag;  and  the 
pony-chaise  came  to  the  door,  and  my  father  staid 
for  about  ten  minutes  out  of  respect  to  aunt  Sarah ; 
and  in  another  half-hour  I  was  at  East  Side  again, 
and  my  short-lived  visit  was  amongst  the  things 
that  have  been ;  so  at  least  I  thought  then ;  but  I 
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have  since  asked  myself  whether  there  is  really  any 
hcLs  been;  whether  all  thoughts,  and  words,  and 
deeds,  however  simple,'  do  not  live  in  their  effects 
so  as  never  to  cease  to  be ;  even  as  the  stroke  of 
the  artist's  pencil  is  past  in  a  moment,  yet  endures 
for  ages.  One  thing  is  certain,  that  we  are  what 
we  have  done,  and  that  there  is  no  action  in  life 
which  has  not  tended  to  make  us  what  we  are.  It 
is  the  thought  of  age.  The  young  do,  but  they 
seldom  pause  to  think  what  they  are  doing  ;  they 
work  continuously,  but  they  seldom  inquire  what  it 
is  their  work  is  creating. 

"  So,  Fanny,"  said  my  father,  addressing  my 
mother  on  the  Friday  evening  which  followed  my 
visit  to  aunt  Sarah,  "  so  your  sister  and  Miss  Gray 
will  be  here  to-morrow.  What  do  you  mean  to  do 
with  them  ?'*  "  Make  them  at  home  and  comfort- 
able, I  hope,"  said  my  mother,  smiling.  My  father 
threw  down  his  book  and  yawned.  "  They  will 
find  it  rather  dull,  I  am  afraid.  Yaughan,  my 
good  fellow,  what  are  you  reading  ? "  "A  novel, 
sir,"  replied  Vaughan.  "Foolish  reading  for  a 
young  man  who  talks  of  going  to  college.  Let  me 
see,  you  go  up  for  matriculation  in  two  months* 
time  V  "  I  believe  so,  sir."  "  You  ought  to  have 
gone  up  a  year  ago.  I  am  afraid  it  will  tell  against 
you,  this  being  so.  late."  My  father  spoke  rather 
testily.  My  mother  looked  up  with  a  consciousness 
of  something  not  quite  comfortable.  "  Will  it  really 
be  so  soon  ?  "  she  said  gravely.  "  I  don't  know  how 
it  is  I  have  miscalculated  so  much.  I  fancied  we 
were  to  have  him  at  home  at  least  three  months 
iOnger."  Hester,  who  was  sitting  upon  Vaughan's 
knee,  with  a  pencil  and  a  piece  of  paper  before  her, 
gave  him  a  kiss,  and  asked  him  to  take  her  with 
him.  He  patted  her  head  and  went  on  reading ;  the 
novel  was  very  engrossing.     "  It  is  a  terrible  ex- 
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pense,**  said  my  father,  "  I  can't  see  how  we  are 
to  manage  it/'  "  And  there  is  so  little  to  be  gained 
by  it,"  observed  Reginald.  "  Except  being  like 
other  gentlemen,"  said  Vaughan,  without  raising 
his  head.  **  You  may  be  that  if  you  choose  it,  with- 
out going  to  college,  my  dear  boy/'  remarked  my 
mother.  *'  I  don't  mean  that  I  should  not  be  very 
sorry  for  you  not  to  go ;  but  if  your  father  could  not 
afford  it,  I  see  no  reason  why  you  are  to  be  the  less 
a  gentleman  ;  supposing,  of  course,  that  your  con- 
duct and  manners  give  you  a  right  to  the  name." 
**  Many  persons  are  gentlemen  who  have  never  been 
at  college,"  observed  Caroline.  "  Mr.  Blair,  for 
instance,"  said  Joanna,  laughing.  '<!  heard  him 
say  to-day  that  he  was  thankful  he  was  not  in- 
debted to  any  dons  or  professors  for  the  success  he 
had  had  in  life.  It  was  all  his  own  doing  from  be- 
ginning to  end."  "  And  very  much  to  his  credit," 
replied  Caroline.  I  could  not  help  saying  that 
I  thought  it  depended  upon  the  kind  of  success.  I 
did  not  see  that  merely  making  money  was  much 
to  any  person's  credit.  Caroline  turned  round  upon 
me  hastily,  "If  you  mean  to  be  a  philosopher, 
Sarah,  you  must  recollect  that  making  a  fortune  re- 
quires energy,  and  perseverance,  and  prudence,  and 
ludgment,  and  some  of  the  most  valuable  qualities 
in  human  nature ;  and  these  do  deserve  credit." 
"  Yes,"  I  said,  "  if  they  are  not  marred  by  selfish- 
ness." "I  can't  see  why  all  persons  who  make 
money  are  to  be  called  selfish,  directly,"  continued 
Caroline ;  *'  to  me  there  is  just  as  much  selfishness 
in  extravagance."  "Mr. Blair  is  extravagant  in 
some  things,"  said  Reginald ;  "  I  heard  him  boast- 
ing to-day  of  the  sums  he  gave  for  the  best  cham- 
pagne." "  If  people  can  afford  to  pay  for  the  best 
champagne  they  have  a  right  to  drink  it  in  my 
opinion,"  said  Caroline ;  "  how  is  trade  to  be  sup- 


( 


144  THE  EXPERIENCE   OF   LIFE. 

ported  if  no  one  spends  any  money  ?  *'  *'  Hurrah 
for  Mr.  Blair's  champion,"  exclaimed  Reginald, 
"  through  thick  and  thin !  a  regular  electioneering 
supporter !"  Caroline  coloured.  "  You  are  talking 
about  what  you  don't  understand,  Reginald,"  in- 
terrupted my  father.  "  There  is  nothing  to  laugh 
at  in  Mr.  Blair,  he  is  a  hardworking,  honourable 
man.  I  only  wish  any  one  of  my  sons  had  the 
prospect  of  doing  as  well  in  life  as  he  has  done ; 
Vaughan  for  instance.  Better  be  in  a  merchant's 
office  gaining  an  honest  livelihood,  than  pretending 
to  pore  over  books  and  starving."  **  Certainly, 
if  there  is  any  pretence  in  the  matter  or  any  starv- 
ing," interrupted  my  mother  mildly,  yet  in  a  tone  of 
some  annoyance  ;  **  but  we  hope  better  things  from 
Vaughan ;  and  besides,  my  dear  Herbert,  you  are 
the  last  person ;  who  would  endure  to  see  one 
of  your  sons  a  pompous,  money-making  man  like 
Mr.  Blair."  My  father's  reply  was  stopped  by  the 
ringing  of  the  house-bell.  My  uncle  Ralph  was 
announced.  My  father's  countenance  fell.  **  Candles 
in  my  study,  William,"  —  we  had  a  man-servant 
now  that  we  were  at  East  Side ;  — "  why  should  he 
come  at  night?"  1  heard  him  mutter  to  himself. 

My  uncle  entered  the  room  —  so  -blandly,  so 
kindly,  it  was  really  touching.  "  Ah !  such  a 
pleasant  young  party  it  was  delightful  to  see  them, 
and  all  occupied.  There  was  nothing  like  occupa- 
tion, useful  occupation  ;  he  was  quite  sorry  to  dis- 
turb us  all ;  he  was  only  come  for  a  few  minutes ; 
just  half  a  dozen  words  with  my  father."  He  de- 
clined sitting  down,  and  my  father  led  the  way  to 
the  study. 

The  interview  lasted  for  at  least  an  hour.  Hester 
went  to  bed  ;  Vaughan  fell  asleep  over  his  novel ; 
I  played  a  game  of  chess  with  Reginald,  and  was 
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beaten.  At  the  expiration  of  the  hour  my  father 
returned  alone.  My  mother  scrutinised  his  face, 
and  so  did  I,  but  we  were  both  of  us  puzzled.  One 
thing,  however,  was  a  great  relief,  —  we  saw  no 
signs  of  a  family  calamity. 


CHAP.  XV. 

I  THOUGHT  my  father  was  particularly  cheerful 
when  we  met  the  next  morning  at  breakfast,  and 
my  mother  very  much  the  reverse.  She  exerted 
herself  to  conceal  that  she  was  uncomfortable,  but 
she  could  not  hide  her  feelings  from  me.  Happily, 
there  was  generally  enough  going  on  to  distract  our 
tlioughts,  and  the  expectation  of  receiving  my  aunt 
and  Horatia  gave  conversation  and  interest  to  us 
all.  My  own  occupations  were,  besides,  a  great 
assistance  to  me.  I  had  settled  myself  decidedly 
in  the  school-room  with  Hester  and  Herbert,  and 
worked  with  them  regularly  as  their  governess. 
The  office  was  in  some  degree  self-appointed,  but 
every  one  was  willing  to  yield  it  to  me,  and  though 
I  felt  myself  sadly  unfitted  for  it,  yet  I  was  sure 
that  any  regular  employment  was  better  for  the 
children  than  the  desultory  life  they  had  been 
leading  ever  since  we  removed  from  Castle  House. 
Besides  giving  them  regular  hours  for  lessons  and 
for  play,  I  also  took  them  out  for  a  walk  every 
afternoon  ;  and  though  all  this  made  me  often  feel 
over-worked,  and  left  me  little  leisure  for  my 
own  studies,  I  could  not  think  that  it  was  labour 
thrown  away.  Setting  aside  the  children's  improve- 
ment, —  and  they  certainly  did  improve, —  I  could 
not  but  see  that  I  was  easing  my  mother's  mind, 
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and  introducing  order  into  the  household.  Tlie 
children  being  no  longer  dependent  upon  the  ser- 
vants either  for  dressing  or  walking,  the  domestic 
arrangements  went  on  more  smoothly,  and,  I  hoped, 
also  more  economical] j,  since  extra  help  could  not 
now  be  as  constantly  required. 

Mrs.  Blair  and  her  brother-in-law  called  in  the 
course  of  the  day.  Mr.  Blair  being  an  idle  man 
for  the  week,  did  not,  I  suspect,  quite  know  what 
to  do  with  himselC  To  busy  people  a  holiday  is 
often  a  considerable  perplexity.  It  is  a  reason,  I 
^hink,  for  making  it  a  part  of  education  to  give 
children  holidays,  and  leave  it  to  themselves  to  find 
employment.  Mr.  Blair  had  clearly  never  been 
taught  what  to  do  with  himself  on  a  holiday;  so 
he  drove  over  to  East  Side  every  other  afternoon, 
and  lounged  about  the  garden  and  the  two  fields, 
and  gave  my  father  his  notions  of  farming.  What 
he  knew  of  farming  I  will  not  pretend  to  say,  but 
there  was  somethii^  in  his  dogmatical  manner 
which  commanded  attention,  and  my  father  listened 
patiently  whilst  Mr.  Blair  harangued  as  he  paced 
round  and  round  the  garden,  and  Caroline  and 
]Mrs.  Blair  followed  and  asked  a  propos  questions. 

That  day,  however,  my  father  and  Mr.  Blair 
walked  alone,  earnest  in  conversation,  and  Mrs. 
Blair  lingered  in  the  drawing-room,  and  begged 
she  might  not  disturb  any  one ;  my  mother,  looking 
careworn  and  fagged,  sitting  with  her  and  dis- 
coursing upon  the  little  nothings  which  formed  the 
staple  commodity  of  Mrs.  Blair's  mind ;  and  in  the 
midst  of  it  all  arrived  my  aunt  Colston  and  Horatia, 
just  at  the  moment  to  prevent  my  escaping  for  a 
walk  with  the  children. 

Sensible  people  must  be  agreeable ;  that  is  the 
theory  of  human  nature.  Practically,  sensible 
people,  so  called,  are  very  often  not  agreeable. 
Why,  is  a  problem  to  be  solved  for  each  individually. 
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I  am  inclined  to  thinks  myself,  that  it  is  because 
very  often  they  are  not  humble,  therefore  not 
sensible. 

Aunt  Colston's  sense  was  proverbial.     The  tone 
in  which,  after  giving  my  mother  a  kiss,  and  spend- 
ing about  a  quarter  of  an  hour  in  preliminary  con- 
versation^  she  said,   "  and  now,   my  dear,  if  you 
please,  Horatia  and  I  will  go  to  our  rooms,  and  not 
interfere  with  the  order  of  your   arrangements," 
was  decisive  as  to  her  own  opinion  upon  the  point. 
There  was  to  be  no  lingering  about  and  wasting  of 
time ;  every  one  was  to  do  what  every  one  had  to 
do :  and  aunt  Colston  walked  up  stairs,  and  Horatia 
followed,  half  apologising  to  my  mother  for  my 
aunt's  not  having  brought  a  maid,  by  saying  that 
she  liked  to  do  every  thing  for  her  herself.      Meek 
little  Mrs.  Blair  was  quite  crushed  by  this  display 
of  order  and  energy.    I  am  sure  she  felt  it  must  be 
an  offence  to  wander  any  longer  in  that  leisurely 
way  up  and  down  the  verandah,  gathering  verbena 
leaves  and  balm  of  Gilead  ;  and  no  doubt  it  was  a 
vision  of  aunt  Colston's  eye,  gazing  at  her  from 
the  bed- room  window,  which  made  her  so  suddenly 
insist  that  it  was  growing  very  late,  and  her  brother 
must  really  drive  her  home  directly.     I  happened 
to  be  in  the  drawing-room  as  Mr.  Blair  and  my 
father  came  in  from  their  walk.     My  father  had  a 
restless    impatience   of    manner   which   he  could 
scarcely  control.     He  was  particularly  cordial  to 
Mr.  Blair,  nnd  yet  really  hurried  him  away ;  and 
when  he  was  gone  he  hastened  back  to  the  drawing- 
room,  and  seeing  only  my  mother  and  myself  there, 
exclaimed, — "  Well !   Fanny  ;   it  is  quite  settled." 
My  mother  looked  very  vexed,  and  pointed  to  me 
as  a  caution,  but  he  was  too  excited  to  care  for  my 
presence.      "  Never  mind,  never  mind,**  he  said, 
quickly ;  <*  what  signifies  the  child's  knowing  what 
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every  one  must  know  soon  ?  '*  A  sudden  thought 
flashed  across  my  mind.  Mr.  Blair  had  proposed  for 
Caroline.  "  I  would  as  soon  take  Sarah's  j  udgment 
as  that  of  any  person  I  know,"  said  my  mother, 
gently.  "  Well,  then,  let  her  give  her  judgment," 
continued  my  father.  "  Tell  me,  Sarah,  which  will 
be  best,  —  for  Vaughan  to  go  to  college,  spend  my 
money  and  his  own  time,  and  do  nothing  j  or  be 
placed  in  a  position  where  he  may  make  a  fortune, 
and  become,  if  he  chooses,  a  wealthy  land-owner, 
and,  it  may  be,  a  Member  of  ParHament ;  who 
knows  ?" 

I  was  silent ;  —  a  little  disappointed  that  I  had 
made  a  wrong  guess,  and  very  much  puzzled  to  an- 
swer a  question  which  I  felt  certain  was  not  fairly 
put. 

"  There  can  be  no  question,"  continued  my 
father,  with  some  irritation  of  tone ;  "  and,  in  fact, 
there  must  be  no  question.  If  what  Ralph  says  is 
true,  and  we  are  living  beyond  our  means."  *^  I  have 
never  yet  been  told  what  our  means  are,"  said  my 
mother.  It  is  the  point  I  am  always  urging  Ralph 
to  come  to."  "  Leave  that  to  me,  my  dear,"  replied 
my  father.  "  As  Ralph  says, —  ladies  always  fancy 
that  accounts  can  be  made  up  in  a  day.  But  you 
need  not  disturb  yourself.  The  investment  he 
proposed  to  me  last  night  will  bring  in  five-and- 
twenty  per  cent  in  another  year,  though  it  may 
cripple  us  a  little  now."  "  I  dread  mining  invest- 
ments," said  my  mother.  My  father  grew  suddenly 
prudent  before  me,  and  turned  the  conversation 
into  its  former  channel.  **  Well,  Sarah,  what  do 
you  say  ?  Should  you  like  to  see  Vaughan  a  rich 
man,  and  a  member  of  Parliament  ?  "  **  Not  if  he 
is  to  be  like  Mr.  Blair,"  I  replied ;  —  whilst  my 
mother  added,  eagerly  :  **  And  you  must  remember, 
Herbert,  that  if  you  force  upon  him  what  he  hates, 
he  will  do   nothing."     "  He  will  do  nothing  any 
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wliere^  it  is  my  belief,"  exclaimed  my  father ;  and 
he  walked  out  of  the  room.  I  had  only  time  for  a 
few  words  with  my  mother,  before  the  dressing-bell 
rang,  and  we  were  obliged  to  get  ready  for  dinner. 
I  learnt,  however,  that  this  scheme  of  placing 
Yaughan  in  Mr.  Blair's  office,  had  originated  with 
my  uncle  —  that  he  was  exceedingly  urgent  for  it ; 
in  fact,  almost  insisted  upon  it.  His  principal 
argument  was,  that  college  expenses  were  very 
high,  and  the  profession  of  a  barrister,  for  which 
Vaughan  was  originally  intended,  very  unpro- 
mising ;  whilst,  in  an  employment  like  Mr.  Power's, 
there  was  an  opening  for  unbounded  wealth.  "  Your 
uncle  talks  a  great  deal  also  of  economy,''  said  my 
mother.  **  I  wish  he  would  let  us  have  our  money  to 
ourselves,  and  not  persuade  your  father  to  enter 
into  mining  speculations."  I  wished  so  too,  most 
heartily. 

There  was  a  lull  in  our  domestic  anxieties  for 
the  first  fortnight  of  aunt  Colston's  visit.  I  heard 
nothing  more  of  uncle  Ralph's  schemes,  or  Mr. 
Blair's  money.  Mr.  Blair  himself  returned  to 
London,  and  the  absence  of  his  visits  no  one  re- 
gretted. Aunt  Colston  pronounced  him  a  shrewd, 
but  common-place  man  ;  Horatia  mimicked  his 
pompous  voice ;  Caroline  said  nothing,  but  went 
into  Carsdale  as  often  as  she  could,  to  manage  any 
shopping  that  was  wanted,  and  have  luncheon  at 
Mrs.  Blair's.  It  is  curious  to  watch  in  a  family, 
and  even  in  one's  own  mind,  how  quickly  one  set  of 
interests  can  supersede  another.  A  month  be- 
fore, Lady  Emily  Rivers,  and  our  country  so- 
ciety, were  all-engrossing ;  then  came  the  farming 
plans,  and  Mr.  Blair ;  and  now,  every  one  in  the 
house  was,  more  or  less,  occupied  with  Mrs.  Colston 
and  Horatia.  It  would  have  been  difficult,  indeed, 
for  it  to  be  otherwise.    Who  could  forget,  or  be 

o  3 
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insensible  to  the  presence  of  aunt  Ck>lston's  vigilant, 
piercing,  ubiquitous  eye,  or  Horatia's  cheerful, 
hearty,  decided,  managing  spirit  ?  By  the  end  of 
the  first  week  of  their  visit,  I  began  to  have  serious 
doubts  whether  any  person  in  the  house  but  them- 
selves had  a  right  to  offer  an  opinion  or  express  a 
will.  Certainly,  I  could  not  but  feel  that  we  had 
been  all  our  lives  doing  everything  in  the  wrong 
way. 

"  Here !  my  dear  Sarah,"  said  my  aunt,  coming 
into  the  school-room,  after  returning  from  a  drive 
into  Carsdale  with  Caroline,  "  I  have  brought  you 
a  little  book  —  a  French  grammar ;  you  use  a  veiy 
bad  one."  I  had  not  the  most  remote  idea  that 
she  had  ever  seen  the  book  I  used.  "  Always  teach 
from  the  best  books,  my  love,  and  be  methodical  both 
in  the  manner  and  the  time  of  teaching,  and  you 
will  teach  well."  "  It  does  not  do  for  governesses 
to  sit  up  late  at  night,  reading ;  does  it  aunt  ? " 
said  Horatia,  with  a  merry  laugh,  as  she  looked  up 
from  correcting  a  sum  of  Herbert's,  which  I  had 
never  asked  her  to  trouble  herself  with.  "  That  is 
indeed  a  very  bad  habit,"  said  my  aunt,  gravely. 
"  I  trust,  my  dear  Sarah,  you  never  indulge  in  it." 
"  It  makes  people  get  up  late  in  the  morning ;  doesn't 
it,  Sarah  ?  "  said  Horatia,  in  the  same  tone  of  good- 
natured  raillery.  "  Sarah  gets  up  earlier  than  any 
one,"  exclaimed  Herbert,  bluntly.  "  Hush  !  my  dear 
little  Herbert ;  good  boys  never  interrupt," — and 
aunt  Colston  put  her  hand  upon  Herbert's  shoulder  re- 
provingly, and  held  it  there  till  the  boy*s  face  became 
crimson  with  anger.  "  Sarah  !  my  love,  you  ought 
always  to  be  in  bed  by  half-past  ten,  and  up  at  six. 
If  you  are  feeling  ill,  perhaps  half  an  hour  longer  may 
be  allowed.  Take  example  from  your  cousin  Horatia. 
I  hope,  Horatia,  you  will  be  able  to  persuade  Sarah 
to  walk  with    you   every  morning  before  break- 
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fast.*'  I  was  afraid,  I  said,  that  would  be  impossible. 
I  was  always  engaged  with  the  children  before 
breakfast.  "  Oh  !  very  good ;  you  read  the  Bible 
with  them,  I  suppose  ?"  '*  It  is  a  pity  you  allow 
them  to  gabble  over  the  words  as  fast  as  I  heard 
them  doing  this  morning,"  said  Horatia,  carelessly. 
*.*  You  know,  aunt,  what  a  habit  of  reading  fast  I 
had  acquired,  till  I  came  to  live  with  you,  merely 
from  never  having  been  corrected  as  a  child." 
"  Yes,  I  remember  quite  well ;  no  habit  can  be 
more  distressing  or  irreverent,  whether  in  old  or 
young  people.  Sarah,  no  doubt,  will  take  your 
remark  as  kindly  as  it  is  meant,  and  profit  by  it.'* 
Was  I  very  mean-spirited  not  to  defend  myself? 
But  really  I  did  not  know  what  to  say,  for  I  had 
the  greatest  possible  dislike  to  making  excuses  and 
apologies.  I  had  always  fancied  before  that  I  was 
very  particular  about  the  children's  reading,  and  it 
was  only  that  very  morning  I  had  found  fault  with 
them  for  hurrying  over  the  last  verses  of  the 
chapter,  when  Horatia  came  into  the  room  and 
interrupted  us.  "  What  system  are  you  following 
in  your  reading  ?"  continued  my  aunt.  "  The 
children  have  lately  been  in  the  habit  of  reading 
the  second  lesson  for  the  morning  service,"  I  said. 
"  Very  well ;  a  very  good  idea  for  a  beginning.'* 
"  Very  good,"  repeated  Horatia ;  "  only  children 
require  a  little  questioning  and  explanation."  "Cer- 
tainly, certainly,"  continued  my  aunt ;  not  giving 
me  time  to  say  that  I  endeavoured  to  do  both.  "  I 
know  a  very  good  little  book  of  questions  on  the 
New  Testament,  which  I  will  give  you,  my  love. 
Horatia,  remember  that  I  purchase  it  the  next  time 
we  go  into  the  town  ?  I  take  much  interest  in 
your  efforts,  my  dear  Sarah ;  and  I  have  no  doubt 
they  will  be  profitable,  both  for  yourself  and  your 
young  pupils." 
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Aunt  Colston  departed,  and  Horatia  and  I  were' 
left  alone  with  the  children.  I  am  ashamed  to 
remember  how  proud  and  angry  I  felt.  Horatia 
glanced  at  me  several  times,  and  at  last,  seeing 
that  I  walked  away  to  the  window  to  recover 
my  good-humour,  she  followed  me.  "  What, 
moody,  Sarah!  I  am  afraid  it  was  my  fault. 
I  ought  to  have  remembered  that  young  gover- 
nesses don't  like  to  be  interfered  with ;  but  come, 
we  will  kiss,  and  be  friends."  She  gave  me  a  kiss. 
I  really  could  not  return  it,  and  I  have  no  doubt  I 
showed  great  annoyance,  when  I  said,  —  "  It  is  not 
interference   I   dislike,    Horatia;   but   suggestions 

which  are  not " ;  I  paused.      "  True,"  added 

Horatia,  perfectly  untouched  by  the  accusation. 
"  My  good  cousin,  you  must  let  other  people  be 
a  judge  of  their  own  impressions.  I  spoke  very 
innocently;  I  only  spoke  as  1  thought.  Aunt 
Colston  knows  me  quite  well  —  she  never  dwells 
upon  anything  I  say  in  my  off-hand  way,  and  I  can 
see  she  is  wonderfully  taken  with  you.  You  will 
be  a  decided  rival  before  long,  if  you  go  on  as  you 
have  begun."  The  school-room  door  opened  ;  — 
aunt  Colston  looked  in  once  more.  She  wanted 
Horatia  directly.  "  Coming  instantly,"  was  the 
reply — "only,  aunt,  just  stay  for  one  minute,  and 
put  this  poor  child  into  good  humour  with  me." 
"  I  trust  that  is  not  required,"  —  and  with  a  stately 
step  my  aunt  moved  across  the  room.  "  You  must 
remember,  my  dear  Sarah,  that  whatever  I  or 
Horatia  may  say  is  solely  with  a  view  to  your 
improvement.  We  wish  to  make  our  visit  an 
advantage  to  you ;  but  it  will  be  far  otherwise  if 
you  allow  temper  to  interfere  with  the  good  you 
might  otherwise  derive  from  the  advice  of  persons 
older  and  more  experienced  than  yourself.  Believe 
me,  my  love,  there  is  nothing  so  needful  as  humility 
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for  a  young  person  aiming  at  proficiency  as  an 
instructress  of  childhood. 

Oh  dear !  how  much  rather  I  would  have  heard 
aunt  Sarah  say,  "  Sally  don't  be  a  goose ! "  And 
how  I  shrank  involuntarily  from  a  sentence  begin- 
ning with  "  Believe  me,  my  love  !'*  The  conversation 
I  have  just  narrated,  is  but  a  specimen  of  the  kind 
of  annoyance  to  which  I  was  continually  subject. 
Of  course  I  did  not  like  aunt  Colston,  yet  I  could 
not  help  feeling  respect  for  her.  If  she  had  not 
been  so  bent  upon  doing  every  one  good,  I  might 
really  have  admired  her ;  for  she  was  exceedingly 
well-informed,  and  her  remarks  were  often  valuable, 
though,  unfortunately,  so  well  rounded,  that  they 
slid  down  the  palate  of  one's  mind  without  leaving 
much  flavour  behind.  If  we  had  been  left  alone, 
too,  I  think  we  might,  as  the  saying  is,  have  "  got 
on."  She  was  a  true-minded  woman.  I  do  not 
use  the  word  with  the  cant  meaning  of  the  present 
day — which  is  generally,  to  my  notion,  no  meaning 
at  all ;  but  I  intend  to  express  that  she  said  what 
she  meant,  and  meant  what  she  said.  Though,  at 
times,  I  felt  she  was  prejudiced,  self-opinionated, 
and  narrow-minded,  still  there  was  nothing  mean 
in  her  character  ;  nothing  to  despise.  There  were 
many  points  upon  which,  I  am  convinced,  we  could 
have  met  and  sympathised,  if  —  it  is  a  very 
large  "  if," — it  proved  to  be  the  "  if"  of  my  life — if 
it  had  not  been  for  Horatia  Gray.  How,  or  why,  or 
when,  she  managed  it,  I  could  not  tell ;  but,  in 
some  way  or  other,  Horatia  Gray  was  always  inter- 
posing between  myself  and  aunt  Colston's  good 
opinion.  I  am  sure  she  did  not  bring  any  open 
accusations  against  me.  I  should  have  heard  of 
them  directly,  if  she  had ;  for  aunt  Colston  again 
and  again  repeated  the  observations  which  were 
made  about    me ;    and  there  was    not  anything 
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tangible  to  say.  But  thej  were  a  singular  mixture 
of  that  **  faint  praise,"  which,  as  the  strong,  well- 
known  proverb  implies,  is  more  injurious  than 
censure,  and  hints  of  decided,  serious,  and  indulged 
faults.  To  have  said  anything  in  self-defence  would 
have  been  useless ;  in  fact,  I  should  only  have  done 
myself  harm  by  it ;  for  after  what  my  aunt  called  my 
exhibition  of  temper,  on  the  occasion  to  which  I  have 
referred,  I  was  always  stopped  when  I  attempted 
to  explain  any  mistake,  by  a  warning  that  my 
besetting  sin  was  pride,  and  that  I  was  bound  to 
listen  without  reply,  as  an  act  of  self-discipline. 

But  the  visit,  it  may  be  said,  was  to  be  short ;  my 
aunt  and  Horatia  were  not  living  with  us;  how 
could  it  be  of  much  consequence  to  me  whether  I 
was  judged  justly  or  unjustly  ? 

I  do  not  think  it  would  have  been  very  important 
to  me  individually.  I  liked  praise  and  approbation 
at  the  moment,  but  I  was  far  too  busily  engaged  in 
controlling  and  conquering  the  faults  which  daily 
humbled  me  in  the  sight  of  God,  to  allow  any 
human  opinion  to  have  a  lasting  influence  upon  my 
happiness.  I  was  what  I  was  before  Grod ;  all  else 
was  a  delusion,  which  must,  sooner  or  later,  pass 
away.  But  I  was  the  favoured  one  of  the  family, 
the  peculiar  exception,  the  one  bright  spot  in  my 
aunt  Colston's  estimation.  She  had  not  been  with 
us  ten  days,  before  I  perceived  that  her  vigilant 
eye  had  scanned  every  weakness  and  infirmity, 
registered  every  hasty  word,  noted  every  omission, 
seen  fully  and  clearly  what,  as  a  family,  we  were, 
and  what  we  ought  to  be. 

Alas !  there  was  but  too  much  truth  in  the  remarks 
which  she  sometimes  vented  upon  me ;  but  th«y 
were  very  bitter  to  hear.  Indolence,  extravagance, 
want  of  order,  love  of  ease,  a  desire  of  mixing  in 
society  above  our  position,  a  weak  vanity,  a  taste 
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for  sarcasm ;  —  it  was  all  true.  We  were  many  in 
number, — we  each  had  our  peculiar  failings  ;  when 
brought  together  they  made  a  startling  appearance ; 
but  it  was  hard,  very  hard,  to  lay  them  before  one 
individual,  and  that  one  nearly  the  youngest  of  all. 
It  was  cruel  to  direct  a  child's  attention,  even  by  a 
hint,  to  the  faults  of  a  parent ;  merciless  to  compel 
me  to  realise  what  before  had  only  been  the  sus- 
picions of  evil  in  my  brothers  and  sisters.  But 
aunt  Colston  prided  herself  upon  her  sense  ;  it  was 
her  mission  she  thought,  to  reprove  and  direct. 
No  doubt  she  acted  according  to  the  dictates  of  her 
own  conscience,  —  and  the  guidance  of  Horatia 
Gray. 


CHAP.  XVI. 

My  dear  Sally, 

Lady  Emily  Rivers  is  to  come  and  see  me  to- 
morrow; you  may  come  too,  if  you  like.  You 
may  walk  in,  and  Lady  Emily  will  take  you  back 
in  her  carriage.  I  don't  want  any  one  else.  I 
send  you  my  blessing,  and  I  am  your  affectionate 
great  aunt,  Sarah  Mortimer. 

The  note  excited  a  commotion.  I  stupidly  forgot 
that  it  was  exclusive,  and  allowed  it  to  go  the  round 
of  the  luncheon -table ;  Horatia  having  expressed  a 
great  wish  to  see  the  writing  of  that  "dear  old 
great  aunt  of  ours."  1  saw  aunt  Colston's  colour 
rise  as  she  read  it.  "Mrs.  Sarah  Mortimer  need 
not  be  afraid  of  our  intrusion,  I  am  sure,*'  she  said 
pointedly.  I  did  myself  the  honour  of  calling  four 
days  since,  and  was  informed  she  was  not  well 
enough  to  see  me."  "  It  was  quite  true  that  aunt 
Sarah  was  ill  that  day,"  I  said,  "  for  Miss  Cole  sent 
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me  over  a  note  to  tell  me  so.**  "  Our  namesake  and 
godchild  is  always  kept  well-informed  of  our  dear 
old  aunt's  movements,"  said  Horatia,  with  a  laugh, 
which  it  would  have  been  hard  to  call  sarcastic, 
though  it  irritated  me  almost  beyond  endurance, 
**  Mrs.  Sarah  Mortimer  is  no  doubt  a  very  estimable 
old  lady,"  said  aunt  Colston  ;  "  we  must  not  forget 
that  she  is  aged.  Aged  people  have  their  pecu- 
liarities. I  am  glad  to  find,  my  dear  Sarah,  that 
you  have  so  conducted  yourself  as  to  win  the 
approbation  of  a  person  advanced  in  years."  "  And 
you  are  a  protegee  of  Lady  Emily  Rivers  also,  I 
find,"  continued  Horatia  ;  "  you  really  are  for- 
tunate." "Lady  Emily  is  very  kind  to  me,"  I 
leplied ;  "  I  don't  quite  know  what  you  mean  by 
my  being  a  protegee.^'  "  Lady  Emily  likes  having 
protegees ;  doesn't  she,  aunt  ? "  continued  Horatia. 
"  She  is  always  taking  up  something  new."  "  I  am 
afraid  she  is  a  little  inclined  to  be  fickle,"  replied 
my  aunt ;  "  at  least,  judging  from  what  you  have 
told  me.*'  "  Yes,  I  was  her  pet,  once,"  said 
Horatia ;  "  but  that  was  in  the  days  *  lang  syne.' 
1  wish  you  joy  of  her  friendship,  Sarah,  as  long  as  it 
lasts."  She  rose  and  left  the  luncheon-table.  My  aunt 
turned  to  my  mother.  "  I  should  scarcely  think  it 
desirable,  Fanny,  to  encourage  a  great  intimacy 
between  a  young  girl,  like  Sarah,  and  a  person  of 
Lady  Emily  Rivers'  age  and  position.  Independent 
of  character,  —  and  I  have  reason  to  believe  that 
Lady  Emily  is,  as  I  just  now  expressed  it,  fickle,  — 
I  have  constantly  observed  through  life,  that  un- 
equal friendships  are  apt  to  have  an  injurious  effect; 
they  make  young  persons  discontented  with  their 
homes,  and  encourage  longings  for  advantages  be- 
yond their  reach.  I  should,  therefore,  advise  that 
this  acquaintance  with  Lady  Emily  be  kept  within 
careful  limits."  My  mother  smiled,  and  quite  agreed 
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in  the  danger  of  unequal  friendships  in  ordinary 
cases.  **  That  is  satisfactory.  I  am  glad  we  take 
the  same  view  of  the  case."  Aunt  Colston  followed 
Horatia's  example ;  and  as  the  door  closed  behind 
her,  I  exclaimed,  '^  Oh  mamma  I  are  you  in  ear- 
nest?" *' Quite,  my  child, — in  ordinary  cases;  the 
question  is,  whether  this  is  an  ordinary  case.*' 
'*  Lady  Emily  Rivers  is  not  an  ordinary  person,"  I^ 
said.  "  No,"  and  my  mother  gave  me  a  gentle  kiss ; 
**and  I  hope  my  Sarah  is  not  quite  like  every  one 
else.*'  ^*  But  what  would  make  you  object  ?  "  I  con- 
tinued, fearing  that  aunt  Colston's  influence  might 
be  too  great  for  my  mother  to  resist.  "  If  Lady 
Emily  were  a  young  person  of  your  own  age,  I  should 
rather  dislike  an  intimate  acquaintance,"  replied 
my  mother.  *<  I  should  think  that  on  her  part  it 
might  be  a  passing  fancy,  merely  the  result  of 
circumstances,  and  that  greater  experience  of  the 
world  would  show  her  that  she  could  find  more 
suitable  friends  in  her  own  station.  1  should 
dread  disappointment  for  you  then."  *'  But  as 
it  is,'*  I  began,  anxious  to  have  her  full  appro- 
bation. '*  As  it  is,  Lady  Emily  has  seen  enough 
of  life  to  form  her  own  opinion,  and  take  her 
own  course.  If  she  likes  you,  she  does  so  rea- 
sonably, and  unless  you  change,  she  is  not 
likely  to  do  so.  Besides,  it  is  not  a  title,  or  large 
rooms,  or  a  number  of  servants,  but  character  and 
taste,  and  daily  occupations,  and  a  certain  style 
of  society,  which  constitute  inequality  in  its  ob- 
jectionable sense.  Whilst  Lady  Emily  is  what 
she  is,  and  lives  as  she  does,  devoting  herself  to 
her  family  and  the  poor,  I  should  never  be  afraid  of 
your  being  with  her."  A  weight  was  removed 
from  my  mind  ;  but  I  still  dreaded  aunt  Colston's 
influence,  and  hated  Horatia's  insinuations.  The 
latter,  however,  it  was  not  possible  to  believe  for  an 
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instant,  when  again  in  the  company  of  Lady  Emily. 
Her  simple,  hearty  pleasure,  at  seeing  me,  was 
unmistakeable.  How  could  I  allow  anything  which 
a  person  like  Horatia  Gray  could  say,  to  weigh 
against  it  ?  Besides,  Lady  Emily  was  so  fond  of 
aunt  Sarah,  and  aunt  Sarah  was  so  won  by  her. 
There  could  be  no  idea  of  patronage,  or  making  a 
protegee,  in  that  case,  whatever  there  might  be  in 
mine  ;  so  I  dismissed  the  unpleasant  idea  from  my 
mind,  or  rather,  buried  it  in  a  dark  corner,  amongst 
many  other  of  Horatia's  unpleasant  suggestions. 

Lady  Emily  had  come  into  Carsdale  on  the  old 
business  of  the  Fisherton  district.  She  and  my 
aunt  were  busy  with  it  when  I  arrived.  Lady 
Emily  had  lately  received  a  rather  large  legacy 
with  which  she  was  anxious  to  do  something  that 
might  be  permanently  beneficial.  Amongst  other 
plans,  she  talked  of  establishing  a  girls'  school. 
Aunt  Sarah  was  not  very  much  charmed  with  the 
notion  at  first.  "  A  parcel  of  idle  children  collected 
together,"  she  said,  "  would  do  each  other  more  harm 
than  good ;  and  as  for  teaching  the  girls  to  write, 
—  they  would  only  learn  to  spend  their  time  in 
love-letters,  and  such  folly."  Lady  Emily  bore  the 
discouraging  remarks  very  patiently,  and,  after 
some  playful  discussion,  induced  her  to  allow  that, 
"  if  other  folks  —  dissenters,  and  so  forth  —  taught, 
why  it  might  be  as  well  for  church  people  to  teach 
too."  "  Then  the  question  is,  how  we  are  to  teach," 
continued  Lady  Emily.  "  You  had  better  write  a 
book  about  it,"  said  aunt  Sarah.  Lady  Emily 
laughed.  "  If  I  had  money  to  spend  upon  a 
school,*'  continued  aunt  Sarah  ;  "  and  it  is  what  I 
never  shall  have ;  it  should  not  be  a  school  for 
everybody,  but  for  somebody."  "  But  the  wants 
of  everybody  are  so  pressing,"  said  Lady  Emily. 
^  What  everybody  can  have,   nobody  cares  for," 
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replied  my  aunt;  "but  what  only  somebody  can 
have,  everybody  is  striving  after."  "  I  don't  quite 
see  how  this  is  to  meet  our  diificulties  in  the  pre- 
sent instance/'  observed  Lady  Emily. 

**  Your  ladyship  wants  to  do  good  to  your  people," 
said  my  aunt.  "  Do  you  want  to  do  large  good,  or 
lasting  good?"  "Both,  if  I  could,"  replied  Lady 
Emily.  "  But  that  can't  be,  unless  there  is  a  gold 
mine  at  Lowood."  "  Well  then  !  it  must  be  lasting, 
I  suppose ;"  and  Lady  Emily  looked  a  little  dis- 
appointed. "  Lasting  is  large,"  continued  my  aunt ; 
"  if  it's  not  wide,  it's  deep."  "  Yes ;  but  one  does 
not  live  to  see  it.  I  don't  mean  that  as  an  argu- 
ment, only  as  an  expression  of  a  feeling,  which  is 
natural,  though  I  am  afraid  it  is  wrong."  **  All  the 
safer  for  us  that  we  don't  see  it,"  replied  my  aunt, 
**  if  we  only  set  to  work  the  right  way."  **  And 
what  is  the  right  way  ?  What  would  be  your  way  ?" 
"  My  dear,"  and  aunt  Sarah  laid  her  hand  earnestly 
upon  Lady  Emily's  ;  "  God  forbid  that  I  should  call 
my  way  the  right  way.  His  way  is  the  right  way 
—  faith  and  prayer."  "Yes,  but  you  have  some 
notions  ?"  "  An  old  woman's  fancy,"  said  my  aunt, 
"  when  she  has  nothing  better  to  think  about.  They 
have  set  up  a  school  here,  in  Carsdale ;  a  large 
school  I  hear  it  is, — seventy  boys>  and  sixty  girls: 
fifty  years  hence  they  may  be  doubled.  I  think 
sometimes  what  will  come  to  them  all,  when  I  hear 
them  trooping  by,  hallooing  and  shouting ;  not  that 
they  mean  any  harm,  poor  little  bodies.  They 
can't  all  be  good,  nor  a  half,  nor  a  third  part,  pro- 
bably ;  and  the  bad  do  harm  to  the  good ;  and  so 
they  all,  it  may  be,  get  little  profit  in  the  end. 
But  I  have  thought,  sometimes,  that  I  should  like 
to  go  into  that  school,  and  pick  out  the  best — those 
that  had  been  tried,  that  had  gone  through  it,  and 
come  out  with  some  hope  of  good ;  and  that  if  I 
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could  take  them  away,  with  a  character  to  stand 
upon,  and  set  them  apart,  and  help  them  to  keep  it, 
and  teach  them  sober,  honest  ways  of  gaining  a  live- 
lihood, and  then  send  them  out  to  service,  with  a  fair 
name,  and  a  good  stamp  upon  them ; — if  it  were 
only  half  a  dozen  at  a  time  that  could  be  so  chosen, 
it  seems — God  knows  whether  it  would  be  so — that 
the  example  of  those  six  would  raise  the  character 
of  the  sixty/'  "  It  is  a  subject  to  be  thought 
about,"  said  Lady  Emily :  but  I  saw  that  the  idea 
of  devoting  her  means  to  the  few,  rather  than 
the  many,  was  discouraging  to  her  schemes  of 
benevolence.  —  "Yes,  to  be  thought  about,  much, 
and  very  carefully.  Doubtless  there  would  be  great 
difficulty  attending  it.**  "  And  it  would  be  a  very 
small  good  after  all,  I  am  afraid,"  said  Lady  Emily. 
**  If  it  is  to  cease  with  your  ladyship's  life,"  re- 
plied my  aunt ;  "  but  my  old  woman's  dreams  have 
gone  farther  than  that.  More  at  once,  and  less  every 
year,  for  those  who  can  afford  it,  will  do  the  deep 
good,  though  not  the  wide.  If  such  a  school  were 
founded,  and  endowed,  it  might  be  that  it  would 
cripple  your  means  for  many  years ;  but  it  would 
go  on  from  generation  to  generation  ;  and  when 
you  were  sleeping  in  the  dust,  the  children  would 
*rise  up  and  and  call  you  blessed.'"  "But  six 
only  out  of  such  a  large  population,"  said  Lady 
Emily.  *'  I  said  six,  because  I  would  think  of  the 
smallest  number.  But  let  it  be  six.  See  how  those 
six  would  act  upon  the  others.  Every  child  in  that 
large  school  would  know,  that  by  doing  her  best, 
there  was  a  hope  of  rising  to  what  would  and  must 
prove  a  respectable  position  in  life.  Such  a  know- 
ledge must  have  an  effect."  "  But  there  would  be 
many  disappointments,"  said  Lady  Emily.  "  That 
is  the  imperfection  of  us  vain  mortals,"  replied  my 
aunt.  "  There  is  but  One  who  can  give  the  same 
blessings  to  all.     Yet  the  child  who  had  tried  to  be 
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one  of  the  six  and  failed,  would  be  better  off  than  if  she 
had  never  tried  at  all."  "  I  should  fear  there  might 
be  a  dif&cultj  and  an  opening  for  partiality  in  making 
the  selection,"  said  Lady  Emily.  "  Not  if  we 
choose  to  profit  by  our  forefathers*  wisdom,"  replied 
my  aunt.  '*  Why  do  our  public  schools  go  on,  one 
generation  after  another,  and,  bad  as  they  are,  turn 
out  good  and  wise  men  ?  Because  they  are  go- 
verned by  laws,  and  not  by  individual  will.  Every 
child  that  knows  right  from  wrong,  honours  a  law  ; 
—  there  is  dignity  in  it.*'  Lady  Emily  shook  her 
head  doubtfully.  **  You  want  a  Solon  to  make  the 
laws,**  she  said.  **  If  Solon  is  dead,"  said  my  aunt, 
"we  must  do  without  him.  But  your  ladyship 
won*t  take  to  the  notion  yet.  I  like  you  all  the 
better  for  it.  Think  it  over,  and  talk  to  wiser 
folks,  and  then  come  to  me  again,  and  say,  if  you 
choose,  that  you  don't  agree.  I  shall  be  glad  to  see 
you  all  the  same,  for  mine  is  but  a  notion  in  the 
clouds ;  only,*' —  and  aunt  Sarah  bent  forward  and 
spoke  more  eagerly,  —  "  let  me  tell  you  a  wish  that 
often  comes  when  I  sit  in  my  arm-chair,  and  think 
of  what  this  country  has  been,  and  what  it  may  be. 
It  is  to  give  to  the  children  of  the  poor,  that  which 
many  a  time  saves  the  children  of  the  rich — station, 
and  self-respect.  Now,  a  school,  exclusive  in  the 
good  sense,  exclusive  of  evil,  that  is,  gives  self-re- 
spect ;  and  a  school,  independent  and  lasting,  pves 
station.  A  child  is  raised  by  belonging  to  it.  There 
is  something  to  lose, — therefore  there  is  something  to 
hold ;  and  the  eifort  of  holding  exercises  the  moral 
principle,  and  helps  to  make  good  men  and  women. 
It  is  a  great  thing  for  this  country,— may  be,  much 
of  the  best  part  of  what  folks  call  national  cha- 
racter, comes  from  it, — that  we  have  a  floating  rank, 
not  hereditary,  formed  by  our  old  endowments,  our 
collies  and  schools,  to  which  the  middle  classes 
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may  hope  to  rise.  We  want  the  same  thing  for 
the  poor.  It  won't  keep  them  from  starving, — but 
it  will  give  them  a  reason  for  trying  not  to  starve." 
"  If  the  government  would  but  come  forward  ! " 
exclaimed  Lady  Emily.  "  It's  not  the  government's 
business,  that  I  can  see,"  replied  my  aunt ;  "  it's 
the  business  of  private  persons ;  and  it  has  always 
been  done  by  private  persons.  Even  if  it  has  been 
the  work  of  kings  and  queens,  it  has  been  in  their 
private,  not  their  public  capacity.  Governments, 
English  governments  at  least,  don't  so  much  do 
good,  as  prevent  evil ;  and,  perchance,  they  are 
right :  at  any  rate,  as  the  world  goes,  they  can't 
help  themselves.  Individuals  create,  governments 
uphold  and  check  ;  and,  if  the  time  should  come 
when  governments  should  take  upon  themselves  to 
do  more,  the  chances  are  that  their  work  would 
faiL  -*-  However,  that's  only  my  own  notion  ;  so  I 
need  not  trouble  you  with  any  more  of  such  talk  : 
but  God  guide  you  to  the  right,  my  dear,  and 
prosper  it.*' 

Lady  Emily  rose  to  go.  She  had  business  in  the 
town,  she  said ;  and  when  it  was  finished,  she 
would  return  for  me.  "  And  you  won't  stay  and 
dine  when  we  dine  ?"  said  my  aunt.  "  Sally  hasn't 
had  time  to  say  a  word  to  you."  "  She  has  not 
wished  to  say  much,  I  suspect,"  said  Lady  Emily, 
smiling ;  "  but  we  shall  be  able  to  talk,  when  we 
drive  home."  Aunt  Sarah  looked  at  me  affection- 
ately. "  Your  ladyship  is  very  good  to  the  child," 
she  said :  "  it  gives  me  comfort  sometimes  to  think 
so ;  she'll  be  sure  to  want  a  friend  in  life,  for  a 
large  family  brings  large  cares."  "  She  has  a  kinder 
and  better  friend,  now,"  began  Lady  Emily ;  but 
aunt  Sarah  interrupted  her.  "  For  to-day,  not  for 
to-morrow.  Your  ladyship  will,  please  God,  be  her 
friend  when  aunt  Sarah  is,  where  she  must  be  soon. 
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—in  her  grave."  Lady  Emily  lingered ;  unwilling, 
as  I  observed  she  always  was,  to  say  good  bye. 
Betty  came  in  to  lay  the  cloth  for  dinner.  **  Now 
sit  down,*'  said  my  aunt  to  Lady  Emily,  pointing  to  a 
chair  ;  **  sit  down  and  rest  for  a  few  minutes  longer, 
—  and  Betty,  don't  fidget  with  the  knives  and 
forks,  but  bring  dinner.  Your  ladyship  will  just 
eat  a  slice  of  roast  lamb,  and  drink  a  glass  of  port 
wine,  and  then  get  up  and  go  away.  Sally,  find 
out  Miss  Cole,  and  take  this  to  her,"  and  she  gave 
me  a  bunch  of  keys,  "  and  bid  her  make  haste." 
"  Please  stay,"  I  said  to  Lady  Emily,  as  I  went 
away,  and  1  saw  she  could  not  refuse. 

That  was  a  very  pleasant  little  dinner,  for  in  spite 
of  aunt  Sarah's  permission  to  Lady  Emily  to  go 
whenever  she  wished,  she  waited  till  the  cloth  was 
removed,  and  dessert  placed  upon  the  table.  We 
conversed  upon  many  subjects,  and  few  persons; 
and  my  thoughts  were  entirely  withdrawn  from  the 
anxieties  of  home.  I  dare  say  I  was  particularly 
sensible  of  the  quiet  simplicity  and  cordiality  of  the 
party,  in  contrast  with  aunt  Colston  and  Horatia. 

Lady  Emily  had  a  singular  faculty  for  harmo- 
nising herself  with  other  persons,  and  yet  pre- 
serving her  own  tastes  and  opinions.  By  the 
time  dinner  was  over  she  seemed  as  natural  an 
inmate  of  aunt  Sarah's  parlour,  as  if  she  had  been 
accustomed  to  dine  there  every  day  of  her  life. 
She  knew  also  how  to  make  herself  perfectly  at 
home  without  in  the  least  infringing  upon  the  re- 
spect due  to  aunt  Sarah's  age,  and  position  in  her 
own  house ;  and  even  Betty's  countenance,  which 
had  assumed  a  grim  severity  when  she  was  called  to 
wait  upon  a  stranger,  softened  beneath  the  charm 
of  Lady  Emily's  smile  and  voice,  as  she  begged  to 
have  a  small  piece  more  of  the  home-made  bread, 
which  was  so  particularly  nice.    "  I  may  take  Sarah 
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with  me  into  the  town,  may  I  not?"  said  Lady 
Emily,  when  dinner  was  ended.  **  Since  I  have 
been  naughty,  and  left  my  business  for  to-day,  I 
think  I  must  give  myself  up  to  pleasure,  and  do  only 
just  a  very  little  shopping ; — go  and  buy  my  children 
some  new  dresses,  amongst  other  things,  and  Sarah 
shall  help  to  choose  them."  "  Put  your  bonnet  on 
quickly,  Sally,**  said  my  aunt,  "  and  don't  keep 
Lady  Emily  waiting."  I  was  ready  in  a  very  few 
minutes,  and  hastened  down  stairs.  Aunt  Sarah 
and  Lady  Emily  were  conversing  together,  but  they 
stopped  when  I  came  into  the  room ;  yet  I  heard 
aunt  Sarah  say,  "  I  don't  like  the  look  of  the  wo- 
man, she  is  too  bold ;  I  saw  her  flaunt  down  the 
street  two  days  ago." 

A  ring  at  the  belL  Lady  Emily  looked  alarmed 
at  the  prospect  of  visitors,  "  Show  the  people  up 
stairs,  and  ask  Miss  Cole  to  go  to  them,  Betty,"  said 
aunt  Sarah  to  the  servant,  who  was  beginning  to 
remove  the  dessert  dishes,  "  and  don't  let  any  one 
in  afterwards.  Miss  Cole  is  set  free  in  the  after- 
noon,** she  added,  turning  to  Lady  Emily,  "  and  I 
go  and  lie  down  for  an  hour."  Betty  was  in  a  very 
blundering  mood.  She  only  caught  the  latter  half  of 
the  sentence  imperfectly.  "  Her  mistress  was  en- 
gaged,'* I  heard  her  say.  **  Engaged,  is  she  ?  That 
is  unfortunate.**  It  was  my  father's  voice.  Aunt 
Sarah  sent  me  out  to  speak  to  him.  He  was  just 
eome  in  from  East  Side — Joanna  and  Horatia  were 
in  the  town  —  he  had  walked  in  with  them  —  he 
was  come  on  business  to  aunt  Sarah,  which  would 
only  keep  her  a  few  minutes.  Aunt  Sarah  called 
out,  "  Come  in,  Herbert ; "  and  my  father  went  in, 
and  Lady  Emily  and  I  departed. 

We  walked  down  the  street  in  silence.  A  train 
of  thought  was  suggested  to  me  by  this  sudden  visit 
of  my  father,  and  the  mention  of  business,  and  I 
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could  not  shake  it  off.  I  had  scarcely  looked  at 
him,  yet  I  had  noticed  that  his  face  was  cloudy, 
something  as  it  might  be  under  the  influence  of  the 
family  November  mist.  That  affair  of  Vaughan's 
was  hanging  over  our  heads  yet,  and  until  it  was 
decided,  one  way  or  the  other,  I  knew  neither  my 
father  nor  mother  would  be  at  ease.  Lady  Emily 
allowed  me  to  be  silent,  since  I  wished  it.  We 
went  from  shop  to  shop,  making  purchases,  and  I 
liked  being  with  her,  and  was  amused ;  but  I  still 
went  on  brooding  over  some  distant  future,  and 
doing  what  certainly  was  very  useless,  and  I  suspect 
was  very  wrong, — allowing  myself,  from  one  slight 
occurrence,  to  build  up  a  whole  fabric  of  possibili- 
ties. Our  last  business  was  at  the  linendraper's,  to 
choose  the  children's  dresses.  Whilst  we  were 
there,  Joanna  and  Horatia  came  in.  Lady  Emily 
bowed  to  Horatia,  and  shook  hands  with  Joanna, 
who  instantly  drew  me  aside.  "  Such  a  storm  there 
had  been,  since  I  was  away  !  Aunt  Colston  was 
furious !  —  and  so  interfering  !  What  possible  busi- 
ness could  it  be  of  hers  ?  What  right  had  she  to 
give  an  opinion  ?  There  never  was  such  a  woman !" 
— and  then,  eager  to  repeat  all  news,  whether  good 
or  bad,  Joanna  gave  me,  in  a  torrent  of  confused 
words,  the  clue  to  my  father's  mood.  A  note  from 
Mrs.  Blair,  enclosing  one  from  her  brother-in- 
law,  had  again  brought  forward  the  question  of 
Vaughan's  prospects.  It  was  necessary  to  make  a 
decision.  Aunt  Colston  had  been  present  when  the 
matter  was  discussed.  My  mother  was  decidedly 
against  Mr.  Blair's  office,  even  if  Vaughan  did  not 
go  to  college.  Vaughan  himself  was  resolute ;  my 
father  wavering ;  aunt  Colston,  indignant  at  the  idea 
of  a  man  with  a  large  family,  and,  according  to  his 
own  statement,  an  income  only  just  sufficient  to  meet 
present  expences,  hesitating  for  a  moment.   "  Com- 
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mon  sense  I"  repeated  Joanna,  "  if  she  said  '  Com- 
mon sense  !'  once,  she  did  fifty  times.  I  am  sure  I 
shall  hate  common  sense  for  ever,  if  it  is  to  bring 
such  storms."  "  And  was  Horatia  present  ? "  I 
asked,  with  a  little  angrj  curiosity.  "  Oh,  yes,  of 
course ;  family  business  is  for  family  ears,  as  she 
always  says ;  so  she  came  in,  just  as  if  it  was  her 
own  concern ;  but  she  did  not  say  much,  except  to 
repeat  every  now  and  then,  that  no  doubt  our  ex- 
pences  must  be  great,  with  so  many  to  provide  for, 
and  put  out  in  life ;  and  living  in  such  a  comfort- 
able house,  with  a  nice  garden,  and  servants,  and  a 
pony-carriage,  and  all  the  luxuries  of  life.  What 
she^meant  by  it  all  I  don't  know,  but  aunt  Colston 
preached  a  sermon  upon  every  word  ;  and  we  were 
told  that  it  was  the  duty  of  girls  in  our  station  to  be 
useful,  and  mend  our  clothes,  intead  of  sitting  down 
with  our  hands  before  us,  as  if  we  were  to  inherit  for- 
tunes. The  only  one,  she  said,  who  had  any  notion 
of  work,  was  you,  Sarah.'*  "  And  could  mamma  hear 
all  this  ?  "  I  said,  indignantly.  "  Oh,  it  did  not  all 
come  out  before  her.  Papa  was  called  away  just  as 
it  began,  and  mamma  went  after  him,  and  then 
aunt  Colston  had  it  all  her  own  way ;  and  such  a 
lecture!  you  may  think  yourselffortunate you  were 
not  there ;  but  then,  you  are  a  favourite."  "  And 
what  was  determined  on?"  I  inquired,  as  Joanna 
paused,  breathlessly.  "I  am  sure  I  don't  know, 
and  don't  much  care.  Papa  said  he  should  walk 
into  Carsdale,  and  Horatia  and  I  said  we  would  go 
with  him,  and  he  was  very  grumpy,  and  did  not 
speak  a  word,  except  to  tell  us  that  he  had  business 
with  aunt  Sarah."  "  And  where  was  Caroline,  all 
the  time  ?  "  "  Caroline  is  so  odd,"  replied  Joanna ; 
**  I  don't  think  she  opened  her  lips,  except  when 
mamma  declared  that  Mr.  Blair  was  unlike  a  gen- 
tleman ;  and  then  she  coloured  up,  and  said,  in  her 
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short  way,  *  His  father  was  a  clergyman.' "  "  And 
what  brought  you  into  Carsdale  this  afternoon?" 
"  Oh  !  nothing  very  particular  ;  but  you  know  we 
shall  be  at  two  dinner  parties  next  week,  and 
Caroline  and  I  agreed  it  would  not  do  to  wear  our 
old  dresses  ;  so  I  just  came  in  to  look  at  Long's 
patterns,  and  see  if  there  was  an3rthing  that  would 
do."  Joanna  moved  away,  and  I  did  not  like  to  ask 
more,  for  I  was  not  yet  fully  raised  to  the  rank  of 
an  elder  sister  of  the  family. 

Yet,  whilst  Lady  Emily  was  looking  over  some 
plain  gingham  dresses  for  her  children,  I  could  not 
help  remarking  the  handsome,  bright  coloured  silks 
which  were  laid  before  Joanna  and  Horatia ;  "  ter- 
ribly dear,"  as  I  heard  Joanna  say ;  whilst  Horatia 
added,  carelessly,  "Dear  things  are  often  the 
cheapest  in  the  end."  We  went  out  of  the  shop 
before  any  purchase  was  made.  Lady  Emily  shook 
hands  with  Horatia  at  parting,  but  her  manner  was 
very  col4,  and  I  could  see  that  she  did  not  share 
the  regrets  expressed  loudly,  or  rather  I  should  say 
deeply — for  Horatia's  voice  was  decidedly  mas- 
culine — that  they  had  not  met  when  Lady  Emily 
called  on  Miss  Cleveland.  Horatia  hoped,  however, 
to  see  Lady  Emily  again  ;  for  she  was  really  longing 
to  do  so,  that  she  might  have  a  talk  with  her  about 
dear  Lady  Charlotte. 

"We  will  turn  into  this  street,  Sarah,"  said 
Lady  Emily,  as  we  left  the  shop :  **  the  carriage 
will  not  be  ready  for  the  next  quarter  of  an  hour." 
It  was  a  very  quiet  street,  at  the  extremity  of  the 
town,  and  it  ended  in  a  country  lane  between  green 
fields  and  hedges,  where  we  could  walk  without  in- 
terruption. 

After  we  had  gone  some  little  distance.  Lady 
Emily  said  to  me  abruptly,  as  if  she  was  making  up 
her  mind  to  begin  a  disagreeable  subject,  "  You 


168  THE   EXPERIENCE   OF   LIFE.  - 

have  had  time  now,  Sarah,  to  see  something  of 
Miss  Gray ;  how  do  you  like  her  ? "  "I  can't  bear 
her,"  I  exclaimed,  hastily  ;  and  then  checking  my- 
self, I  added,  "that  is,  I  don't  very  much  fancy 
her."  Lady  Emily  laughed.  **  Perhaps  the  first 
exclamation  was  the  true  one,  Sarah.  But  you 
will  not  mind  telling  me  honestly,  because  I  should 
not  ask  from  curiosity  ?*'  "I  wanted  to  talk  to  you 
about  her,"  I  replied,  "  but  I  was  a  little  afraid.  I 
fancied,  when  I  was  at  Lowood,  you  did  not  like  it." 
"  I  do  not  like  Cookson's  gossiping,"  answered 
Lady  Emily;  **but  hearing  your  opinion,  or  giving 
my  own,  is  something  very  different  from  that. 
•You  would  not  care  to  speak  of  Miss  Gray,  neither 
should  I,  if  you  were  not  likely  to  be  thrown  with 
her."  "  She  interferes,"  I  said  ;  I  don't  know  any 
other  fault."  "  No  doubt  she  does,"  continued  Lady 
Emily,  thoughtfully.  Then,  after  a  little  considera- 
tion, she  added,  "  You  won't  think  me  interfering, 
I  hope  ? "  "  Oh  !  no,  no, "  I  exclaimed ;  "  how 
could  I }  "  "  But  you  have  a  kind  mother,  who  is 
always  watching  over  you  ;  I  could  not  bear  to 
think  I  was  in  any  way  intruding,  by  giving  ad- 
vice; only  in  this  case  I  hope  I  may  be  right. 
Your  aunt  Sarah  told  me  it  would  be  better  to  say 
what  I  had  to  say  to  yourself  first;  therefore — " 
again  she  hesitated  —  "I  want  you  to  be  upon  your 
guard  —  not  to  be  led,  that  is,  and  to  be  indepen- 
dent." "  Lidependent  of  Horatia,  or  of  every  one?" 
I  asked.  "It  was  thinking  of  Miss  Gray  which 
first  put  the  caution  into  my  mind,"  replied  Lady 
Emily.  "  She  is  very  clever,  and  she  has  a  very 
free  manner,  which  gives  the  notion  of  sincerity  ; 
but  I  should  be  sorry  for  her  to  have  an  influence 
in  your  family  as  she  had  in  ray  sister's,  for  I  fear 
she  might  not  use  it  well.  You  see,  Sarah,"  she 
continued,  speaking  more  freely,  "  I  cannot  go  to 
your  mother  and  say  this  sort  of  thing,  — it  would 
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be  an  insult;  but  I  think  I  may  venture  to  do  so  to 
you,  because  I  know  so  much  more  of  you.  I  saw  a 
good  deal  of  Miss  Gray  at  one  time,  and  for  a  little 
while  I  fancied  she  was  sincere,  though  blunt,  and 
we  were  very  good  friends  then  ;  but  I  found,  after- 
wards, that  I  was  mistaken.  She  manoeuvred  to 
raise  an  unpleasant  feeling  between  my  sister  and 
myself,  solely  to  suit  her  own  purposes.  My  sister 
was  an  invalid,  and  could  not  undertake  the  ma- 
nagement of  her  own  affairs,  which,  in  consequence, 
devolved  upon  me ;  and  this  displeased  Miss  Gray, 
and  she  tried  to  make  my  sister  jealous  and  sus- 
picious, and  pretended  that  I  wished  to  make  quite 
a  slave  of  her,  and  not  let  her  have  a  will  of  her 
own,  and  all  kinds  of  absurdities,  which  a  person  in 
weak  health  was  likely  to  listen  to.  I  never  dis- 
covered that  she  told  absolute  untruths, — but  she 
misrepresented  painfully.  She  does  not  know  that 
I  know  all  that  went  on  ;  but  my  sister  was  far  too 
open-hearted  and  too  fond  of  me  to  conceal  any- 
thing from  me  long  ;  and  the  end  was  that  we 
found  an  excuse  for  Miss  Gray's  going  away.  I 
do  not  know  enough  of  your  family  and  your  affairs 
to  see  how  she  could  injure  you  ;  but  1  would  ear- 
nestly warn  you,  my  dear,  not  to  trust  her  too  far." 
Lady  Emily  paused. 

I  tried  to  thank  her  for  her  kindness  ;  but  I  could 
not  help  adding,  "  I  wish,  with  all  my  heart,  she 
had  never  come  near  us."  "It  vexes  me  to  have 
made  you  suspicious,  Sarah,"  said  Lady  Emily. 
"  I  was  suspicious  before,"  I  replied ;  "  I  never 
could  endure  her."  "And  I  have  made  matters 
worse,"  continued  Lady  Emily.  "  I  hesitated  a  long 
time  before  I  ventured  to  say  what  I  have.  Of 
course  I  do  not  wish  you  to  keep  this  from  your 
mother,  in  fact,  1  told  you  in  order  that  you  might 
tell  her ;  but  I  will  beg  as  a  great  favour  that  any 
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opinion  of  mine  may  go  no  further.*'  We  turned 
again  into  the  town.  I  could  see  that  Lady  Emily 
was  thoroughly  uncomfortable.  "  One  longs  to  be 
always  sure  of  having  done  right,'*  she  said.  **  This 
is  one  of  the  cases  in  which  it  is  so  difficult  to  de- 
cide. But  I  should  have  doubted  much  more,  if 
Miss  Gray  was  not  likely  to  live  near  you."  I 
stopped,  suddenly.  "  Horatia  Gray !  to  live  near 
us!"  "Surely  you  knew  it,*'  said  Lady  Emily. 
"  Miss  Cleveland  told  me,  three  days  ago,  that  it 
was  your  aunt's  purpose."  My  heart  sank,  "  I 
must  indeed  have  appeared  interfering,. if  you  did 
not  know  that,"  continued  Lady  Emily.  **  It  was 
the  fact  which  decided  me  upon  speaking;  and 
even  then  I  should  not  have  done  it,  without  your 
aunt  Sarah's  permission.  I  talked  to  her  about  it 
a  long  time  to-day,  before  you  came."  "  Aunt 
Colston  near  us  !  in  the  village  ! "  1  said ;  not  pay- 
inof  the  least  attention  to  Lady  Emily's  apologies  : 
"There  is  no  house  for  her;"  and  hope  revived. 
"  She  has  a  fancy  for  that  cottage  with  the  pretty 
garden,  half-way  between  Carsdale  and  East  Side ; 
so  Miss  Cleveland  says,"  replied  Lady  Emily ;  "  and 
means  to  take  it  from  next  spring,  when  the  people 
who  live  there  now  are  to  leave  it.  Your  uncle 
Ralph,  I  believe,  found  it  out  for  her ;  but  really, 
Sarah,  I  feel  as  if  I  had  been  betraying  confidence. 
I  had  not  the  smallest  idea  that  it  was  not  a  plan 
known  and  decided  upon."  "  I  wish  —  I  wish  with 
nil  my  heart  that  they  had  never  come  near  the 
place,"  I  repeated ;  whilst  a  dread  came  over  me 
—  of  interference,  and  suggestions,  and  constant 
questionings  and  spyings.  "  Dear  child,  wishes  are 
sometimes  wrong,"  said  Lady  Emily,  "or  I  could 
wish,  too,  for  your  sake ;  but  if  cares  come,  and 
you  are  tired,  and  want  rest,  you  will  think  of  a 
little  bedroom  and  a  hearty  welcome  ready  for  yqu 
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.always  at  Lowood,  will  you  not?"  I  gave  her  a 
kiss  ia  the  lane  —  I  could  not  help  it.  Just  then  I 
could  not  have  disliked  any  one,  not  even  Horatia 
Gray. 

We  drove  home ;  we  passed  the  cottage.  Ho- 
ratia and  Joanna  had  stopped  there  on  their  return  ; 
they  were  standing  by  the  gate  looking  at  it.  By 
their  side  was  my  uncle  Ralph. 


CHAP.  XVII. 


I  MUST  pass  on  to  the  Christmas  of  the  following 
year,  —  a  clear,  frosty,  exhilarating  Christmas, — 
when  the  roads  were  hard,  and  even,  and  tempting ; 
and  the  first  breath  of  the  outer  air  was  a  shock 
which  one  did  not  know  whether  to  dread  or  to 
enjoy ;  and  the  sunshine  looked  brightly  upon  the 
world,  like  a  friend  who  would  give  smiles  though 
he  could  not  give  deeds ;  and  one  lived  in  a  state  of 
perpetual  doubt  as  to  whether  to  be  happy  or  mise- 
rable. A  merry  Christmas !  —  merry  at  East  Side, 
where,  for  the  time,  care  was  cast  aside,  and,  as  if  by 
one  consent,  we  had  agreed  to  think  only  of  present 
enjoyment,  — merry  at  Lowood,  where  Mr.  Rivers 
and  Lady  Emily  had  collected  a  few  of  their  espe- 
cial friends,  —  merry  in  the  cheerful  parlour,  where 
Aunt  Sarah  and  Miss  Cole  sat  by  a  blazing  fire, 
reckoning  how  much  of  the  same  comfort  they 
might  be  the  means  of  giving  to  their  fellow  crea- 
tures, —  merry  also  at  Clifton  Cottage,  the  resi- 
dence, as  the  new  country  guide-book  expressed  it, 
of  Mrs.  Montague  Colston. 

'*  If  we  fix  upon  Tuesday,  we  shall  have  no  one," 
said  Joanna,  drawing  the  arm-chair  closer  to  the 
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fire,  as  we  all  sat  round  it  in  the  dusky .  twilight, 
and  placing  her  feet  upon  the  fender  ;  **  a  party  the 
day  after  the  county  ball  is  absurd."  The  scene 
was  aunt  Colston's  drawing-room.  Shall  I  describe 
the  apartment  ?  —  I  think  not.  Who  that  has  ever 
heard  of  aunt  Colston,  might  not  imagine  how 
proper  every  thing  in  her  house  would  be ;  how 
well  chosen  the  carpet,  sober  in  colouring,  and  rich 
in  material;  how  substantial  and  handsome  the 
book  cases  in  the  recesses  by  the  fire-place ;  how 
admirable  the  order  of  the  well- bound  books ;  how 
exact  the  number  of  the  chairs,  and  the  proportions 
of  the  sofas,  with  their  beautifully  neat  chintz  cover- 
ings ;  what  space  there  would  be  to  move  about  in, 
not  one  table  too  many,  nor  a  vase  nor  a  stand  that 
could  be  inconvenient  ?  Aunt  Colston's  house  was 
the  embodiment  of  aunt  Colston's  mind  :  could  it 
be  other  than  correct  ? 

And  could  Joanna,  then,  sit  with  her  feet  on  the 
fender,  and  talk  about  an  evening  party,  in  such  a 
house,  and  such  a  presence  ?  Poor  Joanna !  she 
had  little  perception  of  the  individual  peculiarities 
and  proprieties  of  life.  Aunt  Colston's  severe  face 
and  well-directed  hints  were  quite  lost  upon  her ; 
and  not  even  when,  upon  one  occasion,  as  she 
lounged  back  in  an  arm-chair,  a  pillow  was  sent  for, 
that  she  might  be  more  comfortable,  did  she  per- 
ceive the  sarcasm  that  was  implied.  She  went  on 
talking  now  in  her  usual  careless  way,  as  we  sat,  as 
I  said,  around  the  fire,  in  the  beginning  of  January. 
We  had  been  dining  at  the  cottage,  Caroline, 
Joanna,  and  myself.  It  was  becoming  a  duty  re- 
quired of  some  of  us,  at  least  once  a  week ;  and  on 
other  days,  it  might  be  two  or  even  three  out  of  the 
seven,  my  aunt  and  Horatia  dined  with  us.  I  do 
not  know  what  other  people  may  think  of  such 
family  meetings,  but  these  were  to  me  very  trying. 
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Aunt  Colston  was  coming,  —  therefore  we  were  not 
to  make  any  other  engagements.  She  criticised  our 
mode  of  living ;  therefore  we  were  not  to  have  any 
thing  which  might  seem  extravagant :  but  she  was 
particular  in  the  dressing  of  a  dinner;  therefore 
special  instructions  were  to  be  given  to  the  cook  not 
to  let  the  mutton  be  too  much  roasted.  She  did  not 
like  early  dinners ;  therefore,  whatever  might  be  our 
wishes,  we  were  not  to  dine  before  six  o'clock.  She 
was  not  fond  of  reading  aloud ;  therefore  we  were 
to  put  aside  our  books  for  the  evening;  but  she 
liked  cheerful  society ;  therefore  we  were  all  to  exert 
ourselves  to  talk.  Persons  may  laugh  at  us  for 
submitting  to  such  a  yoke ;  but  I  doubt  if  any  one 
could  have  escaped  it.  The  power  exercised  over 
us  was  indefinable  ;  no  one  knew  exactly  where  it 
began,  or  where  it  ended.  It  would  have  required 
a  much  more  vigorous  mind  than  my  father's,  and  a 
far  more  selfish  spirit  than  my  mother's,  to  make 
any  resistance.  And  then  aunt  Colston  was  so 
kind,  she  made  us  so  many  presents,  she  was  so 
sensible,  so  well  informed,  she  had  such  good  judg* 
ment,  —  this  I  heard  said  every  day,  —  it  was  quite 
a  duty  to  show  respect  to  her.  And  so  it  was,  and 
the  attentions  required  were  but  trifling  ;  it  would 
have  been  an  unkindness  not  to  show  them.  The 
fault  really  was  not  so  much  in  aunt  Colston, 
thbugh  I  confess  I  think  she  was  inconsiderate,  as 
in  the  mistaken  idea  that  near  relations  can  go  in 
and  out  of  each  other's  houses  whenever  they  like, 
and  not  disturb  the  domestic  arrangements.  As 
our  old  nurse  used  sometimes  to  say  to  me,  when 
she  was  particularly  worried :  "In  or  out,  that's  what 
I  like.  Let  people  live  in  your  house,  or  out  of  it* 
If  they  are  in  the  house,  one  knows  what  to  do  for 
them ;  and  if  they  are  out  of  it,  they  can  do  for 

Q3 


174  THE  EXFERIEKCE  OF  LIFE. 

themselves ;  but  it's  past  bearing  to  go  on  in  this 
way." 

To  confess  the  truth,  I  was  a  little  inclined  some- 
times to  agree  with  her.  The  visits  to  the  cottage  I 
generally  escaped ;  I  was  not  strong  enough  to  risk 
the  night  air  in  an  open  pon^ -chaise,  and  though 
my  aunt  kept  a  little  close  carriage,  it  was  rather 
troublesome  to  ask  for  it  often  ;  so  that  I  was  gene- 
rally the  one  to  remain  at  home,  whilst  Caroline 
and  Joanna  went.  They  disliked  it,  probably,  less 
than  myself,  for  Caroline  was  indifferent  to  my 
aunt's  stiffness,  and  Joanna  was  insensible  to  it ; 
and  they  neither  of  them  shared  my  feelings  about 
Horatia*8  insincerity.  Joanna,  indeed,  professed  to 
be  fond  of  her,  and  Caroline  agreed  with  her  on 
many  points.  On  the  evening,  however,  to  which 
I  refer,  a  special  invitation  had  been  sent  to  me» 
which  I  could  not  think  of  refusing ;  and  the  car- 
riage came  for  me  at  five  o'clock,  and  leaving  Her- 
bert and  Hester  in  the  highest  delight,  because  they 
were  to  have  an  early  tea  with  papa,  and  mamma, 
and  Rejrinald,  I  drove  off,  rather,  I  think,  upon  the 
whole,  liking  the  change,  in  spite  of  Horatia. 

And  we  had  dined,  and  after  dinner  we  sat  round 
the  fire,  and  then  it  was  that  Joanna,  sitting  with 
her  feet  upon  the  fender,  made  the  memorable 
speech  to  which  I  have  twice  before  referred.  It 
caused  aunt  Colston  to  say,  in  her  most  resolirte 
tone,  "  My  dear  Joanna,  I  should  like  to  be  told 
what  effect  a  county  ball  can  have  upon  a  child's 
party."  "  Oh  I  but  it  is  not  merely  a  child's  party," 
replied  Joanna ;  we  meant  to  have  some  grown  up 
people."  "  A  child's  party  I  was  informed  it  was  to 
be,"  continued  my  aunt ;  "  your  mother  told  me  so." 
"  Oh,  yes !  dear  mamma !  she  thinks  so  now ;  but 
she  won't  think  so  long,  will  she,  Horatia? "  "Not 
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if  yon  girls  have  set  your  hearts  upon  the  contrary," 
said  Horatia,  her  voice  sounding  as  if  it  came  from 
under  the  floor ;  *'  there  are  no  girls  in  England, 
are  there,  aunt  Colston,  who  have  their  own  way  as 
much  as  they  all  have  at  East  Side  ?  '*  "  More  than 
is  desirable,  I  fear,"  said  ray  aunt.  I  knew  at  once, 
from  her  tone,  that  a  storm  was  brewing.  "  Really, 
Joanna,"  I  said,  "  you  have  made  up  your  mind 
very  quickly  about  this  party ;  no  one  else  has  heard 
of  any  thing  except  inviting  a  few  children,  to  keep 
Hester's  birthday."  "  The  few  children  can't  come 
alone,  my  dear  Sarah,"  observed  Carob'ne ;  "  there- 
fore their  papas  and  mammas  must  come  with  them ; 
and  if  they  are  all  going  to  the  county  ball,  they 
won't  be  able  to  come,  and  so  Joanna,  for  once,  is 
quite  right."  "  I  cannot  see  this  necessity  for  en- 
larging the  contemplated  party,"  interposed  my 
aunt ;  and  she  sat  quite  upright,  as  was  her  wont 
when  particularly  excited.  "A  child's  party  is 
very  well ;  the  children  come  early  and  go  early ; 
their  nurses  accompany  them ;  they  eat  bread  and 
butter,  and  play  in  the  school-room.  When  your 
mother  asked  my  opinion  as  to  the  desirableness  of 
giving  little  Hester  a  treat  on  her  birthday,  as  a 
reward  for  good  behaviour,  I  assured  her  I  saw  no 
objection ;  but  my  decision  would  have  been  far 
different,  if  I  had  foreseen  that  the  first  idea  was 
likely  to  expand  into  any  thing  like  a  regular  enter- 
tainment." We  were  silent.  O,  Joanna !  why 
had  she  ever  broached  the  subject  ? 

Horatia  sat  reckoning  with  her  fingers :  "  one, 
two,  three,  four,  five,  —  yes ;  it  will  be  the  fifth 
party  in  the  course  of  three  weeks  :  if  you  are  not 
the  very  gayest  people  I  ever  met  with ! "  I  am 
afraid  I  spoke  hastily.  "Horatia,  begging  your 
pardon,  I  think  that  is  an  exaggeration ;  I  should 
like  to  know "    "  Hush !  my  love,  hush !  control 
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yourself;  Hbratia  is  not  in  the  habit  of  ezagge*^ 
rating.  Tell  your  cousin,  my  dear  Horatia,  what 
the  parties  are  to  which  you  refer."  Horatia 
laughed.  *^  My  dear  aunt,  you  will  only  harrow  np 
the  poor  child's  sensitive  little  mind  ;  she  tries  so 
hard  to  believe  all  her  family  angels  of  wisdom  and 
sobriety."  "  I  try  to  believe  them  what  they  are," 
I  replied,  as  unconcernedly  as  I  could ;  ^  but  it  is 
not  a  question  about  the  family,  but  about  the 
parties  we  have  had  lately  which  I  want  you  to 
answer."  "What  does  it  signify,  Sarah  ?"  inter- 
rupted Caroline.  "I  dare  say  we  have  had  ^ye 
parties,  and,  if  it  should  be  necessary,  we  must 
have  five  more.  If  persons  have  a  number  of  ac- 
quaintances, they  must  take  trouble  to  keep  them  up. 
You  know  yourself  that  we  have  had  twice  as  many 
invitations  since  we  moved  to  East  Side  as  we  had 
before ;  we  take  in  the  country  now  as  well  as  the 
town."  The  subject  was  dropped.  I  was  learning 
not  to  be  pertinacious  even  in  self-defence.  Horatia 
proposed  to  ring  for  candles,  and  left  the  room, 
humming^he  air  of  "  Partant  pour  la  Syrie." 

When  we  were  preparing  to  return  home  that 
evening,  aunt  Colston  called  roe  into  her  room. 
She  was  grieved,  she  said,  to  see  that  ray  naturaUy 
hasty  temper  was  not  kept  under  more  strict  control. 
Horatia  might  have  been  wrong,  —  it  was  possible, 
though  not  likely,  —  for  she  was  in  general  scrupu- 
lously exact ;  but  she  might  in  this  instance  have 
erred  in  her  calculations  ;  still  it  was  no  reason  for 
sharp  expressions  and  an  angry  tone.  The  facts 
alluded  to  were,  indeed,  substantially  correct ;  we 
were  a  gay  and  thoughtless  family.  It  might  seem 
severe  to  call  us  extravagant,  but  it  was  her  own 
opinion  that  we  were  so,  all  of  us,  without  ex- 
ception. What  answer  was  to  be  made  to  such  a 
sweeping  accusation  ?    I  attempted  none.    "  I  have 
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how  been  with  you  manj  months,"  continued  my 
aunt,  *' constantly  associated  with  you,  I  can  be 
under  no  mistake.  I  see  no  economy  in  the  house- 
hold, no  thought  for  the  future, — nothing  but  a  wilful 
determination  of  living  for  the  present.  Whether, 
at  the  present  moment,  my  poor  sister  could  ar- 
range her  affairs  better,  I  cannot  pretend  to  say. 
If  she  had  carried  out  a  systematic  discipline  in 
childhood,  doubtless  you  would  all  have  been  dif- 
ferent. As  it  is,  the  children  are  fast  escaping 
parental   control.      Beginning  with   your   brother 

Vaughan "     An  exclamation  escaped  me  which 

I  repented  the  next  instant :  "  Vaughan  can  have 
nothing  to  do  with  this  offence.**  My  aunt  waved 
her  hand  for  silence.  "  I  do  not  choose  to  be  in- 
terrupted, Sarah.  Beginning  with  your  brother 
Vaughan,  supported  at  college  by  Mrs  Sarah 
Mortimer.**  "  I  beg  your  pardon,  aunt  Colston^**  I 
said,  —  and  I  hope  I  really  tried  to  be  patient,  and 
speak  respectfully,  —  "  but  my  father  bears  all 
Vaughan's  expenses,  except  forty  pounds  a  year, 
allowed  by  aunt  Sarah.**  "  Mrs  Sarah*  Mortimer 
of  course  knows  her  own  affairs  best,**  replied  my 
aunt ; "  but  I  should  have  supposed  a  woman  of  her 
age  and  long  experience  of  the  world,  would  have 
hesitated  to  uphold  a  young  man  like  Vaughan  in 
a  proud  and  absurd  dislike  to  a  situation  in  which 
he  might  have  gained  affluence,  and  have  been  a 
help  rather  than  an  incumbrance  to  his  family.** 
"  Aunt  Sarah  did  not  wish  to  uphold  Vaughan  in 
pride,  I  am  sure,**  I  ventured  to  reply ;  "  I  heard 
her  myself  say  that  if  it  had  always  been  proposed 
to  him  to  be  a  merchant,  and  he  had  never  before 
objected,  she  should  have  thought  it  his  duty  to 
submit ;  but  that  she  considered  it  incumbent  upon 
parents  to  keep  faith  with  their  children,  and  there- 
fore, as  he  had  always  been  brought  up  with  the 
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idea  of  going  to  college,  she  was  anxious  to  assist 
mj  father  in  fulfilling  his  engagement."  "  Very 
plausible/'  replied  my  aunt,  with  a  short,  dry  cough  ; 
*^  I  wish  1  could  add,  very  sensible.  But  I  do  not 
wish  to  distress  you,  Sarah,  by  any  remarks  upon 
your  aged  relative;  I  have  only  to  observe  now, 
that,  beginning  with  your  brother  Vaughan,  and 
ending  with  your  sister  Hester,  there  is  not  one,  ex- 
cept perhaps  Reginald,  who  is  not  lamentably  pro- 
fuse in  personal  expenditure.  I  feel  it  my  duty  to 
state  this  opinion  and  give  this  warning ;  I  shall 
leave  it  to  you  to  communicate  it  to  your  brothers 
and  sisters." 

Aunt  Colston  was  right;  —  that  was  the  pro- 
voking part  of  the  interview. 

Of  course,  then,  we  gave  up  the  idea  of  a  large 
party,  and  contented  ourselves  with  inviting  a  few 
children  to  keep  Hester's  birthday. 

No.  I  cannot  say  by  what  infatuation,  or  wilful- 
ness, or  thoughtlessness,  we  always  contrived  to  do 
the  very  thing  which  we  at  first  declared  to  be  ex- 
travagant ;  but  so  it  was.  One  resolute  will  in  a 
family,  whether  in  man  or  woman,  parent  or  child, 
governs  it.  My  father  might  demur,  my  mother 
suggest,  Joanna  might  complain,  and  I  might  argue, 
but  if  Caroline  set  her  heart  upon  any  single  thing, 
that  thing  was  done ;  and  Caroline  had  determined 
that  we  should  give  a  large  party,  and  a  large  party 
we  were  to  have. 

I  cannot  say  that  I  disliked  the  idea ;  it  is  very 
long  before  worldly  prudence  can  get  the  better  of 
youthful  spirits,  and  at  my  age  it  would  have  been 
difficult  not  to  enter  into  any  scheme  of  enjoyment. 
Besides,  I  could  not  see  with  aunt  Colston's  eyes.  I 
had  misgivings  that  all  was  not  quite  what  it  should 
be  in  our  mode  of  living ;  but  I  did  not  think  that 
one  party  more  or  less,  could  make  any  material 
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difference.  What  Caroline  herself  urged,  when  my 
mother  talked  of  expense,  appeared  to  me  reasonable 
enough  ;  it  was  not  curtailing  in  one  thing  which 
would  do  any  good,  and  one  large  party  would  serve 
the  purpose  of  ten  smaller  ones,  and  be  in  the  end 
decidedly  economical. 

And  so  it  might  have  been,  if  we  could  have  kept 
our  plans  within  due  limits ;  but  they  swelled  daily. 
First  it  was  to  be  a  carpet  dance  for  the  children ; 
then  for  the  brothers  and  sisters  who  might  accom* 
pany  them ;  then  a  carpet  was  troublesome,  and  it 
must  be  taken  up,  and  if  this  was  done,  people  would 
expect  good  music,  and  a  regular  dance,  and  then 
we  must  have  a  supper.  And  so  the  idea  grew, 
iiour  by  hour,  till  at  length  even  Caroline  herself 
was  startled  at  the  magnitude  which  it  assumed, 
^he  was  curiously  quiet  and  self-possessed  all  the 
time ;  not  in  the  least  excited,  or  seemingly  much 
interested.  I  never  saw  a  person  enter  upon  plea- 
sure more  methodically.  In  this  she  was  totally 
different  from  Horatia,  who,  from  the  moment  she 
found  we  were  determined  upon  the  party,  in  spite 
of  Aunt  Colstin's  warning,  appeared  to  throw  her- 
self heart  and  soul  into  our  plans.  "  Exceedingly 
good-natured  of  dear  Horatia,"  as  my  aunt  observed, 
"  so  unselfish,  setting  aside  her  own  feelings  and 
wishes."  And  Aunt  Colston  stood  aside  with  a 
sober  and  mournful  gaze,  and  Horatia  laughed  and 
told  us  before  her  that  we  were  naughty,  and  ob- 
stinate, and  horribly  extravagant ;  and  as  soon  as 
she  was  absent,  urged  all  kinds  of  petty  expenses 
which  were  certain  to  be  playfully  brought  forward 
against  us  at  the  first  opportunity. 

Aunt  Sarah  sympathised  with  us  to  a  certain 
extent ;  if  she  had  not,  I  might  have  been  more 
doubtful  of  the  wisdom  of  our  proceedings  than  1 
was.    She  murmured  and  grumbled  a  little  at  first; 
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and  told  us  we  were  sillj  bodies,  and  walking  was 
much  better  exercise  than  dancing ;  but  when  she 
found  the  party  was  determined  upon,  she  assisted 
us  in  sundry  ways,  saying,  as  she  one  day  put  ten 
pounds  into  my  hand :  "  There  Sally,  I  can't  give 
that  to  your  mother,  she  would  be  affronted  ;  bat 
Caroline  is  housekeeper,  so  tell  her  to  pay  the  music 
folks,  and  let  me  know  what  it  all  costs."  **It's  Christ- 
mas time,''  she  muttered  to  herself,  I  suspect  as  a  half 
apology  for  such  weakness;  "Young  things  will 
skip  about  at  Christmas;  but  mind,  Sally,"  she 
added,  assuming  a  severe  tone,  '^  no  folly  and  non- 
sense ;  have  what  you  want,  but  don't  have  more." 
The  warning  and  the  kindness  together  were  not 
thrown  away.  Caroline  was  quite  wise  enough  to 
know  that  aunt  Sarah  would  not  be  trifled  with. 
She  spent  the  money  as  it  was  intended;  gave  a 
proper  account,  and  the  music  was  the  best  managed, 
most  prudently  ordered  part  of  our  proposed  enter- 
tainment. 


CHAP.  XVIIL 


The  day  of  the  party  drew  near  ;  the  press  of  busi- 
ness was  great;  Joanna  had  gained  her  point  in 
postponing  the  dance  till  people  had  had  time  to  re- 
cover from  the  county  ball;  and,  in  consequence, 
the  answers  to  the  invitation  were  upon  the  whole 
satisfactory.  This  was  setting  aside  the  excuse  of 
Hester's  birthday  ;  but  the  whole  thing  was  so  en- 
tirely altered  from  its  original  intention  that  it  did 
not  much  signify.  The  children,  delighted  at  the 
excitement,  were  quite  willing  to  reUnquish  any 
special  festivities  for  themselves,  and  were  satisfied 
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with  having  a  continual  holiday,  because  there  was  so 
much  to  be  done.  It  is  veiy  pleasant  to  give  one's 
self  up  for  a  little  while  to  this  kind  of  merry 
bustle ;  very  pleasant,  that  is,  when  one  is  young, 
and  when  care  has  not  settled  itself  so  firmly  in 
one's  heart  as  never  to  be  displaced  by  any  outward 
circumstances.  I  do  not  think  I  ever  spent  a  more 
light-hearted  three  days  than  those  preceding  our 
grand  party.  We  were  all  bent  upon  one  object, — 
all  willing  to  work  to  the  utmost.  My  mother,  re- 
joiced to  see  us  happy;  my  father  liked  any  thing 
which  roused  him ;  Caroline  was  thoroughly  satis- 
fied in  her  position  as  conmiander-in-chief,  issuing 
orders,  and  receiving  willing  and  prompt  obedience ; 
and  the  rest  of  us,  including  Yaughan,  who  was  at 
home  for  the  Oxford  vacation,  were  in  a  state  of 
perpetual  wonder  and  delight  at  our  skill  in  nailing 
up  evergreens,  and  making  artificial  flowers.  As 
ibr  aunt  Colston,  she  kept  to  her  cottage,  whilst 
Horatia  wandered  backwards  and  forwards  to  criti- 
cise and  report  progress. 

"  You  are  getting  on  famously,  I  see,"  she  said, 
as  she  appeared  suddenly  in  the  dining-room  on 
the  first  day  when  we  began  our  work  of  orna- 
menting. "  We  shall  do  by-and-bye,"  said  Joannn, 
not  even  turning  round  to  look  at  her,  so  entirely 
was  she  engrossed  in  twining  some  evergreens  round 
a  stand  upon  which  liglits  were  to  be  placed. 
**  Aladdin's  palace  will  be  nothing  to  yours,"  con- 
tinued Horatia:  '*  and  in  what  form  are  you  great 
ladies  going  to  appear  on  the  night  of  this  celebrated 
fete  ?  *'  '*  Our  own,  I  hope,"  I  said,  laughing :  "  you 
would  not  have  us  come  forth  as  Eastern  princesses, 
I  suppose."  **  Indeed !  I  don't  know. — I  doubt  if 
any  thing  less  will  suit  you."  "  I  have  a  new 
white  muslin  frock,"  said  Hester,  whose  mind  had 
been  much  occupied  that  morning  with  the  business 
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of  trying  it  on  "Have  you  indeed,  little  one;" 
and  Horatia  stooped  down  and  gave  her  a  kiss; 
"  and  has  sister  Sarah  a  white  muslin  frock  too  ?  " 
"  Yes ;  but  Sarah's  is  not  new,"  said  Hester. 
"  Sarah  won't  have  a  new  frock."  "  Oh  1  fie !  fie ! 
—  not  have  a  new  frock  on  such  a  grand  night! 
They  will  take  sister  Sarah  for  a  housemaid." 
Hester  coloured  crimson.  "  They  may  take  her 
for  what  they  like,"  she  exclaimed,  "  but  they  won't 
make  her  so.  She  never  looks  like  a  housemaid, 
does  she  Herbert  ?  "  The  two  children  stood  up, 
side  by  side,  prepared  boldly  for  my  defence. 
"  Sister  Sarah  teaches  spirit  to  her  pupils,  at  any 
rate,"  said  Horatia,  with  a  laugh.  "  Never  mind, 
my  pretty  children,  sister  Sarah's  a  wise  woman, 
and  knows  what  she's  about."  I  don't  know  what 
there  was  in  the  tone  of  this  observation  that  struck 
me  unpleasantly,  but  I  was  foolish  enough  to  reply, 
— "  that  I  certainly  did  know  what  I  was  about.  — 
I  was  anxious  to  save  my  money,  and  make  an  old 
dress  do  instead  of  a  new  one."  "  Vastly  sapient !" 
replied  Horatia ;  "  quite  beyond  our  age.  What  do 
the  elder  sisters  say  to  the  old  white  muslin  dress  ?  " 
"  Oh !  Sarah,"  exclaimed  Joanna,  who  had  been 
attracted  by  the  last  observation,  "  you  can't  really 
be  so  absurd ! — the  notion  of  making  yourself  such  a 
figure !  Why !  the  dress  is  a  year  old."  "  I  have 
worn  it  very  little,"  I  replied ;  "  and  I  am  having  it 
altered :  the  great  advantage  of  a  dress  of  that  kind 
is,  that  when  it  is  washed  it  looks  as  if  it  was  new." 
**  Oh  I  no,"  replied  Joanna ;  "  Caroline,  do  come 
here  and  listen  to  what  Sarah  says."  Caroline 
came  forward  with  the  air  of  decided  good  judg- 
ment **  Well,"  was  all  she  condescended  to  say, 
"  It  is  merely  the  question  of  new  lamps  for  old  in 
Aladdin's  palace,"  said  Horatia.  "  Our  sapient 
princess  thinks  the  old  lamp  the  most  valuable ;  and 
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doubtless  she  has  the  best  of  reasons  for  such  a 
conclusion."  The  sarcastic  smile  on  her  face  was 
intolerable  to  me.  I  had  naturally  a  quick  temper, 
and  I  have  no  doubt,  that  although  I  did  not  speak, 
my  countenance  showed  that  I  was  considerably 
annoyed.  "  One  would  wear  sackcloth  to  be 
thought  a  saint,  would  one  not  ?"  continued  Horatia, 
turning  away  from  me  and  addressing  Joanna.  "  I 
don't  know,"  replied  Joanna,  honestly;  "  I  should  not 
like  it."  "  St.  Anne!  St.  Margaret!  St.  Lucy!"  con- 
tinued Horatia,  "  I  don't  think  I  ever  heard  of  a  St. 
Sarah !  did  you  Hester  ?  Sister  Sarah  will  be  the 
first  saint  of  the  name."  Hester  looked  at  her  in 
perplexity.  "  I  dislike  this  kind  of  bantering  very 
niuch^  Horatia,"  I  said ;  "  I  shall  really  be  obliged 
if  you  will  stop  it."  Horatia  laughed  merrily. 
"  Touched,  I  declare !  but  saints  should  never  be 
out  of  temper.  She  won't  be  Saint  Sarah,  if  she 
talks  so,  will  she,  Hester?"  "Run  to  the  school- 
toom,  and  fetch  my  scissors,  Hester,*'  I  said ;  "  and 
Herbert,  go  too,  and  see  if  you  can  find  another 
sheet  of  coloured  paper.  And  now,  Horatia,"  I 
added,  when  the  children  were  gone,  "  will  you  let 
me  say,  seriously,  that  I  dislike  this  conversation 
before  the  little  ones.  I  can*t  reply  to  it,  or  I 
should  lose  my  temper;  so  you  will  oblige  me,  I 
am  sure,  by  not  repeating  it."  "  Then  you  will 
oblige  me  by  not  wearing  a  shabby  old  dress."  I 
really  could  not  be  angry  a  moment  longer;  her 
tone  was  so  exceedingly  good-natured;  but  I  was 
not  going  to  yield,  though  I  smiled. — I  said  she  "must 
allow  me  to  be  obstinate,  and  take  my  own  way.'' 
"  And  you  must  allow  me  to  take  mine,"  and  she 
ran  out  of  the  room,  calling  out  "good  bye;  I  quite 
forgot,  it  will  be  dinner  time." 

We  were  lingering  the  next  morning  in  the 
school-room,  after  breakfast,  the  dining  room  being 
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now  useless,  when  a  large  mercer's  parcel  was 
brought  in  and  laid  upon  the  table  before  me.  It 
contained  half  a  dozen  handsome,  but  expensive 
dresses.  A  lady  had  directed  them  to  be  sent  to 
East  Side  for  Miss  Sarah  to  look  at.  **  Horatia  must 
have  ordered  them,"  said  Joanna,  examining  them 
leisurely.  Was  I  to  be  pleased  or  angry  ?  "  They 
are  very  beautiful,"  I  said,  "  but  they  will  not  do  for 
me.  Now,  Caroline,  what  are  we  to  set  to  work 
upon  ?  "  This  would  be  the  very  perfection  of  a  dress 
for  you,  Sarah ; "  and  Joanna  took  the  silk  out  of  the 
parcel.  "  I  should  wear  it  once,  and  put  it  by  for 
ever,*'  I  replied.  **  Please,  Joanna,  don't  unfold  any 
more."  **  Only  this  one."  I  was  going  away,  but  the 
door  opened,  and  aunt  Colston  and  Horatia  came  in. 
Horatia  rushed  up  to  the  table,  as  if  the  sight  of  the 
silks  had  quite  overpowered  all  thought  of  civility. 
"  Are  not  they  enchanting  dresses? — fit  for  a  duch- 
ess ?"  she  exclaimed.  "  Fit  for  a  duchess,  indeed," 
observed  aunt  Colston,  solemnly.  "  I  am  much  obliged 
to  you  for  sending  them,  Horatia,"!  said,  "for  I  knew 
at  once  it  must  have  been  your  thought ;  but  really 
I  am  sorry  you  gave  the  people  the  trouble;  you 
know  I  never  intended  to  have  one."  *'  Oh !  Sarah ! 
Sarah!  what  shall  we  say  next!"  and  Horatia 
held  up  her  finger  in  playful  threatening.  **  You 
should  have  made  up  your  mind  yesterday,  Sarah," 
said  my  aunt :  "  it  is  a  long  distance  from  Cars- 
dale  to  East  Side."  *^  It  is  entirely  Horatia's  doing," 
I  began ;  but  Horatia  caught  up  my  words  :  "  Yes, 
entirely  my  doing, — entirely  my  choice ;  I  spent  half 
an  hour  yesterday  afternoon  in  looking  at  the  hand- 
somest dresses  in  Long's  shop ;  there  were  no  others 
at  all  equal  to  these."  "  No,"  observed  aunt  Colston, 
her  tone  deepening  in  solemnity, — "  they  must  have 
been  by  far  the  best  in  the  shop,  and  the  most  expen- 
sive.    It  is  a  great  pity,  Sarah,  that  you  should  have 
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allowed  them  to  be  sent  out,  if  jou  had  no  intention 
of  making  a  purchase.  Still,  though  I  very  much 
dislike  this  fickleness  of  determination,  I  confess 
that  I  shall  think  better  of  your  sober  judgment,  if 
you  keep  to  your  determination,  and  resist  the 
temptation." 

I  felt  more  cross  at  the  word  temptation  than  I 
can  possibly  describe.  Temptation !  it  was  no  tempt- 
ation to  me.  I  could,  as  far  as  I  was  concerned^ 
have  seen  the  silks  thrown  into  the  fire,  without  a 
shadow  of  regret  Not  being  able  to  trust  myself 
at  the  moment  with  a  reply,  Horatia  answered  for 
me. — "  It  is  easy  to  resist  temptation,  when  there  is 
a  good  motive,'*  she  said,  with  a  very  peculiar 
emphasis.  *'  1  am  sure,  aunt,  that  for  the  sake  of 
pleasing  you,  Sarah  would  give  up  the  most  splen- 
did dress  that  ever  was  made."  "  You  are  very 
kind,  my  dear,  to  say  so.  I  only  wish  I  could  think 
that  I  had  the  influence  which  you  imagine ;  things 
would  be  different  from  what  tbey  are ; "  and  aunt 
CJolston  sighed  deeply.  I  really  could  not  allow 
this  absurd  scene  to  go  on;  and  feeling  that  my 
words  were  likely  to  be  taken  up  and  diverted  to  a 
contrary  meaning,  I  contented  myself  with  quietly 
closing  the  parcel.  **  Self-command,  I  see,"  ob- 
served my  aunt,  with  a  look  of  approbation.  I  fear 
it  was  praise  very  ill  deserved.  '*  And  now  to  the 
scene  of  the  future  festivities ! "  said  Horatia.  Aunt 
Colston  drew  back.  "  You  won*t  have  any  thing 
to  do  with  such  naughtiness,  aunt  ?  "  said  Horatia, 
laugliing.  "You  won't  sec  how  many  beautiful 
stands,  for  wax  candles  Joanna  has  been  ornament- 
ing?— and  you  won't  give  your  opinion  about  the 
coloured  lamps ? '*  "I  prefer  not,  my  love ;  what  I 
do  not  approve  I  have  no  wish  to  sanction  by  my 
presence.  When  I  have  seen  my  sister  I  shall 
return  to  the  cottage."     She  had  no  sooner  left  ud 
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thnn  Horatia  once  more  unfastened  the  parcel. 
♦*  Now,  Sarah,  don't  be  angfy,  but  you  really  must 
have  one  of  the  dresses.  They  are  not  at  all  expen- 
sive of  their  kind  ;  and,  in  fact,  I  was  so  sure  you 
would  take  one,  that  I  gave  it  as  a  reason  for  sending^ 
them  out."  "  Then,  indeed,  Horatia,"  I  exclaimed, 
**  you  gave  a  reason  which  you  had  no  right  to  give. 
I  beg  your  pardon  for  saying  so;  but  I  am  not 
going  to  be  teazed  into  an  extravagance."  **  Or 
into  displeasing  aunt  Colston,"  said  Horatia,  with 
that  same  indescribable  smile  of  withering  sarcasm 
which  I  had  before  felt  it  so  difficult  to  bear.  Her 
meaning  flashed  across  me  suddenly.  "  You  think 
I  have  an  object  in  winning  aunt  Colston's  favours," 
I  exclaimed.  Horatia  was  silent  for  a  moment; 
then  she  said,  in  a  tone  still,  determined,  and  calm, 
and  utterly  unlike  her  usual  brusque  indifference, — 
"  Your  own  conscience  will  best  answer  that  ques- 
tion." I  doubt  whether  any  mind  can  in  a  moment 
rise  superior  to  a  sudden  and  vague  accusation. 
She  spoke  so  strongly,  that  I  actually  hesitated  to 
deny  the  charge.  "  It  may  be  of  little  consequence 
to  you,"  continued  Horatia,  her  manner  evincing  the 
same  inward  but  thoroughly  controlled  excitement, 
"  whether  or  not  you  succeed  in  gaining  that  which  I 
have  considered  my  place  in  aunt  Colston's  estima- 
tion. You  have  a  father  and  mother,  brothers  and 
sisters,  —  you  live  in  the  midst  of  friends  and  luxu- 
ries. —  I  have  nothing ;  —  nothing, "  she  repeated ; 
and  she  sat  down  and  leant  her  head  upon  her 
hands.  I  stood  by  her  quite  bewildered.  "  My 
dear  Horatia,"  I  said,  "  you  really  are  conjuring  up 
a  phantom  to  distress  yourself.  What  have  I  to  do 
with  gaining  aunt  Colston's  esteem?  Of  course^  I 
should  be  glad  for  her  to  like  me,  but  it  is  impos*- 
sible  for  me  ever  to  come  in  your  way ;  —  and  what 
has  all  this  to  do  with  buying  a  silk  dress  ?    It  really 
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ig'absnrd  to  make  such  a  fuss  about  a  trifle."  '^  Yes^ 
absurd,  —  quite  absurd,"  she  exclaimed,  starting  up. 
•*  How  foolish  I  was  to  speak  !  Yet  if  you  were  in 
my  place, —  but  we  won't  talk  of  it," — and  there 
came  a  deep  sigh.  "  We  will  forget  all  that, 
Sarah."  "So  you  won't  take  the  dress  after  all? 
Well,  you  are  very  wise;  I  wish  I  could  be  the  same." 
I  was  not  very  wise.  I  was  excessively  weak ; 
but  I  was  not  eighteen,  little  used  to  the  ways  of 
the  world,  shrinking  with  the  most  acute  feeling 
from  the  least  suspicion  of  a  double  motive.  I 
fancied  that  by  one  act  I  might  convince  Horatia  of 
the  folly  of  her  suspicion ;  and,  quite  forgetting  the 
warnings  I  had  received  from  Lady  Emily  Rivers, 
I  said,  as  she  began  slowly  to  fasten  the  string 
round  the  parcel, — "  there  is  no  hurry  ;  I  can  think 
about  it.**  "  As  you  like,"  said  Horatia,  carelessly, 
yet  unfastening  the  string  again ;  "  it  is  of  no 
consequence.  1  must  contrive  an  excuse  for  the 
trouble  the  people  have  had ; "  and,  without  another 
word,  she  left  me. 

My  mother  came  into  the  room  very  soon  after- 
wards. I  was  still  standing  at  the  table,  looking  at 
the  open  parcel,  feeling  that  it  was  silly  to  be  un- 
decided, but  urged  by  an  impatient  longing  to  do 
something  which  might,  as  it  were,  clear  myself 
from  suspicion.  "  Doubting  about  the  new  dress, 
my  child  ?"  she  said,  in  the  tone  of  gentle  fondness 
in  which  she  always  addressed  us.  "  Suppose  we 
go  shares  in  the  expense.  I  should  not  like  to  see 
you  different  from  your  sisters."  It  was  only  a  half 
8atisf action  which  I  felt ;  I  had  been  so  thoroughly 
annoyed  ;  yet  I  do  not  think  my  mother  noticed  my 
manner.  I  thought  I  would  tell  her  all  that  had 
passed ;  but  it  seemed  unkind  to  Horatia ;  so  I 
kissed  her,  and  thanked  her,  and  we  chose  the 
silk.     When  Horatia  came  back,  I  said  that  my 
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mother  wished  me  to  have  it,  and  had  taken  half 
the  expense.     "  Oh !  verj  well !  '*  was  the  reply. 
I  did  not  know  till  afterwards  that  it  was  Horatia 
who  had  suggested,  in  my  mother's  presence,  how 
much  I  wished  for  the  dress ! 


CHAP.  XIX. 


"  And  to-moiTow,  you  young,  silly  things  are  going 
to  jump  ahout  all  night,  instead  of  lying  quietly  in 
your  heds,  are  you?  *'  said  aunt  Sarah,  speaking  to 
Hester,  who  had  walked  with  me  into  Carsdale 
on  some  housekeeping  business,  no  one  else  being 
at  leisure.  Hester  clapped  her  hands  in  glee ; 
"  Yes ;  and  Herbert  and  I  are  to  sit  up  as  long  as 
ever  we  like  ;  and  there  are  to  be  so  many  people  ; 
and  the  dining-room  looks  so  lovely !  '*  "  And  you 
mean  to  enjoy  yourself  too,  do  you,  Sally?**  con- 
tinued aunt  Sarah.  *^  I  hope  so,"  I  said  ;  but  my 
voice  could  not  have  been  very  cheerful,  for  I  was 
feeling  far  from  well;  the  fatigue  of  the  last  few 
days  had  been  too  much  for  me ;  and  Horatia*s  un- 
comfortable suspicions  had  depressed  my  spirits. 
**  Here,  child,"  said  aunt  Sarah,  pointing  to  the 
footstool,  which  had  become  my  accustomed  seat 
whenever  I  was  with  her  ;  "  sit  down  and  rest  your- 
self, and  have  a  quiet  mind  for  a  few  minutes,  if 
you  can  ;  and  Hester,  run  away  and  see  what  Molly 
and  Betty  are  doing."  Hester  complied  willingly, 
for  the  two  old  servants  petted  her  uncommonly, 
and  allowed  her  to  do  any  thing  she  liked,  except 
touch  the  lemon  plants  ;  and  her  happiness  was 
complete  when  she  was  told  to  ask  Molly  to  give 
her  some  bread  and  butter,  and  to  draw  some  beer 
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ipto  the  great  earthenware  cup,  the  figure  of  a  stout 
little  man,  which  usually  went  by  the  name  of  Toby. 
"And  now,  Sally,  what  is  the  matter?"  said  my 
aunt,  when  Hester  was  gone.  I  could  not  help 
smiling  as  I  answered,  —  "Something,  aunt  Sarah, 
for  you  won't  let  me  say,  nothing.**  "  To  be  sure 
not,  child.  Nothing  is  for  fools  or  babies**  "  Well 
then,  aunt  Sarah,  it  is  a  weary  world ;  and  I  have 
a  pain  in  my  back,  and  a  headache,  and  I  think  I 
should  like  to  lie  down  and  go  to  sleep.**  **  Umph ! 
you  are  not  used,  Sally,  to  look  glumpy  because 
your  head  aches ;  that  is  not  it.  What  have  you 
got  on  your  mind  ?"  "  That  I  am  not  as  good  as  I 
should  be,**  I  replied.  "You  will  live  a  pretty  long 
time  before  that's  off  your  mind;  maybe  the 
thought  will  grow  worse  as  you  grow  older.  Speak 
out  plainly,  child,  and  say  what  is  the  matter.**  "  I 
would  if  I  could,"  I  said,  "  but  I  really  don't  know. 
I  am  sure,  though,  you  understand  the  feeling,  when 
everything  seems  to  go  wrong,  and  yet  there  is  no- 
thing particularly  amiss.'*  "  To  be  sure  I  do ; 
every  one  does.  But  I  will  tell  you  how  I  manage, 
Sally,  when  it  comes.  I  sit  down; — years  ago  I 
might  have  knelt  down ;  for  we  are  truer  with  our- 
selves when  we  kneel  than  when  we  sit ;  —  and  I 
make  it  a  business  to  find  out  what  is  the  matter. 
If  it's  a  fault  of  my  own,  I  say  a  prayer  for  myself; 
and  if  it's  a  fault  of  other  people's,  I  say  a  prayer 
for  them  ;  and  if  it's  neither  one  nor  the  other,  why 
then  I  send  for  the  doctor."  "And  if  it  is  all 
three  ?  "  I  said.  "  Why,  I  take  all  three  remedies. 
So  now,  child,  set  to  work  and  think."  "  I  don't 
believe  it  requires  much  thought,"  I  replied ;  "  I 
know,  quite  well,  I  am  cross ;  and  that  must  be  my 
own  fault."  "  Yes,  surely ;  whatever  troubles  us, 
if  we  are  cross  we  are  wrong."  "  But  I  will  tell 
you  what,  aunt  Sarah,"  I  said,  "  it  is  easier  to  be 
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good-tempered  in  a  small  family  than  a  large.** 
"  Possibly ;  but  that  is  no  excuse."  "  You  are  very 
hard  upon  me,"  I  exclaimed,  laughing ;  "you  won't 
let  me  have  the  shadow  of  an  apology."  "  I  thought 
you  wanted  to  find  out  what  you  were  wrong  in,** 
answered  my  aunt.  '*  Well,  perhaps  I  do ;  but  still 
I  should  like  to  make  a  good  case  for  myself,  if  I 
could ;  and  with  so  many  brothers  and  sisters,  and 
60  many  things  to  do  and  to  think  of,  and  not  too 
much  money  to  do  it  all  with,  home  is  trying,  aunt 
Sarah."  "  It  wouldn't  be  trying  to  an  angel,  Sally,** 
said  my  aunt.  I  sighed  ~  it  was  my  only  answer. 
"  Home  life,  such  a  life  as  yours,  is  very  trying, 
Sally,"  continued  aunt  Sarah.  "An  old  woman 
like  me,  sitting  in  an  arm-chair  all  day,  I  dare  say 
can't  tell  half  how  trying :  but  it*s  not  the  things 
themselves  which  are  in  fault ;  it's  because  we  don't 
let  them  do  the  work  they  are  intended  for.  Cross 
words  are  meant  to  make  us  gentle,  and  delays 
teach  patience,  and  care  teaches  faith,  and  press 
of  business  makes  us  look  out  for  minutes  to 
give  to  God,  and  disappointment  is  a  special  mes- 
senger to  summon  our  thoughts  to  heaven.  If, 
when  they  all  come,  we  would  seek  not  to  run  away 
from  them,  but  to  learn  God's  lesson  in  them,  we 
should  soon  leave  off  calling  them  trying."  "  And 
if  we  find  we  always  are  running  away  from  them  ?" 
I  asked.  "Then  there  lies  the  fault;  and  we  had 
best  pray  God  to  forgive  it,  and  set  ourselves  to 
mend  it ;  and  remember,  child,  we  all  have  some 
lessons  to  learn ;  if  they  are  not  many,  they  are 
long,  and  that  is  the  difference  ofttimes  between 
large  families  and  small,  old  people  and  young : 
but  it  all  comes  to  the  same  end."  "  Then  we  must 
never  allow  that  others  are  in  fault,"  I  said.  "  What 
makes  you  talk  such  nonsense,  Sally?  I  dare  say  at 
East  Side  they  are  in  fault  all  day  long ;  Caroline, 
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and  Joanna,  and  the  rest  of  them,  and  that  Miss 
Gray  at  the  head  ;  and  if  they  are  worrying,  you 
niay  be  sorry  for  them,  and  have  a  thought  of  them 
when  you  say  your  prayers ;  but  that  is  all  your 
business  with  them,  and  when  it  is  finished  you 
liave  nothing  to  do  but  to  make  the  best  use  of  the 
trouble  for  yourself."  **  I  think  it  would  be  easier," 
I  said,  "if  the  worries  were  not  so  constant;  but 
they  actually  haunt  me.  I  find  myself  thinking  of 
them  all  day  long.*'  "  Then  turn  them  out  by 
others,"  said  my  aunt.  I  looked  up  at  her  to  ask  her 
meaning.  "People  who  are  much  troubled  with 
home  worries,*'  she  continued,  "grow  tired  of 
fighting  with  them  always  in  the  same  way,  how- 
ever good  the  way  may  be,  as  a  man  would  be  sick 
at  heart  if  he  had  to  fight  a  giant  always  with  the 
same  weapons ;  and  then  they  sit  down  idle,  and 
the  worries  gain  the  day.  But  if  there  are  other 
troubles  ready  at  hand  to  take  their  place,  why  it 
makes  a  change,  and  gives  fresh  spirit  and  ease,  if 
it's  only  by  shifting  the  efibrt  from  the  right  hand 
to  the  left."  "  I  don*t  think  I  quite  understand,'*  I 
said.  "  There  is  nothing  difiicult  in  it,  child.  The 
worries  come  to  me,  sometimes,  in  my  arm-chair ; 
—  troubles  about  all  of  you,  or  Miss  Cole — and 
thoughts  of  things  that  may  happen  when  I  am  in  my 
grave :  but  if  there  comes  a  knock  at  the  door,  and 
a  starving  woman  asks  for  a  loaf  of  bread,  why 
that's  a  new  care,  and  it  turns  the  old  ones  out ; 
and  after  a  time  I  go  back  to  them  quite  fresh. 
Depend  upon  it,  Sally,  people  who  have  two  sets  of 
troubles  are  better  off"  than  those  who  have  only 
one."  "Then  the  best  thing  I  can  do,"  I  said,  "is 
to  find  out  some  sad  distress  to  think  about  in  an- 
other family.  I  cannot  see  how  it  is  to  be  done 
though,  for  I  know  little  enough  of  the  people  about 
us.**    "  Then  the  sooner  you  do  know,  the  better," 
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continued- my  aunt.  "  That  we  did  not  know,  will 
never  serve  our  turn  when  the  Great  Day  of  account 
comes."  I  was  struck  with  the  seriousness  of  her 
manner,  and  felt  rather  ashamed  of  excusing  myself 
by  saying  that  I  had  so  much  to  do  at  home  it  had 
never  occurred  to  me  that  it  could  be  a  duty  to  think 
of  any  thing  beyond.  "  It  is  a  common  blunder 
enough,"  observed  my  aunt,  "  and  no  wonder  such 
a  child  as  you  should  fall  into  it.  Besides,  it  is  not 
your  duty  to  go  about  and  preach  to  the  poor  people, 
like  the  clergyman ;  nor  to  build  their  cottages,  and 
see  that  they  have  plenty  of  work,  and  don't  starve, 
like  Mr.  Rivers."  "And  what  else  is  to  be  done, 
then  ?"  I  inquired.  "  Where  there's  a  will  there's 
a  way,"  replied  my  aunt.  "  Your  mother  is  a  kind- 
hearted  woman,  I  know,  and  finds  out  a  good  deal 
that  is  going  on  about  her ;  go  and  ask  her  if  you 
can  do  any  thing  to  help ;  and  there  is  Lady  Emily 
Rivers,  too,  she  has  half  a  parish  on  her  hands;  tell 
her  you  would  like  to  make  a  baby's  frock,  or  a 
fiannel  petticoat,  or  to  do  something,  no  matter  what, 
she  will  put  you  in  the  way ;  and  by-and*bye  you 
may  get  to  know  something  about  the  people  and 
their  troubles,  and  then  you'll  begin  to  feel  that 
there's  something  in  the  world  to  care  for  and  think 
about  outside  your  own  gate ;  and  so,  by  heeding 
other  people's  worries,  maybe  you'll  forget  your  own. 
Not,  Sally,  that  forgetting  one's  own  is  the  reason 
for  doing  the  kindness,  but  it's  the  blessing  which 
God  grants;  and  many  a  time  when  we  are  swallowed 
up  with  care,  it's  just  because  we  have  not  taken 
His  method  for  getting  rid  of  it."  "  You  will  let 
me  say  one  thing  to  you,  aunt  Sarah,  won't  you  ?"  I 
replied,  "  for  you  know  I  like  to  do  everything  you 
recommend,  but  I  do  not  think  you  can  imagine  how 
very  little  time  I  have  to  myself."  My  aunt  turned 
slowly  round  in  her  chair,  and  stretching  out  her 
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band  to  a  bookcase  which  stood  close  to  her  in  a 
recess  near  the  fireplace,  took  from  it  a  volume  of 
the  works  of  Jeremy  Taylor.  Then  carefully  ad- 
justing her  spectacles,  she  read  to  me  the  following 
passage : — ^'  He  that  is  in  debt  is  not  excused  from 
giving  alms  till  his  debts  are  paid,  but  only  from 
giving  away  such  portions  which  should  and  would 
pay  them,  and  such  which  he  intended  should  do  it 
There  are  crumbs  from  the  table,  and  the  gleanings 
of  the  harvest,  and  the  scatterings  of  the  vintage, 
which  in  all  estates  are  the  portion  of  the  poor; 
which,  being  collected  by  the  hand  of  Providence, 
and  united  wisely,  may  become  considerable  to  the 
poor,  and  are  the  necessary  duties  of  charity." 
"That,  Sally,  was  the  saying  of  a  sensible  man; 
and,  being  sense,  it  holds  good  for  every  tiling  ;  for 
time  as  well  as  alms.  Time  may  be  owed  ever  so 
entirely  as  a  duty  at  home,  but  the  fragments  belong 
to  the  poor ;  and  we  are  bound  to  see  that  they 
have  them.  There  is  no  excuse  for  any  one  —  not 
for  a  lawyer,  aor  a  merchant,  nor  a  statesman  ;  for 
if  it  can't  be  given  in  deeds  and  words,  it  can  and 
must  be  in  prayers.  And  now,  child,  that  I  have 
put  the  notion  into  your  head,  just  ask  yourself, 
when  next  you  think  about  such  matters,  whether, 
perchance,  when  you  are  what  you  call  cross,  it  is 
not  because  you  harp  too  much  upon  your  own 
troubles,  and  give  too  little  heed  to  other  persons.*' 
Aunt  Sarah's  observations  required  some  consi- 
deration to  enable  me  fully  to  comprehend  and  carry 
them  out,  but  they  certainly  had  the  effect  of  divert- 
ing my  thoughts  from  myself,  as  I  set  out  with 
Hester  for  Miss  G-reen's  house,  in  the  back  street; 
and  as  I  walked  along,  I  found  myself  watching  the 
poor  people  who  passed  by,  pondering  what  the 
trials  of  their  lives  might  be,  and  wishing  that  I 
could  at  once  see  some  straight  and  easy  way  for 
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relieving  them.  So  far  the  conversation  had  done 
me  good  j  but  I  am  not  sure  whether  perfect  rest 
would  not  have  been  better  for  me.  I  felt  more  and 
more  unwell  as  I  went  on,  giddj  and  inclined  to  be 
faint ;  and  when  we  reached  Miss  Green's,  my  first 
request  was  for  a  glass  of  water.  Hester  looked 
frightened ;  and  Miss  G-reen  begged  me  to  lie  down 
on  the  black  sofa ;  but  I  persuaded  myself  that  I 
was  better,  and  proceeded  to  business. 

The  dress  was  brought  down;  as  Miss  Green 
remarked,  in  true  dress-making  phraseology,  it 
was  "very  genteel."  Hester  was  in  ecstacies; 
"  her  darling  Sarah  had  never  worn  any  thing 
so  beautiful  before!"  It  had  been  tried  on  the 
day  previous,  but  she  insisted  upon  seeing  me  in 
it  again ;  and  I  confess  that  I  was  not  unwilling 
to  gratify  her.  There  is,  I  suspect,  a  pleasure 
in  wearing  a  new  dress^  independent  of  personal 
vanity;  somewhat  derived  from  the  neatness  and 
stiffness,  somewhat  more  from  the  satisfaction  of 
seeing  one's  own  well-known  form  and  features, 
under  a  new  combination,  like  the  change  of 
the  figures  in  a  kaleidescope.  But  be  that  as  it 
may,  I  put  on  the  dress,  and  Miss  Green  pulled 
and  adjusted,  with  pins  in  her  mouth,  ready  for  any 
emergency,  and  decided  that  it  wanted  a  very 
little  taking  in  at  the  waist,  and  then  it  would  quite 
do ;  and  I  twisted  myself  round,  and  looked  over 
my  shoulder,  into  the  large  pier-glass,  and  felt 
decidedly  pleased,  but  terribly  giddy;  and  —  a 
knock  at  the  door. 

"  Only  the  Miss  Mortimers,  Ma'am.  Miss  Green 
will  attend  to  you  directly."  There  was  an  arrival. 
Horatia  Gray,  —  with  her  my  aunt  Colston.  I 
do  not  think  I  spoke.  I  am  certain  I  felt  guilty. 
"  We  have  just  finished  trying  on  Miss  Sarah's 
dres3/'  said  little  Miss  Green.     She  began  unfas- 
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tening  it  Aunt  Colston  stood  rigid  as  a  statue, 
with  her  cold  eyes  fixed  upon  mj  handsome  silk. 
Horatia  came  up,  and  in  a  loud  whisper  said,  that  I 
was  queen-like.  She  smoothed  down  the  folds  of 
the  dress  as  she  spoke.  The  touch  was  intolerable, 
I  sat  down  on  the  sofa,  partly  to  escape  from  it, 
partly  because  I  felt  so  ill.  I  have  a  clear  remem- 
brance of  aunt  Colston's  look,  —  determined  and 
contemptuous;  —  but  that  was  all,  and  I  fainted 
away. 


CHAP.  XX. 

The  long  anticipated  party  was  fully  attended,— 
the  rooms  were  beautiful, —  the  lights  brilliant,— 
the  music  was  good,  and  the  dancing  kept  up  with 
spirit.  I  heard  it  all  from  others;  but  I  was  not 
present  myself.  My  mother,  and  aunt  Sarah,  and 
the  doctor,  and  even  my  own  sense,  considered  that 
I  should  be  much  better  away  from  such  a  scene  of 
excitement ;  and  after  the  first  feeling  of  disappoint- 
ment was  over,  I  was  well  satisfied  with  the  deci- 
sion. I  flattered  myself  that  my  absence  was 
regretted,  for  though  I  never  danced,  and  was  not 
equal  to  much  fatigue,  I  was  a  useful  Cinderella  on 
such  occasions,  and  was  able  to  manage  many  little 
troublesome  duties  which  would  have  interfered 
with  the  enjoyment  of  others.  Poor  little  Hester,  I 
really  believe,  did  not  recover  her  spirits  again ; 
and  many  and  piteous  were  the  requests  made  that 
she  might  come  and  sleep  at  aunt  Sarah's  to  keep 
me  company.  The  evening  over, —  the  pleasure 
gone  by, —  and  every  one  turned  with  satisfaction 
to  the  thought  that  there  was  one  person  to  whom 
all  the  little  incidents  of  the  party  might  be  repeated, 

8   2 


196  THE  EXPERIENCE  OF  LITE. 

und  who,  it  was  quite  certain,  would  take  an  interest 
in  them.  A  perfect  leyie  of  visitors  appeared  at 
aunt  Sarah's  on  the  following  day:  very  few  were 
admitted ;  but  the  members  of  my  own  family  were 
naturally  the  exception ;  and  Caroline  and  Joanna 
drove  into  Carsdale  in  the  afternoon,  for  the  express 
purpose  of  satisfying  my  curiosity.  They  came 
just  when  aunt  Sarah  was  lying  down,  and  Miss 
Cole  was  gone  out ;  so  I  had  them  to  myself  in  the 
parlour.  Nothing,  they  said,  could  have  gone  off 
better.  Every  one  was  delighted.  They  had  not 
heard  of  one  contre  temps ;  and  aunt  Colston  being 
away,  all  were  at  their  ease.  I  had  never  believed 
that  aunt  Colston  would  stay  away,  though  she  had 
threatened  to  do  so ;  and  I  expressed  some  surprise 
that  Horatia  had  not  persuaded  her  after  all  to 
relent.  "  Relent,"  exclaimed  Joanna ;  "  if  she 
did,  it  would  be  for  the  first  time  in  her  life !  But 
we  did  not  want  her  ;  and  Horatia  knew  that  very 
well ;  and,  moreover,  something  has  gone  more  wrong 
than  usual  the  last  few  days ;  we  are  all  wofully  out 
of  favour,  you  especially ;  and  she  actually  ta&s  of 
letting  her  house  for  a  month  or  six  weeks,  and 
going  up  to  London.  Business,  she  says,  it  is,  which 
obliges  her  to  go ;  and  then  she  looks  very  myste- 
rious, as  if  she  wished  us  all  to  ask  what  business ; 
but  we  take  care  not  to  do  that.*'  "  But  letting  a 
liouse  is  not  such  an  easy  matter  in  Carsdale,"  I 
said.  "  That  is  settled,"  observed  Caroline,  shortly. 
"  Mr.  Blair  has  taken  the  cottage."  "  Oh!  yes," 
and  Joanna's  eyes  sparkled  with  eager  amusement ; 
**  I  forgot  to  tell  you. — Last  evening,  when  nearly  all 
were  arrived,  and  we  were  wondering  what  had 
become  of  Mrs.  Blair,  the  door  was  opened  twice  as 
wide  as  there  was  any  occasion,  and  in  walked  Dr. 
Blair  and  Mrs.  Blair,  and,  rising  like  a  great  giant 
behind  them,  Mr.  Blair ;  so,  of  course,  our  dear 
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Met  Sister  was  in  the  height  of  felicity,  and  devoted 
herself  to  the  man-mountain  all  the  evening,  and 
gave  up  dancing,  and  played  two  rubhers  of  whist, 
and  won  them  both;  and  the  end  was,  that  they 
managed,  somehow  or  other,  to  make  a  most  com- 
fortable arrangement,  by  which  the  man-mountain 
is  to  take  aunt  Colston's  house  for  six  weeks,  and 
an  unmarried  sister  is  to  come  there,  and  he  himself 
is  to  be  up  and  down  constantly.  What  they  all 
mean  by  it  I  don't  pretend  to  know.  Caroline  is 
the  only  one  in  their  secrets ;  but,  certainly,  I  never 
saw  more  devoted  attention  than  our  two  friends 
give  and  receive."  "  You  don't  mean  really,  Caro- 
line, that  you  like  Mr.  Blair  ?  "  I  said,  a  little  star- 
tled at  this  information.  **  That  is  a  question  I 
shall  answer  to  him  when  he  chooses  to  ask  it,** 
replied  Caroline,  haughtily,  "  but  to  no  one 
else.'*  I  required  no  other  reply.  "  Well,  I  don't 
know  that  Caroline  is  so  wrong  after  all,"  observed 
Joanna,  jumping,  as  was  her  wont,  to  a  rapid  con- 
clusion, and  expressing  it  without  reserve.  "  People 
must  be  married  if  they  mean  to  be  happy.  I 
should  not  choose  such  a  man  as  Mr.  Blair  myself; 
but  then  tastes  diifer,  and  any  thing  is  better  than 
being  an  old  maid."  "  Like  aunt  Sarah,"  I  ob- 
served, rather  pointedly.  "  Oh !  you  are  bewitched 
with  aunt  Sarah.  I  never  will  argue  with  you 
about  her."  "  Aunt  Sarah  is  a  very  good  person," 
observed  Caroline ;  "  but  there  is  no  question  that 
she  would  have  held  a  much  higher  position  in 
general  estimation  if  she  had  been  married.'*  "  That 
I  doubt,"  was  my  ans w er.  "  Then  you  argue  against 
acknowledged  facts,"  replied  Caroline.  "  Yes,** 
added  Joanna,  "  only  think  for  a  moment  how 
every  one  laughs  at  old  maids,  and  how  silly  they 
make  themselves,  and  how  cross  they  are;  it  is 
absurd,  Sarah,  to  stand  up  for  the  race,  as  if  you 
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had  made  up  your  mind  to  belong  to  them."  *'  Auiit 
Sarah  is  neither  silly  nor  cross,"  I  said.  "  No ;  but 
she  is  an  exception ;  you  won't  find  one  old  maid  in 
a  hundred  like  aunt  Sarah."  "  But  still,"  I  said, 
"  the  fact  of  there  being  one  such  old  maid  as  aunt 
Sarah,  proves  that  it  is  possible  for  single  persons 
to  be  superior."  "  Oh,  yes,  possible,  but  not 
probable.  And,"  continued  Caroline,  "  I  still 
assert,  that  if  a  woman  is  respected  when  she  is 
single,  she  will  be  yet  more  respected  if  she  is 
married."  The  sound  of  aunt  Sarah's  walking- 
stick  was  heard,  as,  assisted  by  Betty,  she  came  down 
the  stairs.  Caroline  went  forward  to  offer  her 
help,  for  she  never  neglected  an  attention.  Aunt 
Sarah  took  her  arm,  and  was  placed  in  her  chair  by 
the  window,  and  then  began  to  question  them 
about  the  party,  whilst  I  sat  silent,  thinking  upon 
the  subject  we  had  been  discussing.  It  was  a 
puzzling  one,  for  I  felt,  with  Caroline,  that  I  had, 
in  a  great  measure,  argued  against  acknowledged 
facts ;  yet  the  idea  of  there  being  necessarily  any  in- 
feriority in  a  single  life,  was  so  repugnant  to  my 
love  for  aunt  Sarah,  and  perhaps  also  to  my  secret 
persuasion  of  being  destined  to  the  same  lot  myself, 
that  I  could  not  bear  to  entertain  it.  I  thought 
and  thought,  and  perplexed  myself  more  and  more, 
and  forgot  that  my  abstraction  was  not  likely  to 
escape  aunt  Sarah's  vigilant  eye,  till  I  was  roused 
by  a  gentle  tap  on  the  shoulder  with  the  long 
walking-stick,  and  an  inquiry  what  my  poor,  little, 
tired  brain  was  working  at  now.  "  Sarah  is  set- 
tling whether  she  would  like  to  be  an  old  maid," 
exclaimed  Joanna,  forgetting  that  the  subject  might 
not  be  agreeable.  "  I  don't  think  Sally  is  troubling 
herself  with  any  thing  so  silly,"  replied  my  aunt. 
•*  Why  should  she  try  to  settle  what  is  sure  to 
be  settled  for  her  ?  "     **  Oh  !  but  it  is  not  quite 
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settled  for  us,"  replied  Joanna.  "  They  say  there 
is  no  woman  who  could  not  have  been  married,  if 
she  had  chosen  it."  *'As  she  may  choose  to  be 
hanged,**  said  my  aunt.  "  We  all  have  that  kind 
of  choice."  "  Oh  I  but  you  would  be  so  particular, 
aunt  Sarah,"  continued  Joanna.  ^*  Particular ! 
child,"  replied  my  aunt,  quickly ;  "  and  if  people 
are  not  particular  when  they  are  asked  to  marry^ 
when  are  they  to  be  particular  ?  You  can't  buy  a 
new  husband  as  you  can  a  new  dress."  "  That  is 
what  I  think,  aunt  Sarah,"  I  said.  *^  Joanna 
declares  women  must  be  married  if  they  mean  to  be 

happy ;  and  Caroline  says, **  I  paused,  for  I  felt 

the  colour  rise  to  my  cheeks.  "  Go  on,  child ; " 
and  aunt  Sarah  smiled,  and  tapped  me  again  on  the 
shoulder ;  *'  you  can't  talk  upon  such  a  subject  to  a 
better  person  than  an  old  maid  of  seventy-four." 
"  Well,  then,"  I  continued,  regardless  of  Caroline's 
frowns,  "  if  you  really  won't  mind  what  I  say,  do 
you  think  if  one  is  not  married,  one  shall  not  be  so 
much  respected  ?  "  "  That  is  a  difficult  question," 
replied  my  aunt ;  "  may  be  there's  a  wiser  answer 
than  mine  to  be  given  to  it."  She  turned  the  pages 
of  her  Bible  and  read, —  "  The  unmarried  woman 
careth  for  the  things  of  the  Lord,  that  she  may  be 
holy  both  in  body  and  in  spirit ;  but  she  that  is  mar- 
ried careth  for  the  things  of  the  world,  how  she 
may  please  her  husband."  "  There's  a  better  chance 
of  respect,  Sally,  in  setting  one-self  to  please  God 
than  to  please  man."  *'  Oh !  then,  aunt  Sarah  is 
going  to  turn  Roman  Catholic,  and  say  that  people 
ought  not  to  marry,"  exclaimed  Joanna.  "  Aunt 
Sarah  is  not  going  to  do  any  thing  of  the  kind,** 
said  my  aunt,  in  a  tone  of  unusual  severity,  which 
made  poor  Joanna  shrink.  ''  Aunt  Sarah  thinks 
that  when  God,  in  his  Providence,  gives  affections^ 
and  points  out  the  way  to  marriage,  He  wills  thai 
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people  should  follow  that  way;  but  she  thinks,  also, 
that  when  He  sees  fit  to  withliold  the  affections, 
and  block  up  the  way,  it  is  in  order  that  the  heart 
may  be  given  to  Him  undivided."  "  But  persons, 
generally,  do  not  think  in  that  way,  aunt  Sarah,"  I 
said.  "  No,  Sally,  and  therefore  the  question  you 
asked  was  difficult  to  answer.  It  is  no  use  to  try 
and  believe  that  folks  who  live  for  this  world  think 
as  much  of  single  people  as  of  married  ones,  because 
in  nine  cases  out  of  ten  they  don't,  any  more  than 
they  think  as  much  of  a  poor  man  as  of  a  rich ;  and 
if  single  women  live  for  this  world,  they  must  be 
judged  by  the  rules  of  this  world."  "  Which  is  the 
case  with  most  of  them,"  said  Caroline.  "  Yes, 
poor  things,"  said  my  aunt,  "  they  can't  see  what 
they  are  meant  for,  and  so  they  are  always  pining 
for  what  they  can't  get,  and  dressing,  and  talking, 
and  skipping  about,  as  if  they  were  eighteen ;  and 
then  folks  laugh  at  them,  and  no  wonder." 

**  Well,  aunt  Sarah,"  observed  Joanna ;  "  you 
have  not  convinced  me  that  it  is  not  better  to  be 
married.'*  "  I  never  wanted  to  convince  you,  child ; 
I  don't  want  to  make  people  think  about  themselves 
at  all,  but  just  take  what's  ordered  for  them.  But 
I  do  wish  to  make  all  you  young  things  feel  that  to 
be  an  old  maid  is  to  be  able  to  live  to  God,  and  work 
for  your  fellow  creatures  in  an  especial  manner ; 
and  I  do  wish  to  make  you  think  it  so  much  of  a 
blessing,  that  you  would  never  put  out  your  little 
finger,  of  your  own  accord,  merely  to  escape  from  it. 
Not  that  you  will  think  so,"  she  added,  in  an  under 
tone,  "  unless  Sally  takes  to  profiting  from  her  old 
aunt's  experience*" 

"  But  one  thing  more,  aunt  Sarah,"  I  asked ;  "  as 
you  say  that  unmarried  persons  can  give  themselves 
especially  to  doitig  good,  would  it  be  right  to  make 
up  ones  mind  not  to  be  married  ?"  "And  so  take 
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the  ordering  of  things  into  your  own  handp," 
answered  my  aunt  ;  "  that  can  never  be  right, 
Sally.  Grod  knows  whether  we.  are  fitted  for  a 
Mngle  life;  and  if  it  does  not  do  us  good  it  will 
do  us  harm."  "  But  we  must  make  the  choice,*'  I 
said.  *'  Refusing  an  offer  of  marriage  is  in  our  own 
power."  **But  the  circumstances  which  make  us 
refuse  it  are  not,"  replied  my  aunt.  "  If  you  don't 
care  for  the  man,  or  if  your  parents  object,  or  if 
there's  any  other  very  good  reason  for  saying  no, 
why  those  are  plain  marks  that  it's  not  meant  you 
should  marry ;  but  if  a  man  comes  to  you  and 
says  he's  fond  of  you,  and  he's  a  good  man,  and 
your  parents  like  the  notion,  and  you  like  him, 
it  would  be  just  setting  yourself  against  the  order- 
ing of  Providence  to  declare  that  you  would  be 
better  for  a  single  life.  How  can  you,  or  I,  or  any 
one,  tell  what  we  shall  be  the  better  for  ?  God's 
duties  are  the  best  for  us,  that  we  may  be  quite  sure 
of,  always." 

"  Women  are  better  off  than  men  in  that  respect,** 
I  said,  "  because  they  have  only  to  accept  or  refuse. 
I  should  be  in  such  a  dreadful  fidget,  if  I  were  a 
man,  before  I  made  an  offer,  thinking  if  I  was  doing 
right,"  Caroline  and  Joanna  laughed  heartily  at 
this  speech;  but  my  aunt,  though  a  smile  rested 
upon  her  lips  for  a  moment,  answered  gravely :  — 
"  Yes,  Sally,  you  are  right,  it  is  less  of  a  responsi- 
bility, and,  in  a  certain  way,  it  makes  the  way  plain 
and  easy.  To  have  an  offer  made  is,  at  first  sight, 
a  reason  for  accepting  it.  It  is  not  right  in  a 
woman  to  throw  away  a  man's  love  and  make  him 
unhappy,  if  she  feels  she  can  return  it  as  he  wishes. 
So,  child,  if  ever  you  have  an  offer,  and  it's  a  good 
and  right  one,  and  such  as  you  like,  and  your  con- 
science approves,  say,  *yes,'  and  be  happy  ;  but 
if  there  are  things  against  it,  or  if  you  can  t  take  ttf 
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it  kindly,  say,  *  no,'  and  be  thankful."  Caroling 
sat  in  silent  thought  whilst  my  aunt  was  speaking  ; 
her  manner  was  that  of  a  person  whose  opinions 
were  thoroughly  made  up.  Joanna,  I  thought,  paid 
but  little  attention.  She  was  looking  out  of  the 
window  the  greater  part  of  the  time,  and  now  broke 
in  upon  the  conversation  with  the  intelligence  that 
aunt  Colston  and  Horatia  were  walking  down  the 
street,  and  would  be  at  the  door  in  a  few  minutes ; 
they  were  coming,  she  knew,  to  wish  me  good-b'ye. 
"  What's  that  for?"  said  aunt  Sarah.  Joanna  ex- 
plained as  well  as  she  could ;  but  aunt  Sarah  was 
perplexed  by  these  sudden  movements.  Joanna 
watched  them  as  they  came  nearer,  laughing  at 
Horatia's  manly  walk,  as  she  called  it,  and  counting 
the  number  of  her  flounces.  **  I  wonder  who  would 
ever  marry  her,"  she  said.  "  What  a  managing 
wife  he  would  have ! "  "  Horatia  gives  out  that  she 
never  intends  to  marry,"  said  Caroline.  Joanna 
moved  away  from  the  window.  "  They  are  gone 
into  Long's  shop,  I  declare.  Now,  Sarah,  there  is 
just  time  for  me  to  tell  you  something  about 
Horatia's  notions  of  marriage.  She  gave  them  out 
to  us,  with  a  story  about  herself,  the  day  before  yes- 
terday, when  we  were  talking  of  Caroline  and  .  " 
"Be  quick  with  your  story,  Joanna,"  said  Caro- 
line, "or  they  will  be  here."  "Well!"  Joanna 
drew  a  long  breath,  as  she  always  did  before 
beginning  a  long  story ;  "  she  professed  to  divide 
men  into  two  parts, — that  was  it,  wasn't  it,  Caroline  ?  " 
"Two  parts  ?  yes,"  replied  Caroline ;  and  taking  up 
the  story  she  continued  it,  being  apparently  afraid 
to  let  Joanna  have  the  opportunity  of  speaking  again. 
"  It  is  only  one  of  her  wild  notions,  which  she  puts 
forth  to  make  people  think  she  is  odd  and  clever. 
Years  ago,  when  she  was  quite  a  child,  she  was 
talking  to  an  old  Frenchman,  who  used  to  come  to 
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her  father's  home,  —  a  good  sort  of  old  man,  whom 
she  teased  a  great  deal ;  so  one  daj  she  said  to  him, 
*  Now,  Monsieur,  wouldn't  you  like  to  marry  me  ? ' 
And  the  old  man  shook  his  head  at  her,  and  said, 
*Ah!  Miss  Horatia,  if  any  one  were  to  come  to 
me  with  a  pistol  in  one  hand,  and  Miss  Horatia 
Gray  in  the  other —  rather  than  be  shot ; ' — and  he 
shrugged  his  shoulders,  and  left  her  to  draw  the 
inference. 

"  Yes,  that  was  the  story,"  interrupted  Joanna ; 
"  only  she  told  it  so  absurdly,  and  she  declares  she 
gave  him  a  kiss  directly,  because  it  was  such  a  good 
notion,  and  ever  since  she  has  divided  men  into  two 
parts,  - —  those  whom  you  would  rather  be  shot  than 
marry,  and  those  whom  you  would  rather  marry  than 
be  shot,  —  and  she  protests  there  is  no  other  choice." 

"Then  the  woman  has  made  up  her  mind  to 
accept  the  first  man  that  asks  her,"  said  aunt  Sarah. 

A  thundering  knock  at  the  door !  Aunt  Colston's 
knocks  were  always  thundering.  **  Had  I  not 
better  see  them  up  stairs  ? "  1  said  to  aunt  Sarah. 
"  No,  child,  why  should  you  ?  They  won't  be  here 
again  soon."  My  sisters  rose  to  go  ;  Joanna  wliis- 
pered  to  me,  that  she  wished  me  joy  of  the  visit. 
I  felt  very  nervous,  for  I  had  a  clear  recollection  of 
the  silk  dress,  and  the  severe  eye  that  had  rested 
upon  me  in  Miss  Green's  shop. 

Aunt  Colston  came  into  the  room  with  her  most 
dignified  air.  Horatia  stood  behind  to  give  a  pass- 
ing tap  on  the  shoulder  and  a  whisper  to  Joanna ; 
and  then  followed  with  the  rush  of  a  whirlwind. 
"  We  scarcely  dared  to  promise  ourselves  this  plea- 
sure, my  dear  Madam,"  said  Mrs.  Colston,  taking 
aunt  Sarah's  hand,  graciously.  "  It  was  very  good 
of  you  to  let  us  in,"  added  Horatia ;  "  we  were  very 
much  afraid  you  would  be  lying  down."  "  The 
girls  tell  me  you  are  going  to  London/'  said  aunt 
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Sarah.  **  I  wish  you  a  good  journey."  "  Thank 
you,  my  dear  Madam,  sincerely."  Aunt  Colston  ' 
turned  slowly  to  me.  "  Sarah,  we  are  come  to  bid' ', 
you  farewell."  Her  tone  was  mournfully  severe,  ■ 
and  I  laid  down  my  work  to  listen.  "Business  of" 
an  important  kind  calls  me  to  London,  —  business  ' 
that  must  not  be  delayed,  —  and  about  which  I 
have  at  length,  after  much  thought,  made  my  final 
determination.  You  will  have  my  best  wishes, 
Sarah,  and  I  trust  when  we  meet  again  I  shall 
find  you  restored  to  health."  "  The  child  will  do 
well  enough  if  she  is  kept  quiet,"  said  aunt  Sarah ; 
"  but  there  is  so  much  going  on  in  a  large  family, 
that  it's  hard  work  to  be  quiet."  "  Certainly,  as  you 
remark,  my  dear  Madam ;  there  is  a  great  deal 
going  on  in  a  large  family,  such  a  family  as  my' 
poor  sister's  especially.  It  is  difficult  to  say  where 
the  fault  lies."  "In  the  number  of  young  folks 
about,  I  should  think,'*  said  aunt  Sarah.  "  Yes,  d^' 
you  justly  observe,  the  number  of  young  people 
must  be  one  cause ;  but  there  is  something  more, 
I  am  afraid ; — a  want  of  order  —  that  order  which  I 
liave  always  understood  Mrs.  Sarah  Mortimer 
strongly  upholds."  "  And  not  the  want  of  order 
merely,"  exclaimed  Horatia;  "they  are  such  a 
laughing,  talking,  wild  set,  I  never  see  any  busi- 
ness going  on  there."  "  Folks  who  go  at  chance 
moments  seldom  do  know  much  of  the  work  of  a 
house,"  said  aunt  Sarah ;  "  for  the  most  part  they 
interrupt  it."  "Well!  that  may  be,"  replied 
Horatia,  carelessly ;  "  but  all  I  know  is,  that  East 
Side  is  the  most  idle  house  I  ever  was  in  ;  and  as 
for  the  last  week  the  confusion  has  been  enough  to 
turn  one's  head.  Still  it  was  a  great  pity,  Sarah,  that 
you  were  not  there  last  night ;  we  were  excessively 
sorry."  "Pardon  me,  Horatia,"  observed  aunt  Coi- 
.ston ;  "I  cannot  entirely  agree  in  that  sentiment.    I 
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trust  jour  cousin  was  better  employed,  and  that  silence 
and  reflection  have  been  good  monitors."     "  Sallj 
had  a  very  bad  headache  all  day  yesterday,'*  said  aunt 
Sarah  ;     '*  so  it  was  not  the  very  best  time  for 
thinking."     "  Then    we    must  hope  for   the   fu-. 
ture,  though,  unfortunately,  young  people  do  not 
consider  the  errors   they    have  committed   until 
they  are    brought   before  them  by  their    conse- 
quences."    The  voice  and  manner  were  so  stern 
that  I  could  not  help  taking  some  notice,  and,  re- 
solving to  be  bold,  I  said,  "  You  are  vexed  with  me 
about  that  silk  dress,  aunt  Colston,  but  it  really 
was  not  my  fault."     "Whose  was  it  then?*'  in- 
quired my  aunt.     I  could  not  say,  "  My  mother's," 
and  felt  perplexed  how  to  reply.     "  You  ne^d  not 
trouble  yourself  with  explanations,"  continued  my 
aunt.     "I  know  exactly  how  it  occurred;  a  mo- 
ther's fondness  for  a  weak  child  is  unfortunately 
nothing  new.    But  we  will  pass  it  over ;  the  less 
said  upon  the  subject  the  better.     Good  afternoon 
to  you,  my  dear  Madam,"  and  she  stood  up  and 
shook  hands  with  aunt  Sarah.     "  Farewell,  Sarah." 
An  icy  kiss  was  imprinted  upon  my  forehead.     "It 
is  not  one  fault  of  which  I  feel  that  I  have  cause  to 
complain,  but  many."  "  If  Sally  has  done  wrong,  she 
is  very  sorry  for  it,  I  am  sure,"  said  aunt  Sarah ; 
"  but  if  she  says  there  is  a  mistake,  there  must  be 
a  mistake."     "  Excuse  me,  my  dear  Madam,  it  is  a 
difficult  case ;  one  involving  principles  more  than 
details.     I  have  no  time  now  to  enter  into  par- 
ticulars.    You  must  trust  me  when  I  say  that  your 
favourite  niece  was,  in  this  instance,  decidedly  in 
fault."     Once  more  the  hand  was  held  out  to  aunt 
Sarah.     It  was  taken  and  retained,  and,  looking 
fixedly  in  her  face,  aunt  Sarah  said,  "  I  wish  you 
good-b'ye  and  a  pleasant  journey,  Mrs.  Colston ;  and 
when  you  and  I  are  judged,  I  hope  it  may  be  by 
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one  who  will  have  time  to  "remember  mercy." 
Aunt  Colston  turned  pale  with  anger,  but  she  ex- 
ercised great  self-command,  and,  merely  answering, 
"  I  trust  it  may  be  so,  my  dear  Madam,'*  she  left 
the  room.  "  Good-b'ye,  dear  Mrs.  Mortimer,"  said 
Horatia,  in  her  loudest  tone ;  *'  we  shall  meet  again 
soon,  I  dare  say.  Good-bye,  Sarah,  love,"  and  the 
kiss  which  followed  almost  echoed  in  the  room ; 
"  keep  up  your  spirits  when  we  are  gone." 

"  And  now,  Sally,  what  is  it  all  about,"  was  aunt 
Sarah's  natural  question,  when  we  were  by  our- 
selves. I  told  her,  as  nearly  as  I  could  remember, 
all  the  particulars  of  my  misdemeanour,  but  they 
were  so  trifling  that  my  recollection  of  them  was 
confused.  It  was  astonishing  to  me,  indeed,  how 
the  sudden  burst  of  indignation  on  aunt  Colston's 
part  could  have  arisen.  1  had  neglected  no  wish  of 
hers;  the  question  of  the  dress  had  never  been 
discussed  before  her ;  and,  even  if  it  had  been, 
surely  my  mother  was  the  person  to  be  consulted. 
I  should  have  felt  excessively  angry,  but  that  I  was 
quite  sure  she  was  acting  under  a  misconception  of 
the  truth.  Aunt  Sarah,  however,  did  not  quite 
agree  in  this  excuse,  when  I  ventured  to  make  it. 
It  was  every  one's  business,  she  said,  to  be  fully 
satisfied  as  to  facts  before  an  accusation  was  brouglit 
forward,  and  to  hear  all  that  could  be  said  in 
defence  before  venturing  to  condemn.  "  But  you 
were  wrong  in  one  thing,  Sally,"  she  added  ;  "  you 
ought  to  have  spoken  out  to  your  mother.  It  is 
false  charity  which  makes  us  hide  what  our  betters 
have  a  right  to  know.  Your  mother  would  have 
helped  you  out  of  the  mischief  then,  instead  of  into 
it.  But  it's  the  silliest  business  I  ever  heard  ;  and 
if  you  had  had  a  grain  of  sense  in  your  head,  you 
would  have  been  up  to  the  woman."  "  Up  to  whom, 
aunt  Sarah  ?  "  I  asked. 
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She  looked  at  me  a  little  wonderingly,  and  then 
said,  ^*  Give  me  a  kiss,  child,  and  don't  be  afraid  of 
Horatia  Gray." 

I  saw  aunt  Colston  and  Horatia  once  more.  I  went 
out  for  a  little  while  late  in  the  afternoon,  with 
Miss  Cole,  and  we  observed  them  standing  at  the  en- 
trance to  the  Bank,  talking  to  mj  uncle  Ralph.  It 
struck  me,  just  for  a  moment,  that  mj  uncle  seemed 
to  be  consulted  in  all  their  affairs,  for  they  were 
continually  having  business  to  settle  with  him ;  but 
it  seemed  natural,  too.  Every  one  in  Carsdale  had 
more  or  less  business  with  uncle  Ralph.  I  was 
only  glad  that  I  had  none.  My  dread  of  him  was 
increasing  rather  than  lessening,  though  I  really 
saw  very  little  of  him.  But  ever  since  the  great 
difference  of  opinion  upon  the  question  of  sending 
Vaughan  to  College,  there  had  been  a  marked  cool- 
ness between  him  and  my  mother.  With  my  father 
Lis  influence  was  as  great  or  even  greater  than  ever. 

The  mining  speculation,  I  knew,  had  been  entered 
into,  though  I  did  not  understand  to  what  extent. 
Now  and  then  I  heard  my  mother  ask  how  affairs 
were  getting  on  in  the  West,  and  my  uncle  was 
always  full  of  hopes,  which  cheered  my  father  and 
made  him  launch  into  some  trifling  extravagance. 
There  was  no  definite  advantage  as  yet,  that  1  could 
see  ;  but,  as  my  uncle  said,  "  Women  were  so  im- 
patient, they  had  not  the  least  head  for  business." 


CHAP.  XXI. 


I  DID  not  know  till  my  aunt  and  Horatia  were 
actually  gone,  what  an  oppression  their  presence 
Lad  been.    My  mother  was  especially  relieved ;  there 

T    2 


208  THE  EXPEBIEKCE  OF  LIFE. 

was  a  continual  struggle  in  her  mind,  when  aunt 
Colston  was  present,  between  the  affection  of  a 
sister,  and  the  wish  to  show  respect,  and  the  irri- 
tation caused  by  perpetual  interference.  "  I  don't 
think  it  can  be  a  good  thing  for  relations  to  live 
very  near  together,  my  dear,"  she  said,  when  I 
remarked  that  we  seemed  to  have  more  time  to  our- 
selves, now  that  there  was  no  reason  for  goin^ 
backwards  and  forwards  to  Clifton  Cottage.  '*£ 
used  to  regret  very  much,  when  1  was  first  married, 
that  my  own  family  were  so  far  away,  and  certainly 
it  would  be  pleasant  to  have  them  some  thirty  or 
forty  miles  nearer,  but  I  should  never  wish  them 
now  to  be  close  in  the  neighbourhood.  Half  the 
delight  of  seeing  them  would  be  gone  if  we  could 
meet  every  day,  and  yet  we  could  not  be  entirely 
one,  like  persons  living  in  the  same  house,  and  so 
little  differences  would  be  apt  to  arise.  If  ever 
any  of  you  marry,"  and  she  paused  and  looked 
thoughtful  and  grave,  "  I  don't  wish  you  to  settle 
quite  near  me." 

It  was  her  gentle  way  of  expressing  what  I  am 
sure  she  felt  most  acutely,  and  subsequent  ex- 
perience has  only  confirmed  me  in  the  truth  of 
her  opinion. 

There  may,  and  must;  be  many  exceptions ;  but,  as 
a  general  rule,  I  very  much  question  whether  differ- 
ent branches  of  the  same  family  are  either  the  hap- 
pier or  the  better  for  constant,  daily  intercourse. 

The  question  of  marriage  was  one  which,  at  this 
time,  was  in  all  our  thoughts.  Three  days  after 
aunt  Colston's  departure,  Miss  Blair,  a  middle-aged 
lady,  kind-hearted  and  agreeable,  and  more  refined 
than  her  brother,  took  possession  of  Clifton  Cottage, 
and  Mr.  Blair,  as  he  had  promised,  came  from  London 
continually,  and  spent  several  days  with  her.  Ca- 
roline's opinion  was  decided  as  to  his  intentions, — a» 
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d^ided  that,  at  first,  it  pained  me.  I  knew  little 
about  the  etiquette  of  such  matters,  but  it  went  very 
much  against  my  taste  to  hear  her  discussing,  with 
Joanna,  the  probabilities  of  the  proposal  which 
both  felt  sure  was  coming.  I  doubted,  also,  if 
Oaroline  could  have  any  real,  deep  feeling,  when  sbe 
was  able  to  talk  in  such  an  open  way,  and  the  idea 
of  marrying  without  such  a  feeling  seemed  to  me, 
not  merely  dangerous,  but  wrong. 

It  was  all  veiy  puzzling  to  me ;  but  it  was  so 
strange  to  think  of  any  one  of  us  being  likely  to  be 
married,  and  I  was  so  sure  I  should  never  be  mar- 
ried myself,  that  I  was  quite  willing  to  allow  I 
might  be  mistaken.  I  had  read  a  few  novels,  and  in 
tJiem  people  always  fell  in  love  and  were  very 
Bnhappy  before  they  were  married ;  but  in  real  life 
it  might  be  different,  and  persons  might  go  on 
smoothly  to  the  last  moment,  and  walk  gently  into 
marriage  without  having  to  scramble  through  hedges 
of  difficulty,  with  the  chance  of  being  pricked  to 
death  with  the  thorns. 

So,  after  a  little  reflection,  I  made  up  my  mind 
that  my  ignorance  must  be  in  fault,  not  the  taste  or 
delicacy  of  my  elder  sisters ;  and,  once  having  ad- 
mitted the  idea  that  Caroline  was  attached  to  Mr, 
Blair,  I  looked  upon  him  with  a  more  friendly  eye 
and  did  my  best  to  like  him. 

It  was  a  hard  task,  such  a  pompous,  uninteresting 
person  he  was !  I  was  obliged,  again  and  again,  to 
reckon  up  all  the  virtues  I  had  been  able  to  discover 
in  him,— a  certain  amount  of  kindness  of  heart,  for 
instance,  worldly  honour  and  integrity,  an  outward 
respect  for  religion,  —  before  I  could  bring  myself 
to  endure  his  presence  with  anything  like  patience.  • 
Regarding  him  merely  as  an  acquaintance,  I  hope  1 
could  have  been  more  charitable ;  but  when  I  thought 
he    might    become    my    brother-in-law,    his   least 
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offences  were  magnified.  What  my  dear-  molhef 
thought  all  this  time  I  did  not  well  understandu 
She  could  not  have  been  blind  to  what  was  going 
on,  for  Mr.  Blair's  attentions  were  becoming  the 
common  talk  of  the  neighbourhood ;  but  she  never 
made  the  least  allusion  to  the  subject,  and  neither^ 
did  my  sisters  before  her.  Probably  she  was  in- 
fluenced by  some  private  wish  expressed  by  my 
father;  as  he  unquestionably  was  influenced  by 
my  uncle  B^ph,  who,  from  the  very  beginning, 
had  encouraged  the  intimacy.  I  strongly  suspect 
indeed,  that  my  uncle  was  the  first  person  who  put 
it  into  Mr.  Blair's  head,  or  rather  into  that  of 
his  sister-in-law,  that  Caroline  might  prove  a  de- 
sirable wife  for  a  wealthy  merchant,  to  whom  money 
was  nothing,  but  who  wanted  a  good-looking,  lady- 
like, well-educated  person,  to  be  at  the  head  of  his 
establishment,  and  make  his  house  agreeable  to 
his  friends. 

My  mother  watched  Caroline  anxiously,  that  I 
saw  ;  but  she  never  interposed  to  prevent  any  meet- 
ings or  attentions ;  and  the  only  indication  I  could 
discover  of  her  feelings  was,  when,  on  one  occasion^ 
she  spoke  strongly  against  parents'  interfering  with 
their  children's  happiness,  when  their  aflections  were 
engaged.  "  She  should  never  know  a  happy  mo- 
ment," she  said,  **  if  she  allowed  any  personal  dislike 
to  a  marriage  to  put  a  stop  to  it.  Her  children 
must  judge  for  themselves ;  she  would  give  them  her 
advice  if  they  wished  it,  but  she  believed  that  in 
such  cases  advice  was  useless." 

The  opinion  agreed  well  with  the  principles  upon 
which  my  mother  had  educated  us,  and  the  in' 
dependence  of  thought  and  action  which  she  had 
allowed  us.  I  cannot  bear  to  blame  her ;  yet  I  feel, 
now,  that  a  little  more  restraint  in  childhood,  might 
have  accustomed  us  to  a  greater  deference  to  her 
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e^Hiiion  as  we  grew  up,  and,  in  the  end,  have  pre- 
vented many  serious  evils. 

It  must  have  been  a  great  effort  to  her,  however, 
to  remain  as  passive  as  she  did.  Mr.  Blair  was 
the  last  person  she  could  have  liked  as  a  son-in-law  ; 
their  tastes  and  habits,  and  opinions,  were  per- 
petually at  variance.  But  when  she  once  saw  that 
Caroline's  wishes  were  in  his  favour,  she  must  have 
believed  there  was  nothing  left  her  but  to  acquiesce. 

And  so  we  went  on,  day  after  day ;  always  ex- 
pecting that,  before  night  came,  the  proposal  would 
be  made  and  the  affair  settled.  Joanna  grew  im- 
patient, for  the  expectation  of  the  excitement  of  a 
marriage  had  very  much  neutralised  her  first  ob- 
jections ;  but  Caroline  was  still  satisfied.  '^  She 
knew  Mr.  Blair  quite  well,"  she  said.  *'  He  was  a 
man  who  never  did  anything  hastily.  He  had  im- 
poi*tant  business  just  then  to  settle ;  when  it  was 
concluded,  she  had  not  the  smallest  doubt,  he  would 
oome  forward."  I  believed  her,  for  1  knew  that 
irom  Mrs.  Blair  she  had  opportunities  of  learning 
more  than  we  could,  and  the  belief  pained  me.  I 
tried  to  think  the  event  might  be  for  her  good,  and, 
if  goodness  and  happiness  were  to  be  found  in 
wealth,  I  knew  she  had  a  fair  prospect  before  her. 
But  there  was  something  in  my  own  heart  which 
told  me  that  marriage  cannot  be  passive  in  its  effect 
upon  the  mind, — that  if  it  does  not  raise,  it  must 
lower,  the  character ;  and  Caroline's  disposition, 
there  was  no  doubt,  had  a  tendency  downwards. 
Mr.  Blair  was  not  a  person  to  give  her  higher 
views  of  life  and  its  duties.  He  would,  so  I  feared, 
sink  her  first  to  his  own  level,  and  then  they  must 
both  mutually  drag  each  other  lower  and  lower. 

I  was  full  of  these  thoughts  when  I  went  to 
spend  a  few  days  at  Lowood.  I  had  been  asked 
there  shortly  before,  at  the  time  of  some  Christftias 
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festivities ;  but  obstacles  had  been  interposed,  chiefly 
by  aunt  Colston  and  Horatia,  and  the  visit  had  been 
deferred. 

My  mother  was  always  willing  to  spare  me,  and 
undertook   herself    to   superintend   the   children's 
lessons  whilst  I  was  away ;  but  I  was  only  to  be 
absent  for  a  few  days.     On  former  occasions,  the 
contrast  between  the  cares  of  East  Side  and  the 
repose  of  Lowood  had  never  pained  me ;  but  now, 
with  the  vision  of  Mr.  Blair  before  me,  a  member  of 
the  family,  I  was  less  inclined  to  think  happily  of 
home ;  and,  I  confess,  I  felt  a  little  envious  of  the 
ease,  the  quiet,  cheerful  occupation,  the  care  for 
others  and  not  for  themselves,  which  were  remark- 
able in  the  daily  life  of  Mr.  Rivers  and  Lady  Emily. 
There  were  troubles  at  Lowood ;  farmers  were  dis- 
contented, and  labourers  did  wrong,  and  plans  for 
the  improvement  of    the  estate  failed,   and  Mr. 
Graves,  the  rector,  was  constantly  doing  something 
he  had  better  not  have  done,  or  omitting  to  do 
something   which   he  ought   to   have  done.     The 
work  was  up  hill,  like  all  human  work,  but  the  home 
was  peace  and  rest.     I  thought,  then,  that  it  would 
be  happy  for  us  if  our  lives  could  be  the  same. 
I  think,  now,  that  the  education  which  God  gives, 
is,  and  must  be,  the  best  for  each  individual  cha- 
racter ;  and  if  I  had  to  live  my  life  over  again,  and 
could  be  offered  my  choice  of  its  trials,  1  would  ask 
for  precisely  those  which  have  been  sent  me. 

Yet  I  was  wrong  in  saying  that  Lowood  was  en- 
tirely peaceful.  There  was  one  great  care  in  it  about 
that  time,  — one  I  had  foreseen  myself  for  some  time, 
—  the  governess  did  not  suit.  Persons  who  have  to 
scramble  through  the  world,  and  pick  up  education 
when  and  how  they  can,  and  are  compelled  by  cir- 
cumstances to  bear  with  what  they  do  not  like,  and 
make  the  best  of  what  they  cannot  afford  to  alter,. 


k 


THE  EXPERDSNCB  OF  LIFE.  213 

may  think  this  a  trifling  grievance.  But  in  a 
small  and  wealthy  family,  where  every  thought  is 
for  the  children,  and  the  grand  object  of  life  is  their 
improvement,  it  is  felt  to  be,  what,  indeed,  it  always 
must  be,  a  matter  of  essential  consequence.  Miss 
Warner's  acidity  was  becominof  unbearable.  I  was 
astonished,  myself,  that  Lady  Emily  bore  with  it  as 
long  as  she  did.  Miss  Warner  was  a  good  woman, 
I  really  believe,  but  she  was  not  perfect  any  more 
than  other  good  people,  and  her  peculiar  character- 
istic, —  a  keen  eye  to  other  persons'  imperfections, 
which  did  not  at  all  imply  that  she  was  blind  to  her 
own, — showed  itself  in  a  mournful  and  impatient  la- 
mentation over  the  evils  of  life,  and  especially  the 
sins  of  the  clergy. 

No  doubt  there  was  in  those  days  a  great  deal  to 
complain  of;  no  doubt  there  is  a  great  deal  still, 
though  much  less  than  there  used  to  be.  Lowood 
was  not  by  any  means  an  exception  to  the  rule 
which  then  generally  prevailed ;  the  parish  was 
very  much  neglected,  and,  in  spite  of  Mr.  Rivers* 
exertions,  the  dissenters  were  gaining  ground. 
Miss  Warner's  heart  was  better  than  her  head  ;  she 
argued  from  facts  before  her  eyes,  and,  because  the 
dissenting  teacher  was  a  more  zealous  man  than 
the  parish  priest,  she  argued,  as  many  have  done 
before,  and  are  likely  to  do  hereafter,  that  Dissent 
must  be  right  and  the  Church  wrong. 

"  And  you  see,  Sarah,"  said  Lady  Emily,  as  she 
announced  to  me,  on  my  arrival,  the  fact  of  Miss 
Warner's  departure,  "  it  would  be  impossible  for  me 
to  have  a  dissenting  governess  for  my  children  ;  so 
she  is  gone."  I  was  selfishly  very  glad  to  hear  it ; 
I  should  now  have  Lady  Emily  to  myself  without 
interruption.  "I  can't  express  the  effect  that  per- 
petual mourning  over  the  state  of  the  Church  has 
upon  me,"  said  Lady  Emily.  "  Mr.  Rivers  declares 
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tliat  if  Miss  Warner  had  sta5'ed  much  longer,  I 
should  have  turned  dissenter  too."  "  Not  with  Mr. 
Rivers  to  keep  you  firm,"  1  said.  "  Well,  that 
■would  have  been  some  support,  I  must  own,"  said 
Lady  Emily  ;  "  for  I  actually  believe  that  if  every 
other  person  in  England  were  to  turn  dissenter, 
Mr.  Rivers  would  remain  unmoved."  Mr.  Rivers 
was  writing  in  the  same  room  ;  he  laid  down  his 
pen  at  this  speech,  and  said,  with  a  smile  peculiar 
to  himself,  —  very  kind,  yet  a  very  little  satirical : 
"  Of  course  I  should  ;  why  is  truth  to  be  less  truth 
because  John  Simpkins  or  Thomas  Jones  chooses 
to  say  it  is  not  truth  ?  "  "  But  if  John  Simpkins 
is  an  angel  of  goodness,"  said  Lady  Emily,  **  his 
opinion  of  what  is  truth  will  have  considerable 
weight."  "  Certainly  it  will,  because  the  world  is 
an  unreasoning  world ;  and  therefore,  my  dear 
Emily,  after  talking  with  good  John  Simpkins,  the 
Independent,  to-day,  I  shall  be  an  Independent; 
but  to-morrow,  whtn  I  meet  with  Thomas  Jones, 
the  Baptist,  who  is  a  still  better  man,  I  shall  turn 
Baptist ;  and  the  next  day,  after  a  little  more  con.* 
versation  with  William  Smith,  the  Quaker,  who  is 
the  best  of  all,  I  shall  unquestionably  be  a  Quaker. 
You  see  we  may  have  a  religion  for  every  month 
in  the  year,  if  we  like  it,  and  all  of  them  equally 
true." 

"  It  is  very  puzzling,"  said  Lady  Emily ;  "  Chris- 
tianity itself  made  its  way  in  the  heathen  world 
by  the  holy  lives  of  its  first  teachers." 

"No,  my  dear  Emily  ;  I  beg  your  pardon,  but 
that  is  a  great  mistake,  and  very  serious  in  its  con- 
sequences. Christianity  made  its  way  in  the  heathen 
world  by  external  witness,  by  miracles,  and  testi- 
mony." 

"  And  by  holiness,  —  surely,  by  holiness  also," 
exclaimed  Lady  Emily. 
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**  By  holiness  as  a  corroborative  testimony^  but 
as  nothing  more." 

Lady  Emily  seemed  unwilling  to  assent,  and  I 
felt  with  her.  I  had  an  intense  veneration  for  the 
early  saints,  and  I  could  not  bear  to  hear  the  value 
of  their  witness  thus,  as  it  seemed  to  me,  depre- 
ciated. 

"  Do  you  not  see,"  continued  Mr.  Rivers,  "  that 
the  same  argument  which  holds  good  in  the  present 
day,  must  be  equally  good  for  every  age  ?  If  you 
now  smile  at  the  notion  of  turning  first  Inde- 
pendent, then  Baptist,  and  then  Quaker,  because 
the  teachers  of  these  sects  happen  to  be  good  men, 
so  you  might,  if  a  heathen,  have  despised  the  notion 
of  giving  up  your  former  guides  for  Christian 
teachers.  You  might  have  said,  *  Socrates  and 
PJato  were  excellent  persons ;  why  am  I  not  to  be 
contented  with  their  instructions,  but  to  follow  in- 
stead the  apostles  of  Christ  ?  '  ** 

"Because  Christianity  taught  so  many  things, 
infinitely  important,  which  Socrates  and  Plato 
knew  nothing  of,"  observed  Lady  Emily. 

"  But  this  only  goes  to  prove  what  I  assert,  that 
external,  not  internal,  testimony  is  the  witness  to 
truth.  The  teaching  of  the  Apostles  was  infinitely 
important,  for  it  concerned  truths  only  to  be  learnt 
by  direct  communication  with  heaven.  If  they 
were  not  so  learnt,  the  Apostles  were  bad  men,  pro- 
fessing a  falsity.  Let  them  have  appeared  ever  so 
just,  pure,  devoted,  self-denying,  they  were  im- 
posters.  Now,  what  was  the  proof  of  their  inspira- 
tion ?  " 

"  The  power  of  working  miracles,"  replied  Lady 
Emily. 

"Yes,  unquestionably;  the  miracles  —  the  ex- 
ternal sign.  The  question  of  goodness  was  something 
distinct  and  additional ;  if  it  were  not  so,  the  same 
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doctrines  would  have  been  truth  when  preached  by 
St.  Paul,  and  untruth  when  preached  bjDemas, — 
because  the  one  was  a  good,  and  the  other  a  bad 
man." 

"The  great  difficulty  in  all  this,"  said  Lady 
Emily,  "  is,  that  we  have  no  miracles  now." 

"  Grant  the  principle,"  replied  Mr.  Rivers  5  **  that 
is  all  I  require.  As  to  its  application,  I  allow  it  is 
more  difficult  at  the  present  day  than  it  was  then.  It 
requires  thought  and  study,  more  than  most  people 
are  willing  to  give  to  such  subjects,  to  see  that  histo- 
rical testimony,  and  the  corroborative  witness  of  the 
Bible,  stand  to  us  now  in  the  place  of  the  miracles 
of  the  Early  Church.  But  if  we  will  acknowledge 
that  we  do  require  some  such  support,  we  are  safe : 
if  not,  woe  to  the  English  Church ;  for  when 
temptation  comes,  her  children  will  fall  away. 
They  will  be,  in  fact  they  are  fast  becoming. 
Baptists,  Quakers,  Socinians,  Infidels,  any  thing 
and  every  thing,  according  as  the  fancy  seizes 
them." 

"  One  thing  more,  only  one,  let  me  say,"  urged 
Lady  Emily.  **  You  know  I  am  not  arguing  for 
victory,  like  Miss  Warner,  If  the  children  of  the 
Church  do  fall  away,  it  is  the  fault  of  the  Church." 

"  Then  when  you  and  1  neglect  our  duty,  Emily, 
our  children  may  disobey  us." 

Lady  Emily  smiled.  "I  see  you  will  allow  us 
poor,  discontented  people  no  excuse." 

"No,  but  I  will  give  you  what  is  better  than 
excuse,  —  hope.  If  there  is  truth  in  the  English 
Church,  she  must  rise  again;  and  as  the  Church 
rises.  Dissent  will  fall." 

"  And  with  that  hope  you  leave  us,"  said  Lady 
Emily,  as  Mr.  Rivers  took  up  his  papers  and  walked 
away ;  "  and  with  that  hope,  Sarah,  you  and  I  will 
leave  the  subject;  it  always  vexes  me.    And  now 


THE   EXPERIENCE  OF  LIFE.  21? 

.tell  me,  dear  child,  how  you  are  going  on  at  home, 
and  how  is  aunt  Sarah  ?  *' 

The  first  question  brought  a  long  answer  in 
reply.  Lady  Emily  I  felt  could  understand  my 
annoyance,  as  regarded  Horatia,  and  I  talked 
openly  to  her  about  it  I  saw  that,  like  aunt 
Sarah,  she  was  inclined  to  take  up  my  cause  more 
decidedly  than  I  did  myself.  I  thought  Horatia 
troublesome  ;  she  thought  her  manoeuvenng. 

Mr.  Blair's  was  not  such  an  easy  topic.  I  had 
no  right  to  betray  my  sister's  feelings,  though  I 
longed  to  have  the  sympathy  which  Lady  Emily 
was  always  so  ready  to  give.  Something  was  said, 
however,  about  his  having  taken  aunt  Colston's 
house,  and  then  a  smile  passed  over  Lady  Emily's 
face,  and  I  suspect  over  mine  too,  and  the  secret 
was  betrayed. 

Miss  Cleveland  had  told  her  the  marriage  was  a 
settled  thing.  "  I  thought  of  you,  Sarah,  directly  I 
heard  of  it,"  said  Lady  Emily,  "  and  whether  you 
would  like  it."  **  You  would  know  that  without  ask- 
ing me,"  I  replied,  **  if  you  had  ever  seen  Mr.  Blair ; 
but  it  is  not  settled,  and  that  is  the  reason  I  cannot 
endure  talking  about  it.  People  do  not  generally 
talk  about  the  offers  they  expect  before  they  are 
made  —  do  they?"  "Only  a  little,  just  to  their 
very  intimate  friends,"  said  Lady  Emily,  looking 
amused  at  the  question ;  "  and  I  suppose,  if  there  is 
any  real  love  in  the  case,  they  never  talk  about 
them  at  all."  "  I  must  have  looked  grave  at  this 
speech,  for  she  remarked  it  and  added,  —  <*  There 
may  be  great  respect,  great  esteem  though ;  I  dare 
say  your  sister  feels  a  great  deal  more  than  she  ex- 
presses." "  I  don't  know,"  I  said,  "  perhaps  I  shall 
understand  it  all  better  by  and  by,  as  I  grow  older. 
Only  I  had  a  kind  of  notion," —  I  hesitated.  "  What 
notion,  dear  child  ?"    and  Lady  Emily  drew  me 
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towards  her,  and  gave  me  a  kiss.  "  I  like  to  hear 
all  the  notions  that  come  into  your  little  head."  "I 
always  fancied,"  I  said,  "  that  people  ought  to  love 
each  other  very  much  indeed,  more  than  any  other 
persons  in  the  world,  before  they  married,  and  thAt 
they  only  married  because  they  loved  each  other. 
But  Caroline's  notion  seems  to  be  that  the  mar- 
riage is  the  great  thing,  and  not  the  love.  I  dare 
say  I  don't  explain  myself  properly."  "  Yes,  you  do, 
quite.  Yours  is  the  young  notion,  Caroline's  is  — 
not  the  old  one  exactly,  but  the  worldly  one." 
"  Then  which  is  right  ?  "  I  asked  eagerly,  "  Yours 
without  doubt,  I  only  trust  you  will  never  lose  it." 
"  There  is  no  fear  of  that,"  I  said,  "  I  never  could 
marry  any  one  whom  I  did  not  love  more  —  more 
than  I  love  any  one,  now,  except  mamma  and  aunt 
Sarah."  "  So  you  think,  Sarah ;  and  so  almost  all 
girls  of  your  age  think ;  but  they  grow  older,  and 
no  persons,  perhaps,  come  in  their  way  whom  they 
like,  or  if  they  do  like  them,  they  are  not  able  to 
marry ;  and  then  they  become  impatient,  and  fancy 
they  shall  be  old  maids,  and  that  frightens  them,  and 
they  begin  to  think  that  they  were  too  particular." 
"  I  am  not  afraid  of  being  an  old  maid,"  I  said ; 
—  "  every  one  tells  me  I  am  sure  of  being  one." 
"I  do  not  say  I  wish  you  may  not  be  one," 
replied  Lady  Emily ;  *•  though  I  know  myself  the 
blessing  of  being  a  most  happy  wife  and  mother. 
But  if  I  were  talking  to  my  own  child,  I  should 
entreat  her  never  to  allow  herself  to  dwell  upon 
mariiage  as  the  object  of  life.  Dignity  and  deli- 
cacy sink,  I  cannot  say  how  sadly  or  how  rapidly, 
when  once  that  idea  takes  possession  of  the  mind  ; 
and  for  happiness  —  there  is  not  a  more  miserable 
being  in  existence  than  a  woman  past  the  first  ex-> 
citement  of  youth,  aiming  at  being  married  for  the 
sake  of  being  married ;  -^  so  unsatisfied,  so  envious. 
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80  neglectful  of  present  duties,  so  lowered  in  tone 
and  principle,  —  oh !  Sarah,  I  would  rather,  —  yes, 
indeed,  I  say  it  most  calmly,  —  I  would  far  rather 
see  you  in  your  grave,  than  know  that  you  could 
live  to  become  what  I  have  seen  others,  solely 
from  the  indulgence  of  this  one  false,  degrading 
principle." 

"  Then  you  will  not  look  down  upon  me  when  I 
am  an  old  maid,"  I  said ;  and  at  the  moment  the 
hope  crossed  my  mind  that  I  should  be  told  I  was 
sure  of  not  being  one. 

No  such  consolation,  however,  was  given  me. 
Lady  Emily  only  laughed,  and  said,  '^  Quite  the  re- 
verse— I  shall  honour  you.  You  will  be  able  to  be, 
what  I  always  intended  to  be  myself,— only,  unfortu- 
nately, I  met  with  Mr.  Rivers, — a  pattern  old  maid.** 

"  And  if  I  meet  with  a  Mr.  Rivers  too  ?  " 

"  Then  marry  him  by  all  means." 


CHAP.  XXIL 


It  is  interesting,  whilst  looking  back  upon  one's  past 
life,  to  trace,  as  one  often  can,  the  words  and  seem- 
ingly trifling  incidents  which  have  left  lasting 
effects  upon  the  character.  It  makes  the  existence 
of  every  day  much  more  important ;  for  who  can 
avoid  reflecting  upon  the  amount  of  good  or  evil 
for  oneself  or  others,  which  may  be  involved  in 
petty  occurrences  and  passing  observations,  when 
experience  has  warned  us  of  their  consequences  ? 

Perhaps  there  is  no  age  at  which  this  formation 
of  the  mind  from  common  circumstances  goes  on  so 
rapidly  as  in  the  transition  state  between  childhood 
and  womanhood, — seventeen,  eighteen,  nineteen.  A 
i^areful  observer,  it  may  be,  would  in  very  many 
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cases  be  able  to  prophesy  the  b^t  of  the  whole  life 
Arom  the  direction  which  it  then  takes.  The  im'< 
pressions  of  childhood  are  deep  and  lasting,  but 
they  are  external  to  us ;  and  education,  in  its  true 
sense^  can  never  be  external :  for,  in  fact,  we  edu- 
cate ourselves.  The  ideas  which  we  collect,  ponder 
upon,  remodel,  and  engraft  in  our  own  minds  as 
our  own  property,  are  those  which  influence,  and 
therefore  educate  us.  And  these  are  not  the  ideas 
brought  before  us  directly  by  books  or  teaching, 
but  imbibed,  like  the  air  we  breathe,  for  the  most 
part  insensibly,  as  we  learn  to  exercise  our  own 
powers  of  thought  and  observation.  And  we  may 
remark  that,  in  most  cases,  the  tendency  of  the 
young  is  to  rise  to  the  level  of  the  highest  and 
purest  minds  with  which  they  are  brought  in  con- 
tact. Even  in  the  untaught  heathen  there  is  the 
wreck  of  a  perfect  nature,  the  appreciation  of  moral 
goodness;  how  much  more  then  in  the  baptized, 
enlightened  Christian !  And  so  it  happens  that 
occasional  intercourse  with  persons  thoroughly  pure- 
minded  and  devoted,  at  the  age  when  the  character 
is  forming,  will  often  elevate  the  whole  moral  tone, 
and  in  the  end  counteract  the  evil  of  weeks,  months, 
and  even  years  of  more  apparently  direct  influ- 
ence. Except  as  regarded  my  mother,  I  could  not 
say  that  the  principles  of  my  family  were  high  or 
unworldly ;  and  habitual  reserve  in  her  case  coun- 
teracted much  of  the  good  which  I  might  have 
derived  from  being  with  her.  I  do  not  see  how 
I  could  have  escaped  imbibing  the  same  ideas 
as  my  elder  brothers  and  sisters,  if  it  had  hot 
been  for  aunt  Sarah  and  Lady  Emily.  But  I  never 
returned  from  a  visit  to  Carsdale  or  to  Lowood, 
without  feeling  that  I  had  risen,  not  in  my  own  es*- 
timation,  or  the  opinion  of  the  world,  but  in  the 
aim  and  object  of  lifci     It  was  not  that  I  had  re-' 
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ceived  formal  instruction,  or  rules,  or  advice.  If 
such  were  brought  before  me  it  was  accidentally, 
either  from  sympathy,  or  because  the  course  of 
conversation  naturally  gave  rise  to  them.  There 
was  no  attempt  at  direct  control  or  reproof,  and 
thus  the  suggestions  which,  made  criticisingly  and 
reprovingly  by  aunt  Colston,  would  have  fallen,  I 
fear,  upon  an  unwilling  ear,  glided,  as  it  were,  into 
my  mind,  took  root  unnoticed,  grew  up  so  insen- 
sibly, that  I  fancied  them  my  own,  and  at  last 
became  the  fixed  laws  and  motives  of  my  life. 

I  was  very  glad  to  have  had  those  conversations 
with  Lady  Emily  and  aunt  Sarah  about  marriage. 
They  gave  form  to  my  own  floating  ideas  ;  for  I  had 
thought  upon  the  subject, — all  girls  do  and  will 
think  about  it  more  or  less, — and  I  had  felt  that 
there  was  something  repugnant  both  to  my  prin- 
ciples and  taste  in  the  way  in  which  it  was  commonly 
talked  of,  as  the  one  thing  without  which  a  woman 
must  be  lonely  and  wretched,  and  almost  despised. 
Yet  all  I  had  ever  heard,  or  read,  or  seen  hitherto, 
was  against  me;  my  dear  mother's  silence,  and 
known  indifference  upon  the  matter,  alone  excepted. 

Miss  Cleveland,  bright  and  active  though  she 
always  was  herself,  made  a  point  of  warning  my 
sisters  not  to  wait  too  long  before  they  were  mar- 
ried. Mrs.  Blair  could  discover  the  very  earliest 
prospect  of  an  engagement.  Aunt  Colston  dis- 
coursed upon  the  desirableness  of  having  daughters 
well  settled ;  even  uncle  Ralph,  when  he  ventured 
upon  a  joke,  used  to  tell  Joanna  not  to  say  "no"  too 
often.  And  in  novels — if  the  few  I  had  read  were 
to  be  taken  as  any  true  description  of  life — there 
was  nothing  else  worth  a  moment's  thought.  If 
women  were  not  married,  they  were  either  soured 
by  the  disappointment,  and  lived  to  be  the  torment 

of  their  friends ;  or,  after  concentrating  into  a  few 
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years  the  sorrows  of  a  long  life,  they  invariably  died 
of  consumption. 

And  was  this  then  the  true  statement  of  the 
case?  If  the  opportunity  of  marrying  from  affec- 
tion should  be  denied  me,  must  my  existence  be 
indeed  so  lonely,  so  burdensome  ?  Were  the  years 
that  must  elapse  between  youth  and  nge  to  be  spent 
in  undignified  striving  after  an  unattainable  good ; 
or  in  discontented  repinings  at  the  lot  which  it  had 
been  the  will  of  God  to  appoint  for  me  ?  and  was 
there  no  mode  of  escape  from  such  wretchedness 
but  that  of  sacrificing  taste  and  feeling,  by  con- 
senting to  be  the  wife  of  the  first  man  of  ordinary 
respectability,  who  would  give  me  the  honour  of 
his  name,  and  a  share  of  his  fortune  ? 

Then  indeed  was  this  world  all  in  all ; — marriage 
its  hope,  marriage  its  joy,  marriage  its  intention, 
and  its  end. 

And  **  in  heaven  there  shall  be  neither  marrying 
nor  giving  in  marriage.** 

The  last  morning'  of  that  visit  at  Lowood  I  spent 
in  talking  to  Lady  Emily  about  her  school,  for  a 
school  she  was  going  to  establish,  as  I  knew  from 
the  beginning  she  would,  according  to  aunt  Sarah's 
notion.  The  plans  were  very  unformed,  for  a  work 
which  was  to  last,  it  was  hoped,  for  years,  required 
months  of  thought  and  preparation.  It  was  to 
begin  on  a  small  scale,  as  small  as  aunt  Sarah  had 
proposed.  Mr.  Rivers  would  hear  of  nothing  which 
was  not  perfectly  safe,  and  within  compass.  The 
first  expences  must,  he  said,  be  great.  However 
large  might  be  the  estimate,  in  such  cases,  it  was 
invariably  exceeded.  Six  girls  could  be  clothed, 
boarded,  and  educated,  he  knew,  for  the  sum  pro- 
posed ;  but  more  might  bring  debt,  and  with  debt 
there  would  be  some  sacrifice  of  principle  to  expe- 
diency.   Lady  Emily  was  very  good  and  patient 
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under  these  restrictions,  and  satisfied  herself  with 
the  hope  that  as  years  went  on  the  number  might 
be  increased :  as  it  would  be  the  object  to  which 
all  her  savings  would  be  directed.  Yet  I  could  see 
that  it  was  with  difficulty  she  could  persuade  her- 
self to  direct  all  her  energies  to  the  sir,  instead  of 
planning  for  twenty.  Mr.  Rivers  was  obliged  again 
and  again  to  remind  her  that  unless  the  foundations 
were  well  laid  the  superstructure  must  fall  to  the 
ground.  And,  what  was  still  more  trying  to  her,  I 
found  that  the  advantages  of  the  school  were  not  to 
be  exclusive  to  the  Fisherton  district.  This  had 
been  her  favourite  plan,  but  it  was  impracticable. 
Mr.  Rivers  asserted  it  was  undesirable.  If  the 
selection  was  really  to  have  any  effect  upon  a  large 
number  it  must  be  made,  not  from  the  children  of  a 
certain  district,  but  of  a  certain  preparatory  school ; 
and  this  school  could  be  no  other  than  that  which 
had  lately  been  established  in  Carsdale.  Besides,  to 
make  so  great  a  distinction  between  two  parts  of  the 
same  town,  would  lead  in  the  end,  he  feared,  to 
trickery  and  discontent.  The  rule  would  be  found 
unwise,  and  in  the  end  even  those  who  were  called 
upon  to  carry  it  out  would  be  compelled  to  devise 
means  for  evading  it.  "  Take  the  materials  which 
lie  before  you,  if  possible,  my  dear  Emily,  in  all 
cases,"  said  Mr.  Rivers.  "  Time  and  thought  have 
already  been  expended  upon  them,  and  it  would  be 
wrong  to  cast  them  aside ;  and,  especially,  do  not 
be  exclusive  in  your  charities,  whenever,  without  a 
sacrifice  of  principle,  you  can  be  the  contrary.  Help 
the  Carsdale  school,  and  all  the  people  of  Carsdale 
will  be  willing  to  work  with  you,  and  an  impetus 
for  good  will  be  given  to  the  whole  town.  Set  up  a 
private  school  of  your  own  for  the  Fisherton  dis- 
trict, and  people  will  say — *  it  is  Lady  Emily  Rivers's 
school,  and  we  have  nothing  to  do  with  it  ;*  and  they 
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will  fold  their  hands  and  sit  idle  all  the  more,  be- 
cause they  are  not  as  rich,  and  cannot  do  the  same.'' 
"  But  that  unhappy  Carsdale  school,"  said  Lady 
Emily,  "  it  is  so  indifferently  managed." — "  Merely 
because  no  one  takes  an  interest  in  it,"  said  Mr. 
Rivers.  "  The  moment  you  go  with  a  boon  to  offer 
them,  you  will  see  that  the  whole  thing  will  be 
changed.  You  have  nothing  to  do  but  to  make 
your  conditions,  state  what  are  the  qualifications 
you  require  for  those  who  are  to  be  your  own  chil- 
dren, and  then  see  what  the  effect  will  be.  I  venture 
to  say  that  you  may  in  the  end  entirely  remodel  the 
national  school  if  you  wish  it."  "  Yes,  if  I  wish  it," 
said  Lady  Emily ;  ''  but  that  kind  of  power  is  the 
last  I  desire  to  exercise." 

*'  And  so  most  probably  it  will  be  just  that  which 
will  be  put  into  your  hands,"  replied  Mr.  Rivers ; 
"  however,  since  you  object  to  power,  I  will  tell  you 
what  I  conceive  to  be  absolutely  essential  to  the 
well-being  of  your  own  school, — that  your  responsi- 
bility should  after  a  certain  time  be  shared." 

**  With  you,  always,  of  course,"  said  Lady  Emily ; 
"  but  not  with  any  one  else." 

"  Yes ;  with  three,  or  even  four,  or  five  others. 
I  do  not  say  who  at  this  moment,  except  that  one 
must  be,  ex  officio,  the  rector  of  Carsdale." 

"  Poor  old  Mr.  Benson,"  said  Lady  Emily,  "  I 
think  he  is  a  safe  person." 

"  His  safety  has  nothing  to  do  with  the  question," 
said  Mr.  Rivers.  "  If  he  were  the  Pope,  he  must 
be  one. of  the  trustees." 

"  And  convert  my  children  into  Roman  Catho- 
lics," said  Lady  Emily ;  "  no,  excuse  me,  that  could 
never  be." 

"  Not  convert  them  into  anything,  I  hope,"  re- 
plied Mr.  Rivers.  "  Make  your  laws,  not  only  for 
the  governed,  but  the  governor.     iHis  duty,  then. 
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will  be  not  to  create  laws  but  to  uphold  them. 
Remember  that  James  11.  might  never  have 
been  forced  to  abdicate  if  he  had  only  kept  to 
his  engagements.  However,  that  is  talking  non- 
sense, a  rector  of  Carsdale  must  be  now  an 
English  Churchman ;  all  I  mean  is,  that  if  you 
wish  your  school  to  last,  you  must  lay  down  certain 
general  principles,  never  to  be  violated,  and  then 
engage  yourself,  with  others,  to  maintain  those 
principles.  You  must  be  a  constitutional,  not  a  des- 
potic monarch ;  and  you  must  provide  that  after  your 
death  your  constittktion  shall  be  respected,  by  enact- 
ing it  as  one  of  your  fundamental  laws  that  persons 
shall  always  be  appointed  to  see  that  it  is  respected. 
Your  school  may  enlarge  by  that  means  safely. 
Other  persons,  in  after  years,  may  give  to  it  with- 
out being  able  to  touch  the  principles  upon  which  it 
is  founded,  and  so  it  may  expand  to  be  what  you 
long  to  make  it  now,  but  are  not  able." 

"  Well,"  said  Lady  Emily,  "  all  I  entreat  is,  that 
I  may  not  be  obliged  to  go  shares  with  Mr.  Benson 
just  yet  in  any  thing." 

"  No ;  keep  your  power  in  your  own  hands  for 
the  present :  make  very  few  rules,  and  don't  convert 
them  into  laws  till  you  have  tried  them ;  but 
when  you  have  tried  them,  remember  that  you 
must  die,  but  that  your  work,  we  hope,  is  to  live." 

"  He  is  so  dreadfully  prudent  and  thoughtful," 
said  Lady  Emily,  turning  to  me.  "You  and  I, 
Sarah,  should  have  collected  our  children,  and 
appointed  our  mistress,  and  fixed  upon  the  dress, 
and  begun  our  work  by  this  time." 

"  And  be  obliged  to  begin  it  all  over  again 
this  day  twelvemonth,"  said  Mr.  Rivers,  laughing. 
"  Confess,  now,  Emily,  that  I  have  saved  you  from 
more  than  one  difficulty  in  your  life,  by  being  what 
you  call  dreadfully  prudent." 
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"  Saved  me  from  many  —  from  every  difficulty," 
said  Lady  Emily,  earnestly ;  and  as  he  bent  down  to 
kiss  her  forehead,  tears  started  to  her  eyes ;  and 
with  a  forced  laugh  she  said  :  "  Now,  go  away  and 
leave  us.  Sarah  and  I  want  to  settle  whether  my 
girls  are  to  wear  blue  frocks  or  brown." 

That  was  rather  an  important  discussion  for  me, 
for  it  involved  my  executing  a  little  commission  in 
Carsdale  the  next  day,  and  led  to  an  entreaty  that 
I  might  do  anything  else  that  could  be  useful,  and 
a  hesitating  request  from  Lady  Emily  that  I  would 
copy  some  papers  for  her  and  help  her  in  some 
needlework;  and,  if  my  mother  did  not  object,  now 
and  then  go  and  see  some  old  women  who  lived 
at  Hurst,  the  village  to  which  East  Side  and  the 
hamlet  adjoining  it  belonged,  and  who  werQ  tenants 
of  Mr.  Rivers  ;  and  in  this  way,  before  I  left  Lo* 
wood,  I  found  that  a  new  set  of  small  interests  had 
sprung  up  ;  and  as  I  drove  home,  instead  of  think* 
ing  of  Mr.  Blair  and  Caroline,  and  domestic  anx- 
ieties, I  pleased  myself  with  dwelling  upon  the  new 
school,  and  the  delight  I  should  have  in  helping 
Lady  Emily  with  her  poor  people. 

It  was  well  that  1  had  given  my  mind  that  rest. 
When  I  entered  the  house  I  found  my  mother 
grave  and  tearful,  my  father  excited  —  Joanna  in 
a  flutter  of  unseasonable  wonder  and  high  spirits — 
Caroline  a  little  more  stately,  a  little  more  silent. 
Mr.  Blair  had  proposed  and  been  accepted.  I 
had  lost  my  sister,  that  was  my  first  thought 
—  not  whether  Mr.  Blair  loved  her,  not  whether 
she  would  be  happy.  It  was  the  first  break  in 
the  family,  and  how  we  should  miss  her !  And  I 
went  to  my  room  and  cried  bitterly. 
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CHAP.  XXIII. 

Eighteen  and  eight-and-twenty  I  I  doubt  if  any 
other  ten  years  of  life  can  make  as  great  a  difference 
in  our  way  of  looking  at  the  events  of  this  weary 
world.  Eighteen — thoughtless,  eager,  trusting, 
expecting.  Eight-and- twenty — anxious,  regretful, 
fearing  and  doubting.  It  is  not  a  happy  age,  eigbt- 
and-twenty !  It  is  too  old,  and  too  young.  Youth  is 
not  passed^  but  it  is  passing,,  and  that  rapidly ;  and 
we  have  not  yet  made  up  our  minds  to  part  with  it ; 
and  age  is  not  come,  and  the  way  that  leads  to  its 
looked-for  rest  is  long  and  dark,  and  toilsome. 
And  how  the  cares  of  a  family  seem  to  multiply  in 
those  ten  years !  What  a  definite  form  the  shadows 
of  misfortune  have  assumed !  How  well,  in  looking 
upon  them,  we  can  trace  the  errors  of  the  past  both 
in  ourselves  and  others,  and  how  clearly  prophesy 
the  burden  which  must  be  borne,  it  may  be,  through 
life,  as  their  consequence. 

They  are  very  important  years.  Let  them  be 
well  spent  in  acquiring  self-knowledge,  self-mastery, 
self-discipline,  and  the  hardest  struggle  of  life  is  over. 
We  are  as  soldiers  armed  for  the  battle,  and  when 
the  guides  of  our  youth  are  taken  from  us,  and  we 
are  left  to  stand  alone  and  act  for  ourselves,  amidst 
the  great  vortex  of  human  affairs,  we  shall  find 
enerofy  from  the  very  greatness  of  our  difficulties, 
and  be  supported  by  the  consciousness  of  possessing 
the  only  true  power — not  our  own,  but  His  upon 
whom  we  lean. 

I  have  been  told  that  I  was  never  young — that  I 
was  always  thoughtful  beyond  my  age,  my  charac- 
ter early  formed,  my  opinions  for  the  most  part 
fixed  before  I  was  twenty.  I  do  not  know  how 
this  may  be,  but  I  am  certain  that  the  brightness  of 
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the  summer  day,  and  the  long  twilight  of  the  dusky 
winter,  are  not  more  unlike  than  were  my  views 
and  hopes  at  eighteen,  and  at  eight-and-twenty. 

True,  I  early  saw  that  life  was  not  unclouded, 
and  that  home  had  many  cares;  but  the  power 
of  vivid  enjoyment  was  then  so  great  that,  except 
at  the  moment  when  anxieties  were  pressed  by 
circumstances  upon  my  attention,  they  were  for 
the  most  part  forgotten.  What  I  could  not  remedy 
I  had  no  call  to  think  upon,  and  I  trusted^ — that  is 
the  boon,  the  fairy  gift  of  youth,  the  secret  of 
its  exquisite  happiness^ — I  trusted  in  the  judgment 
of  others,  for  I  had  not  yet  learnt  to  fear  that  my 
own  might  be  of  equal  value. 

Yet  ten  years  may,  in  the  eye  of  the  world,  make 
but  little  difference  in  the  outward  condition  of  a 
family.  Ten  years  passed  over  us  at  East  Side, 
and  none  marked  the  changes  that  were  working 
amongst  us,  save  in  the  wrinkles  on  my  father's 
cheek  and  the  silvery  threads  which  glistened  in 
my  mother's  dark  brown  hair.  Or  if  their  children 
were  spoken  of,  it  was  to  contrast  the  bright  love- 
liness of  my  sweet  Hester  with  the  still  more  per- 
fect beauty  which  Joanna  still  retained,  or  to 
remark  upon  me  that  it  was  wonderful  how  little 
alteration  time  made  in  persons  of  my  complexion 
and  sickly  appearance. 

My  eight-and-twentieth  birthday  found  me  with 
Hester  in  London,  guests  of  our  sister  Caroline* 
Outwardly,  ten  years  had  made  a  greater  alteration 
in  Caroline  than  in  any  of  us.  **  Mrs.  Blair  looks 
quite  as  old  as  her  mother,"  was  the  common  remark 
when  Caroline  came  to  Carsdale.  But  it  was  not 
so  much  in  feature  as  in  manner  that  the  alteration 
was  perceptible ;  —  in  that  matronly,  business-like 
air  which  it  is  often  most  amusing  to  observe  even 
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very  young,  lively  people  assume  as  soon  as  they 
have  a  house  of  their  own.  My  mother,  after  five 
and  thirty  years  of  married  life,  was  not  by  any 
means  as  entirely  the  mistress  of  her  family  and 
the  woman  of  importance  as  Caroline. 

A  husband,  and  five  children,  and  a  good  house 
in  Harley-street,  and  servants,  and  a  carriage,  and 
an  increasing  circle  of  acquaintance — Caroline  cer- 
tainly had  a  great  deal  to  do  and  to  think  of.  And 
she  neglected  nothing — nothing,  that  is,  which  the 
world  required.  She  had  accomplished  the  objects 
for  which  her  husband  had  been  urged  to  marry 
her ;  she  had  raised  him  in  society,  she  had  made 
his  parties  agreeable,  set  herself  against  awkward 
acquaintances,  toned  down  his  manners,  and  gained 
him  respect  by  a  prudent  liberality  in  charitable 
subscriptions.  **  An  excellent  wife,**  as  Mrs.  Blair, 
of  Carsdale,  always  said,  congratulating  herself  upon 
her  own  wisdom  in  having  obtained  such  a  gem  for 
her  brother-in-law.  "  An  excellent  mother,"  as  said 
all  the  mammas  of  Harley-street  and  Portland-place, 
and  the  other  streets,  and  places,  and  squares  which 
were  included  in  the  circle  of  Caroline's  visiting- 
list.  And  as  an  excellent  wife  and  mother  Caroline 
always  comported  herself.  There  could  not  have 
been  more  orderly  children  than  my  six  little 
nephews  and  nieces ;  all  round,  and  rosy,  and  neat, 
and  quiet ;  with  a  good  nurse  to  take  care  of  them 
in  the  nursery,  and  a  methodical,  unobtrusive  go- 
verness, to  teach  them  all  that  the  nineteenth  cen- 
tury required  in  the  school-room. 

They  were  my  chief  interest  in  my  visits  to 
Harley-street.  Yet  the  feeling  had  more  pain  than 
pleasure  in  it  They  were  very  like  their  parents, 
and  let  the  world  praise  as  it  might,  I  never  returned 
from  a  fortnight  or  a  month's  intercourse  with  Caro- 
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line  and  her  husband  without   an   overpowering 
depression  at  my  heart. 

It  is  sad,  most  sad,  to  watch  the  outlines  of  a 
character  gradually  becoming  harder  and  more 
rigid  in  worldliness.  We  can  see  the  indications 
of  what  it  may  be  in  childhood  eve^i,  but  a  thousand 
things  may  happen  to  alter,  and  mould,  and  recon- 
struct it.  There  will  always,  indeed,  be  the  same 
dispositions,  but  they  may  be  differently  balanced. 
But  it  is  not  so  in  middle  age :  then,  unless  some 
great  shock,  upon  which  none  can  reckon,  should 
alter  the  whole  bias  of  the  mind,  it  takes  a  definite 
form  for  good  or  evil.  Frivolity  becomes  fixed  in- 
difference to  serious  thought ;  care  for  self  becomes 
utter  neglect  of  others ;  love  of  money  becomes 
avarice.  Caroline  had  cared  first  for  herself,  then 
for  her  family  at  East  Side :  now  she  cared  for 
herself  alone.  Mr.  Blair  had  prided  himself  upon 
money  for  the  luxuries  which  money  could  give: 
now  he  was  bent  upon  its  acquisition  as  in  itself 
the  great  end  of  life.  The  faults  were  not  visible 
to  the  world,  but  they  were  fearfully  so  to  me  ;  and 
the  tone  of  their  society,  the  atmosphere  in  which 
they  lived,  was,  in  consequence,  so  oppressive  to 
me,  that  I  could  with  difiiculty  make  up  my  mind 
to  endure  it  to  the  length  of  my  promised  visits. 
Yet  they  were  very  kind  to  me ;  they  always  made 
me  welcome  to  their  house,  and  my  birthday  was  a 
day  of  festivity,  to  be  kept  in  my  honour  by  a  holi- 
day for  the  children,  who  were  also  to  wear  their 
best  clothes,  and  go  for  a  drive  in  the  park.  Hes- 
ter made  me  a  present  besides,  a  little  bag  of  her 
own  working ;  but  birthday  presents  were  not  the 
fashion  in  Harley-street,  though  they  had  never 
been  forgotten  at  East  Side.  In  spite  of  the  many 
happy  returns  of  the  day  that  were  wished  me,  I 
should  have  felt  very  lonely  that  morning  without 


THE   EXPERIENCE  OF   LIFE.  ^31 

Hester.  Perhaps  I  was  growing  too  anxious,  but 
I  had  not  liked  the  last  letters  from  home.  "  My 
father  was  complaining  of  not  feeling  well," 
my  mother  said ;  '^  she  could  not  persuade  him 
to  have  advice ;  he  thought  it  was  only  a  cold." 
Very  simple  words !  perhaps  meaning  very  little, 
perhaps  meaning  a  great  deal.  It  was  not  strange 
that  they  should  strike  me  with  peculiar  force  upon 
my  birthday,  for  such  days  never  leave  us  at  rest  in 
the  present ;  they  always  send  us  back  to  the  past, 
or  onwards  to  the  future  ;  and  as  I  sat  at  work  in 
the  back  drawing-room,  with  the  scent  of  the  plea- 
sant flowers  in  the  little  conservatory  to  refresh  me, 
and  the  rattle  of  the  carriages  in  the  streets,  not 
sufficiently  near  absolutely  to  distract  me,  I  pon- 
dered much  and  deeply  upon  my  own  prospects  and 
that  of  those  dear  to  me.  I  had  long  known  that 
some  great  change  must  come  upon  us  before  many 
years  were  over.  Even  if  I  had  ever  entertained 
the  idea  that  "  to-morrow  should  be  as  this  day, 
and  much  more  abundant,"  the  experience  of  eight 
and  twenty  years  must  have  fully  opened  my  eyes 
to  the  delusion.  My  sanguine  father  had  ceased  to 
speak  of  the  probability  of  riches ;  for  there  had 
been  money  sunk  in  the  mines  which  had  never 
appeared  again,  and  year  by  year  liis  countenance 
had  become  more  careworn,  and  my  mother's  sighs 
more  audible,  and  the  influence  of  tlie  November 
mists  had  been  felt  more  keenly,  as  my  uncle  Ralph's 
visits  increased  in  length  and  frequency.  Poor, 
then,  we  might  be,  very  poor,  for  the  larger  portion 
of  our  income  was  dependent  on  my  father's  life. 
And  if  we  were  poor,  who  was  to  help  us  ?  Not 
Mr.  Blair — it  would  be  a  vain  humiliation  to  ask 
when  the  experience  of  every  day  and  every  hour 
proved  that  there  was  no  heart  to  give.     Not 
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Vaughan — he  was  struggling  for  a  bare  subsistence 
at  the  bar;  or  rather  not  struggling, — ^he  was  giving^ 
way  to  his  natural  indolence,  wasting  his  talents 
and  his  time  whilst  indulging  himself  in  the  tastes 
which  he  deemed  essential  to  a  gentleman.  Not 
Reginald — he  was  in  Mr.  Blair's  office,  following 
Mr.  Blair's  footsteps.  Not  Herbert — good,  and 
clever,  and  affectionate,  though  he  was,  his  educa- 
tion had  been  left  imperfect,  because  the  entangle- 
ment of  my  father's  affairs  had  interfered  with  his 
being  sent  to  college,  and  what  to  do  with  him  was 
a  question  which  it  was  becoming  every  day  more 
difficult  to  settle. 

My  mother's  relations  were,  for  the  most  part, 
poor  themselves.  My  uncle.  Sir  William  Vaughan, 
was  a  stranger  to  us,  and  report  spoke  of  him  as 
being  deeply  involved.  Aunt  Colston  and  uncle 
Ralph  would  be  unwilling,  aunt  Sarah  would  be 
unable,  to  help  us.  There  was,  indeed,  no  one 
to  depend  upon  but  myself;  and  as  the  thought 
forced  itself  upon  me,  fully  and  plainly,  my  spirit 
rose,  and  the  full  energy  of  my  mind  seemed,  for 
the  first  time,  realised  to  myself. 

I  had  but  little  physical  strength,  but  my  health 
had  improved  with  advancing  years ;  if  I  could 
never  hope  to  be  strong,  yet  at  least  I  was  compa- 
ratively relieved  from  the  nervous,  depressing 
symptoms  to  which  I  had  been  subject  in  early 
youth.  My  education  had  been  very  imperfect ; 
but  the  power  of  education  was  in  my  own  will.  I 
had  proved  it  by  the  lessons  I  had  set  myself,  the 
histories  I  had  read,  the  routine  of  study  which  I 
had  followed,  with  many  interruptions,  yet,  upon 
the  whole,  diligently  and  successfully,  for  the  last 
ten  years.  If  I  had  taught  myself,  I  might  hope  to 
be  able  to  teach  others;  and,  as  the  idea  gained 
force,   words  spoken  by  aunt  Sarah  many  years 
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before,  and  which  had  often  since  recurred  to  my 
memory,  stamped,  as  it  were,  the  seal  upon  my  re- 
solution :  **  There  is  more  honour  and  more  profit, 
both  for  this  world  and  the  next,  in  fifty  pounds 
gained  by  your  own  labour,  than  in  .five  hundred 
doled  out  by  the  pity  of  others." 

Aunt  Sarah  was  right  in  that,  and  I  would  prove 
it.  Whatever  might  happen,  we  would  never  de- 
pend upon  our  relations.  Joanna  might  be  a  burden, 
but  Hester  would  never  leave  me  alone ;  and  if 
adversity  came,  it  should  at  least  be  softened  to  my 
mother  and  to  all,  as  far  as  my  efibrts  could  soften 
it ;  for  what  had  I  else  to  live  for  ? 

I  thanked  God  that  I  had  given  no  '*  hostages  to 
the  world,'*  either  in  afibction  or  dependence  upon 
its  enjoyment,  which  could  now  draw  me  back  from 
any  sacrifice.  I  was  free ;  free  to  give  my  heart  to 
Him,  my  time  and  my  labour  to  my  family. 

So,  doubtless,  the  prospect  of  a  life  of  incessant 
work  and  care  was  lightened  of  half  its  trial.  If  I 
had  ever  indulged  the  hope,  or  been  tempted  by 
the  prospect  of  happiness  in  married  life,  it  would 
have  been  far  more  trying  to  look  forward  to 
years  of  toil  and  privation,  carrying  me,  probably 
without  rest,  to  the  time  when  labour  would  cease, 
because  the  power  of  labour  would  be  over.  But 
owing,  I  suppose,  to  my  own  want  of  attraction,  and 
the  fastidious  taste  which  could  never  meet  with 
the  perfection  of  which  it  sometimes  dreamt,  I  had 
reached  the  age  of  eight-and-twenty,  not  only 
without  having  had  the  opportunity  of  marriage,  but 
without  having  seen  a  single  person  who,  I  felt, 
could  make  me  happy  in  such  a  life.  Joanna  was 
always  falling  in  love,  and  had  several  times  been 
on  the  verge  of  an  engagement,  at  least  according 
to  her  own  account.     Yaughan  was  frightening  us 

continually  with  visions  of  an  imprudent  marriage ; 
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even  Reginald  had  his  decided  preference  ahd  fixed 
intentions.  I  was  sure  I  must  be  ver  j  cold-hearted, 
but  I  certainly  had  not  the  power  of  seeing  what 
others  saw,  or  feeling  what  others  felt.  I  had  met 
with  several  excellent,  superior  men ;  if  they  had 
paid  me  attention,  I  dare  say  I  might  have  been 
flattered,  and  fallen  in  love  with  them ;  but  as  they 
did  not,  I  was  quite  willing  that  they  should  devcte 
themselves  to  other  persons,  and  always  rejoiced 
when  the  fact  of  their  marriage  enabled  me  to  con- 
vert them  from  ordinary  acquaintances,  with  whom 
it  was  necessary  to  be  upon  one's  guard  lest  the 
world  might  talk,  into  hearty  friends,  with  wh6m 
one  might  be  quite  at  one's  ease. 

But  it  may  be  asked,  why,  when  looking  forward 
to  such  a  probable  necessity  for  exertion,  did  I  so 
entirely  set  aside  any  expectation  of  comfort  or  aid 
from  my  aunt  Colston  ?  Surely  she,  as  my  mother's 
sister,  would  be  bound  to  come  forward  in  a  case  of 
difficulty.  It  would  be  a  very  natural  question.  I 
was  almost  surprised  myself  to  find  how  entirely  1 
overlooked  aunt  Colston  in  my  considerations  as  to 
the  future.  But  there  is  an  instinct,  truer  than 
reason,  which  teaches  us  who  will  and  who  will  not 
be  our  friend  in  the  day  of  adversity.  Aunt  Colston 
had  become  less  and  less  to  us  every  year.  She 
spent  a  certain  period  during  the  summer  at  the 
cottage,  and  professed  to  call  it  her  home ;  but  her 
health  had  long  been  declining,  and  in  the  winter 
the  place  was  pronounced  too  cold  for  a  residence. 
My  aunt  herself  liked  the  cottage,  and  would  wil- 
lingly have  remained  there,  declaring  that  by  keep- 
ing in  the  house,  and  taking  care  to  have  her  room 
always  of  an  equal  temperature,  she  could  manage 
to  get  through  the  cold  weather  perfectly  well. 
But  the  idea  was  always  opposed  by  Horatia,  who 
expressed  the  greatest  alarm  whenever  it  was  sug« 
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gested,  and  succeeded  at  last  not  only  in  keeping 
my  aunt  away  during  the  winter,  but  also  for  the 
greater  part  of  the  year.  The  seasons  which  she 
did  sp^d  there  were  almost  always  those  in  which 
I  happened  to  be  from  home.  K  I  was  on  a  visit 
to  Caroline,  or  if,  as  had  once  or  twice  been  the 
case,  I  was  invited  to  enjoy  a  summer  excursion 
with  Lady  Emily  Rivers,  oitin  fact^  if  I  had  any 
engagement,  known  tolerably  long  beforehand,  I 
was  sure  to  hear  that  aunt  Colston  and  Horatia  had 
been  at  the  cottage ;  and  as  certain  it  was  that 
hints,  interferences,  and  complaints  followed.  When 
we  did  meet,  Horatia  and  I  were  very  good  friends. 
It  seemed,  indeed,  to  be  one  of  the  great  rules  of 
her  life  never  to  allow  herself  to  quarrel  with  any 
one,  whatever  cause  she  might  give  for  quar- 
relling with  her.  The  suspicious  jealousy  which 
she  had  once  so  incautiously,  as  I  supposed,  ex- 
pressed, seemed  lulled  to  sleep ;  though  I  could  not 
fail  to  observe  that  I  did  not  advance  in  aunt 
Colston's  estimation,  and  that  my  intimacy  with 
Lady  Emily  Rivers  especially  had  by  degrees  be- 
come as  frequent  a  subject  of  personal  censure  as 
the  habits  of  extravagance,  which  were  so  con- 
stantly imputed  to  the  family  at  large. 

Vanity,  sycophancy,  discontent  with  my  station 
in  life,  exclusiveness,  —  I  had  lectures  upon  all 
these  subjects,  sometimes  in  conversation,  some-^ 
times  in  writing.  Not,  indeed,  that  I  was  directly 
accused ;  but  I  was  written  and  talked  at,  and,  as 
a  natural  consequence,  I  became  shy,  uncomfortable, 
and  reserved,  especially  as  regarded  Lowood ;  and 
my  reserve  was  construed  into  want  of  affection, 
and — the  evil  increased  daily, — the  separation  be- 
came wider  and  wider. 

It  was  the  more  provoking  because  I  felt  that 
such  a  prejudice  was  strongly  against  my  aunt's 
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natural  character.  With  her  keen  worldly  pru- 
dence, she  would  have  been  among  the  first  to 
approve  of  a  friendship  which,  whilst  it  introduced 
me  to  the  society  of  persons  remarkable  for  good- 
ness, talent,  and  refinement,  entailed  no  expensive 
habits,  and  interfered  with  no  domestic  duties,  but 
gave  me  just  the  change  and  interest  which  my 
indifi\3rent  health  and  the  pressure  of  family  cares 
needed.  There  must  be  some  other  influence  at 
work,  and  it  could  be  no  other  than  Horatia's. 
For  Horatia  was  now  what  she  had  been  ten  years 
before  ;  only,  I  think,  a  little  more  brusque,  a  little 
more  openly  interfering  and  sarcastic ;  perhaps, 
also,  a  little  soured  in  her  views  of  life.  She  had 
had  many  disappointments,  some  only  guessed  by 
her  friends,  some  openly  avowed.  She  had  been 
twice  engaged  to  be  married,  but  still  she  remained 
unmarried.  There  could  not  have  been  any  deep 
regret  in  either  case.  The  first  engagement  was 
broken  off  on  a  money  question,  raised  by  my  aunt, 
but  approved  by  herself.  The  second  was  a  hasty 
offer,  as  hastily  accepted,  and  ending  in  a  mutual 
conviction  that  it  was  better  to  separate  and  seek 
for  happiness  elsewhere.  The  gentleman  knew 
where  to  look  for  his  consolation,  for  he  married  six 
weeks  afterwards :  Horatia  was  not  so  fortunate  ; 
but  she  laughed  loudly,  and  begged  her  friends  tO 
congratulate  her  upon  her  fortunate  escape. 

She  was  now  eight-and-thirty,  dependent  upon 
my  aunt,  and  becoming  every  day  more  entirely 
bound  to  her.  Illness  often  makes  even  unselfish 
people  exacting,  and  aunt  Colston,  never  inclined  to 
yield  her  own  wishes,  had  been  so  long  humoured 
by  Horatia,  that  her  presence  was  become  an  abso- 
lute essential  of  life.  If  Horatia  wished  to  be 
married  now,  she  had  not  the  opportunity,  for  my 
aunt  never  went  into  society,  and  could  receive  but 
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few  visitors  at  home.  Her  life  was  so  monotonous 
that  I  often  marvelled  how  Horatia  could  bear  it, 
but  her  spirits  never  failed,  and  with  all  her  faults 
I  could  not  help  admiring  the  energy  of  mind  which 
enabled  her  to  bear  up  against  the  daily  harass  of 
an  exacting  disposition,  aggravated  by  a  failing 
constitution.  All  that  ever  seemed  to  disturb  her 
was  the  idea  of  any  interference  with  the  position 
which  she  occupied  in  my  aunt's  household.  Her 
jealousy  on  this  point  was  so  great  that  we  scarcely 
ever  ventured  to  take  the  most  trifling  liberty  at 
the  cottage.  If  my  aunt  was  out  of  the  room  we 
never  even  rang  the  bell,  or  asked  for  a  glass  of 
water  without  an  apology  to  Horatia,  for  we  knew 
that  she  considered  it  an  attention  which  was  her 
due.  "  Very  absurd,"  we  often  said  it  was  ;  "  but 
still  if  she  liked  it,  it  did  not  signify  to  us."  My 
mother,  I  think,  was  the  most  fretted  by  Horatia's 
manner.  It  was  very  galling  to  a  sister  to  be  under 
this  species  of  subjection,  and  she  was  roused  once 
to  make  some  observation  about  it  to  aunt  Colston. 
But  the  answer  was  decisive.  •'  Horatia  has  acted 
as  my  child  for  many  years.  When  a  mother  is  ill 
the  child  must  naturally  take  the  mother's  place." 

This  title  of  aunt  Colston's  child  was  that  on 
which  Horatia  prided  herself;  and  I  could  have  felt 
with  her  if  I  could  have  been  sure  that  the  feeling 
of  professed  affection  was  sincere.  But  there  was  a 
parade  of  duty  connected  with  it  which  was  offen- 
sive to  me ;  and,  I  dare  say  also,  I  was  inclined  to 
be  severe  because  it  always  served  as  the  nail  upon 
which  to  hang  one  of  the  many  lectures  bestowed 
upon  myself.  •*  Horatia  is  indeed  a  true  and  de- 
voted daughter,"  wrote  aunt  Colston  to  me,  once, 
when  she  heard  that  I  was  to  go  for  a  six  weeks' 
tour  in  Wales  with  Lady  Emily  Rivers.  "  I  could 
wish  that  all  were  like  her ;  —  no  selfish  seeking  of 
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her  own  pleasure,  no  neglect  of  home  duties  ;  ^—  het 
attentions  are  unwearied,  and  I  am  thankful  to  saj 
that  she  is  contented  to  remain  in  the  station  of 
usefulness  in  which  she  has  been  placed,  and  never 
allows  any  vain  longings  for  the  ultra  refinements 
of  rank  and  wealth  to  draw  her  away  from  the 
wholesome  occupations  of  ordinary  life.*' 

Very  true  and  very  right,  doubtless.  But  what  was 
it  to  me  ?  Did  it  mean  that  I  neglected  my  domestic 
duties  ?  Conscience,  with  its  many,  many  re- 
proaches, comforted  me  upon  that  point.  It  com- 
forted me  when  I  sat  by  myself  in  the  back  drawing- 
room  in  Harley-street,  on  my  eight-and-twentieth 
birthday,  and  took  a  review  of  my  past  life.  With 
all  its  trials  and  its  fears,  my  home  was  not  now  the 
cause  for  anxiety  which  it  once  had  been.  If  we 
had  been  extravagant  we  were  daily  becoming  more 
careful ;  if  we  had  been  too  fond  of  society  we  were 
daily  learning  to  live  to  ourselves,  and  find  amuse- 
ments within  our  own  circle ;  if  we  had  as  a  family 
— for  I  can  never  allow  that  it  was  my  mother's 
case— been  thoughtless  of  the  welfare  of  the  poor, 
there  were  those  then  living,  both  at  Carsdale  and 
East  Side,  who  would  bless  our  name  during  life, 
and,  it  might  be,  stand  forth  as  witnesses  of  our  care 
for  them  in  the  Great  Day  of  account.  And  I  felt, 
I  knew,  that  through  the  infinite  Mercy  of  God,  my 
influence  had  in  some  degree  been  instrumental  to 
this  change.  It  had  come  very  gradually  from  slight 
beginnings ;  partly,  I  had  reason  to  hope,  from  my 
own  intercourse  with  Lowood,  and  the  little  help  I 
liad  been  enabled  to  give  to  Lady  Emily  in  her  cha- 
rities. My  mother  had  worked  alone  till  then,  think-r 
ing  me  perhaps  too  young  to  engage  in  such  duties ; 
but  when  she  found  that  I  was  willing  and  anxious 
to  undertake  them,  she  gave  me  both  assistance  ao^ 
advice,  and  the  sense  of  companionship  roused  h^s 
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own  energy,  and  in  the  end  acted  also  upon  my 
father.  He  was  a  kind-hearted  and  very  generous 
man,  with  religious  tastes,  though  not  strictly  reli- 
gious principles.  He  never  neglected  cases  of  dis- 
tress which  were  brought  before  him,  and  when  my 
mother  and  I  sought  them  out,  his  indolence  was 
overcome,  and  he  made  an  effort  to  relieve  them. 
Even  this  was  a  comfort  to  me ;  it  was  far  better 
that  his  leisure  moments,  which  were  many,  should 
be  spent  in  devising  plans  for  the  relief  of  suffering, 
even  if  they  were  beyond  his  power  to  carry  out, 
than  in  dreaming  over  the  politics  of  the  day,  or  ex- 
erting himself  only  to  mark  out  a  new  flower-bed, 
or  pull  down  an  ugly  fence.  But  disappointment 
deepened  this  first  impulse  for  good.  He  was  dis- 
appointed in  Vaughan.  He  had  dwelt  upon  the 
thought  that  his  eldest  son  would  distinguish  him- 
self at  college,  and  Vaughan,  indolent  like  himself, 
lounged  away  his  first  terms  in  the  society  of  a  few 
friends  of  wealth  and  rank,  spent  twice  the  money 
which  he  ought  to  have  done,  and  then  in  desperation 
read  so  hard  that  he  worked  himself  into  a  nervous 
fever,  and  barely  escaped  being  plucked. 

And  this  beginning  was  the  history  of  the  con- 
tinuation. Vaughan  at  tlie  bar  was  what  Vaughan 
had  been  at  college.  My  father  lost  all  confidence 
and  all  hope.  If  my  brother  ever  managed  to  sup- 
port himself,  it  was  all,  he  said,  we  were  to  expect ; 
and  then  he  sat  down  in  his  arm-chair,  and  brooded 
over  the  nothingness  of  the  world's  expectations,  and 
might  have  sunk  into  useless  misanthropy,  if  the 
kindness  of  his  disposition  had  not  from  time  to 
time  been  goaded  into  exertion. 

I  was  quick  in  perceiving  the  advantage  to  be 
gained,  and  though  my  mother's  tenderness  often 
made  her  shrink  from  paining  him  by  telling  him 
of  suffering  which  he  could  not  relieve,  I  felt  myself 
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that  the  pain  was  more  wholesome  than  the  cure. 
The  feelings  were  not  permitted  to  evaporate  in 
mere  sympathy.  If  he  could  not  give  money,  he 
could  give  time,  and  we  persuaded  him  to  become  a 
member  of  some  of  the  Carsdale  societies^  and  to 
use  his  interest  with  his  friends  when  he  had  no 
means  of  doing  .any  good  in  any  other  way,  and  so 
by  degrees  his  thoughts  were  directed  into  a  new 
channel.  And  then  at  last  came  the  real  change 
which  I  was  longing  to  see. 

Present  duties  made  him  look  back  upon  the 
years  when  they  had  been  omitted,  and  sorrow  for 
one  neglect  touched  the  conscience  with  regard  to 
others.  He  said  little,  but  I  saw  a  yearly  increasing 
care  for  religious  duties,  greater  energy,  greater 
watchfulness  ;  and  though  I  liad  observed  for  some 
time  the  fact,  to  which  my  mother's  eyes  were  just 
becoming  opened,  that  his  health  was  failing,  I 
looked  forward  to  the  future  as  regarded  him  with 
calm  and  cheerful  hope.  My  mother  herself  was 
less  anxious  upon  worldly  matters  than  formerly ; 
her  gentle  character  was  gaining  strength  by  trust. 
I  did  not  fear  that  her  spirit  would  sink  under 
poverty;  but  her  affections  were  intense;  and 
when  I  thought  what  she  might  have  to  suffer 
I  could  only  pray  that  God  would  support  her. 
Joanna  perhaps  was  my  greatest  care.  She  was 
still  so  undisciplined,  living  for  gaiety  and  admira- 
tion, and  sighing  because,  as  time  went  on,  and  the 
habits  of  the  family  altered,  she  had  less  opportunity 
of  receiving  them.  At  one  time  I  had  feared  that 
she  might  influence  Hester,  who  was  excitable, 
eager,  impetuous,  and  often  carried  away  by  feeling; 
but  there  were  strong  counteracting  safeguards,  most 
especially  in  the  general  tone  of  our  home  circle, 
and  the  affection  which  united  the  two  children, 
as  they  were  still  called,  Plerbert  and  Hester.  They 
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were  so  happy  in  each  other,  that  they  had  no  cause 
to  seek  for  interest  elsewhere.  I  am  afraid  I  was 
a  little  proud  of  Herbert,  because  I  had,  in  a 
measure,  educated  him  myself;  I  had  given  him, 
that  is,  the  stimulus  and  support  which  his  desultory 
home  studies  needed.  I  had  read  and  studied  with 
him,  much  more  for  his  sake  than  my  own,  and  the 
labour  bestowed  had  been  abundantly  repaid.  If 
he  could  only  have  the  same  advantages  as  Yaughan, 
I  felt  that  he  would  be  all  that  my  father  had  once 
expected  of  his  eldest  son.  And,  oh  !  how  dijQ&cult 
it  was  to  keep  down  the  rush  of  reproachful  and 
bitter  regret,  as  I  felt  that  his  prospects  for  life 
might  be  ruined  by  the  faults  of  others. 

He  himself  was  willing  to  do  any  thing.  He 
would  have  worked  like  Reginald  with  Mr.  Blair  if 
it  had  been  required  ;  but  there  was  no  opening  for 
such  employment.  One  out  of  the  family  was  suf- 
ficient, Caroline  said;  and  I  did  not  in  the  least 
desire  to  contradict  her.  One  out  of  the  family  was, 
in  my  own  opinion,  one  too  many,  judging  by  Re- 
ginald, who  had  become  a  cautious  man  of  business, 
wrapt  lip  in  self,  and  dreaming  of  nothing  but  profit 
and  loss  even  before  he  was  five  and  twenty.  Re- 
ginald was  the  one  amongst  all  my  brothers  and  sis- 
ters for  whom  I  had  the  least  sympathy :  I  often 
blamed  myself  for  it,  and,  whenever  I  was  in  Lon- 
don, tried  to  draw  him  out  and  make  him  fond  of 
me.  But  efforts  of  that  kind  seldom  succeed.  We 
were  totally  uncongenial,  and  had  been  so  from 
infancy.  We  never  could  see  things  in  the  same 
light,  or  fix  our  afiections  upon  the  same  objects ; 
and  he  was  so  shrewd,  I  am  sure  he  saw  that  my 
manner  was  forced  when  I  tried  to  take  an  interest 
in  the  things  which  interested  him.  And  I  am 
certain,  also>  that  he  felt  my  opinion,  though  it  had 
never  been  expressed.     Some  persons  have  a  re- 
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markable  faculty — an  instinct  it  seems — for  discover- 
ing what  others  think  of  them.  Reginald  had  a  great 
wish  to  be  respected  ;  and  he  knew  that  I  did  not 
respect  him,  and  so  my  presence  was  galling  to  him. 

And  for  myself — it  is  never  well  to  speak  of  one- 
self; yet  in  this  instance,  perhaps,  it  may  be  allowed  ; 
for  if  work  was  to  be  done,  and  to  me  alone  was  granted 
the  power  to  do  it,  it  was  necessary  to  look  closely 
into  my  own  character,  and  inquire  fully  into  its  ca- 
pabilities. What  effect,  then,  had  these  ten  important 
years  of  life  had  upon  myself?  They  had  not  al- 
tered, but  they  had  deepened  and  widened,  my  prin- 
ciples and  opinions.  They  had,  I  hope,  enlarged 
my  charity  for  the  fault  of  others,  by  affording  me 
a  clearer  insight  into  my  own :  they  had  dispelled 
many  illusions,  disappointed  many  expectations, 
given  me  a  calmer,  though  a  sadder,  view  of  life ; 
but  they  had  also — and  this  was  the  great  work  which 
I  felt  they  had  accomplished,  when  I  stood  in 
thought  upon  the  brink  of  futurity,  and  looked  into 
the  dark  gulf  below — they  had  given  me  a  conscious- 
ness of  power. 

I  was  then  self-confident,  self- trusting.  May  He 
who  reads  the  heart  forgive  me  if  I  deceive  myself 
in  repelling  the  charge.  I  had,  indeed,  sometimes 
been  told  that  I  was  clever,  and  I  felt  that  in  the 
eyes  of  the  world  I  might  appear  good.  I  had  in- 
fluence with  my  family :  my  father  listened  to  me ; 
my  mother  rested  upon  me ;  my  brothers  and  sisters 
consulted  me.  I  had  influence  out  of  my  family,  at 
Lowood,  at  Carsdale,  in  private  circles,  even  amongst 
persons  whose  character  and  talents  enforced  respect. 
I  saw  it  all  plainly.  Sometimes  I  compelled  myself 
to  look  at  it,  imagining,  with  a  painful  self-mockery, 
the  words  of  praise,  the  lavish  approbation  that  might 
.  be  bestowed  upon  me ;  and  then  carrying  my  thoughts 
.on,  and  on,  and  on, — beyond  life,  beyond  the  grave> 
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beyond  the  quiet  world  of  rest,  till  I  stood  before  the 
judgment  seat  of  Heaven,  and  saw  myself  *^  wretched 
and  miserable,  and  poor,  and  blind,  and  naked," 
sinking  beneath  the  load  of  secret  sins,  and  the  bur- 
den of  that  delusive  praise^  the  falsity  of  which  I  had 
at  times  made  my  own  by  delighting  in  it. 

God  only  knows  the  awfulness  of  such  moments : 
God  only  knows  the  unspeakable  rest  of  casting 
away  the  consciousness  of  self,  the  mask  of  this 
world's  flattery,  and  reposing  beneath  that  **  Shadow 
of  a  Great  Bock  in  a  weary  land,"  the  thought 
of  a  Saviour.  No :  if  there  were  moments  when 
praise  was  sweet,  and  deference  was  dear,  there 
were  others  when  they  were  the  crushing  weight 
which  bowed  my  spirit  to  the  dust ;  the  mocking, 
haunting  phantoms  of  evil,  from  which  I  would 
have  fled  into  the  wilderness,  and  hidden  myself 
from  the  sight  of  all  men,  to  live  alone  with  God 
and  the  sorrowful  memories  of  my  sins. 

It  was  not,  I  trust,  self-confldence,  in  its  wrong 
sense,  which  enabled  me  to  contemplate  the  future 
without  dread ;  but  the  feeling,  thankfully  acknow- 
ledged, that  He  who  watched  over  me,  whilst  placing 
trial  before  me,  had  also  put  within  my  reach  the 
means  of  meeting  and  overcoming  it.  My  thoughts, 
therefore,  though  they  were  serious,  were  not  sad  ; 
and  when  Hester  came  in  and  put  a  stop  to  them,  I 
doubt  if  she  had  the  least  suspicion  from  my  coun- 
tenance what  their  nature  had  been. 

Her  presence  acted,  as  it  always  did,  like  a  sun- 
beam. 

Certainly  she  was  wonderfully  winning  and  pretty. 
It  could  not  have  been  merely  my  sisterly  partiality 
which  made  me  look  at  her  with  such  delight. 
There  was  an  indefinable  charm  in  the  varying  ex- 
pression, the  brilliant,  yet  softened,  flash  of  her  blue 
eye ;  so  deep  in  its  hue,  and  shaded  with  such  long 
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dark  fringe,  that  the  colour  was  oflten  mistaken  for 
hazel;  and  the  small  mouth,  with  its  bewitching 
smile,  said  so  much  even  when  she  was  silent ;  and 
the  dimple  on  her  cheek  was  so  childlike  and  joj- 
ous ;  one  might  have  known,  before  she  uttered  a 
word,  how  lighthearted  would  be  the  tones  of  her 
voice,  and  how  clear  and  soft  would  foe  the  music 
of  her  ringing  laugh.  And  she  was  so  exquisitely 
graceful  too, — her  little  head  was  placed  so  beau- 
tifully upon  her  long  neck,  and  her  slight  figure 
was  so  well  proportioned,  and  her  movements  had 
such  a  natural  ease;  and  with  it  all,  she  was  so 
quick  in  comprehension,  so  simple  in  her  humility, 
so  loving  and  unselfish,  and,  even  in  her  faults,  so 
candid  and  forgiving — if  she  had  been  my  pupil 
only,  I  must  have  delighted  in  her ;  as  my  sister — 
the  child  whom  I  had  almost  nursed  from  infancy, 
the  special  charge  entrusted  to  me  by  my  mother, — 
I  prayed  that  my  love  might  not  foe  idolatry. 
''  Alone,  mammy,  darling!"  she  said ;  and  she  sat 
down  on  the  arm  of  my  chaii:,  and,  putting  h^  arm 
round  my  neck,  looked  up  into  my  face  with  a  half 
laughing,  half  reproachful  smile: — "Oh,  fie,  you 
told  me  you  were  going  to  have  the  children  with 
you,  or  I  never  would  have  gone  away  to  my  own 
room  to  write.**  "  They  were  here  for  a  few  mi- 
nutes," I  said ;  "  and  then  nurse  came  for  them,  to 
try  on  some  new  frocks.  But  have  you  finished 
your  letter?"  "Not  quite;  T  wanted  to  know  whe- 
ther you  had  any  message."  "  Only  to  beg  Joanna 
to  write  directly,  if  she  thinks  there  is  any  reason 
for  our  return  :  or  stay,  I  think  I  will  add  one  line 
myself  to  my  mother."  **  What  a  dear,  little,  anxious, 
troubled,  spirit  you  have,  my  poor  mammy.  What 
put  into  your  head  that  there  could  be  any  reason?" 
"  My  mother's  letter,"  I  replied.  "  If  my  father  is 
ill,  she  will  tire  herself  to  death  in  nursing  him." 
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''  I  did  not  see  much  about  papa's  being  ill,"  said 
Hester,  rather  in  a  tone  of  alarm  as  she  took  up  the 
letter  which  was  lying  on  the  work  table.  She 
glanced  through  it  hastily,  and  read  aloud:  "'He 
has  had  a  cold^  and  complains  of  general  weakness ; 
but  I  cannot  persuade  him  to  see  Dr.  Blair.'  Was 
there  nothing  more?"  "Nothing,"  I  replied;  and 
I  felt  almost  ashamed  of  my  fears,  though  I  knew 
also  that  the  general  weakness  had  been  the  com- 
plaint of  months  past.  "  You  see,  mammy,  dear," 
said  Hester,  "that,  if  you  sit  alone,  and  conjure  up 
fancies,  it  will  undo  all  the  good  of  the  change  to 
London.  So  we  won't  think  anything  more  about 
our  home ;  but  we  will  put  on  our  bonnets,  and  go 
out,  and  enjoy  ourselves;  and  then  we  shall  do  quite 
well,  as  Dr.  Blair  says,  when  he  orders  a  mustard 
plaister;"  and  she  rubbed  her  hands  together,  and 
looked  so  absurdly  like  Dr.  Blair,  that,  in  spite  of 
my  anti-mimicry  principles,  I  could  not  possibly 
help  laughing.  "And,  moreover,"  said  Hester, 
looking  at  the  letter  again,  "  if  we  only  go  in  the 
right  direction,  and  choose  the  right  hours,  and  do 
all  the  other  things  that  ought  to  be  done,  we  may 
— who  knows  ? — we  may  meet  Lady  Emily  Rivers." 
"  Lady  Emily ! "  I  exclaimed.  "  Oh  !  Hester,  how 
absurd !  why,  she  is  at  Lowood !"  "Is  she  ? "  Hester 
pointed  to  a  postscript,  which  I  had  overlooked. 
'  Lady  Emily  Rivers  was  here  yesterday,  offering 
to  take  anything  to  town  for  you,  though  she  doubts 
if  she  shall  be  able  to  see  you,  as  they  are  only  to 
be  away  a  week,*  "  1  wonder  what  brings  her  to 
town,"  I  said;  "she  dislikes  London  so  much." 
Hester's  bright  face  assumed  an  air  of  pompous 
gravity,  and  her  voice  changed  into  the  fullest,  most 
oracular  tones,  as  she  replied :  "  A  woman  of  busi- 
ness, my  dear  sister,  is  never  mistress  of  her  own 
time."  "Hush !  Hester.  How  naughty!  Caroline  will 
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hear  you."  **  And  recognise  our  dear  brother  ?  Yott 
like  to  hear  me  call  him  brother,  don't  jou?''  and 
she  laughed,  and  gave  me  a  kiss.  **  I  don't  like 
to  hear  you  speak  of  him  at  all :  you  never  do  so 
with  any  respect."  "  What  a  libel  I  and  it  was  only 
yesterday  that  Reginald  and  I  agreed  he  was 
worth  double  any  ordinary  brother,  for  that  there 
was  substance  enough  in  him  to  make  two  at  least." 
I  looked  really  grave  at  this,  and  told  her  that  it 
was  always  dangerous  to  give  way  to  mimicry  and 
idle  talking;  and  that  it  must  be  especially  wrong 
to  encourage  Reginald  in  laughing  at  Mr.  Blair, 
for  he  was  under  such  great  obligations  to  him. 
She  looked  sorry,  and  confessed  she  had  forgotten ; 
but  as  she  ran  away  to  dress  for  walking,  she  put 
her  head  in  at  the  door  again,  and  said  seriously : 
**  You  know,  mammy,  if  there  is  a  debtor's  side  of 
the  account  book,  we  may  be  quite  sure  there  is  a 
creditor's  too,  and  some  day  there  will  come  a  day 
of  reckoning." 

Hester  was  more  right  than  I  chose  to  acknow- 
ledge to  her.  If  Mr.  Blair  was  conferring  benefits 
on  Reginald,  it  was  certain  that  he  was  not  doing 
so  at  any  loss  to  himself,  for  I  had  heard  him  say, 
several  times,  that  Reginald  did  his  own  work  and 
that  of  a  clerk  besides. 


CHAP.  XXIV. 

I  DID  not  really  expect  to  see  Lady  Emily  Rivers ; 
and  I  fancied  at  first  I  did  not  wish  to  see  her, 
because  the  interview  would  be  tantalising;  but 
notwithstanding,  I  looked  into  every  carriage  that 
drove  by,  hoping  she  might  be  in  it  We  were 
seldom  in  London  together ;  and  when  we  were  our 
intercourse  was  very  difierent  from  what  it  was  in 
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the  country,  for  the  circles  of  our  society  were 
far  apart.  Lady  Emily  came  to  stay  with  her 
father,  and  had  her  own  friends  and  acquaintances, 
in  a  sphere  much  above  that  of  Mr.  Blair  and  Har- 
ley  Street,  and,  in  consequence,  I  saw  but  little  of 
her.  I  never  expected,  or  indeed  wished,  that  it 
should  be  otherwise.  In  a  place  like  London, 
where  it  is  impossible  to  know  every  one,  the  se- 
lection of  society  is  naturally  made  according  to  the 
rank  and  circumstances  of  individuals.  Caroline 
did  not  visit  any  of  Lady  Emily  Rivers'  friends ; 
and  if  she  did  not,  I  could  not ;  for  I  never  felt  the 
smallest  wish  to  separate  myself  from  my  family. 
But  I  confess  that  I  was  pleased  and  happy  when  I 
found  that  Lady  Emily  made  a  point  of  coming 
to  see  me  whenever  we  happened  to  be  in  London 
at  the  same  time,  and  of  taking  me  with  her,  if 
possible,  to  any  particularly  interesting  sight.  It 
was  much  more  agreeable  to  be  together  in  this 
way  than  it  would  have  been  to  be  asked  to  a  grand 
dinner  party;  and  the  few  hours  spent  with  her  had 
been  amongst  some  of  the  brightest  spots  in  my 
London  visits. 

Hester  was  full  of  prophecies  that  we  should  meet 
Lady  Emily  that  morning.  We  knew  the  shops 
to  which  she  was  accustomed  to  go ;  and,  after  pay- 
ing two  or  three  visits,  I  was  persuaded  to  walk 
to  a  bookseller's,  where  she  was  often  to  be  found, 
upon  the  chance  of  her  being  there.  Upon  con- 
sideration, I  began  to  wish  that  we  might  meet 
either  her  or  Mr.  Rivers.  I  thought  they  might 
tell  us  something  about  home,  and  anxiety  was 
still  latent  in  my  mind,  though  Hester's  cheerful- 
ness for  the  time  overpowered  it.  We  were  walk- 
ing leisurely  along,  through  a  quiet  street,  when  a 
pretty  little  open  carriage,  drawn  by  a  pair  of  beau- 
tiful ponies,  drove  by  us.      A  gentleman  and  two 
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ladies  were  in  it ;  but  we  scarcely  looked  at  them  in 
our  admiration  of  the  horses.    Just,  however,  as  we 
were  turning  a  corner  into  another  street,  a  sharp 
cr  J  was  heard,  followed  by  an  eager  rush  of  people. 
Some  accident  had  happened,  and  without  consider- 
ation we  hastened  back  a  few  steps,  to  see  what  it 
was.      There  was  a  great  crowd,    and  we  were 
pushed  and  jostled,  and  frightened,   and  could  un- 
derstand nothing  except  that  one  of  the  ponies 
had  fallen.     The  gentleman  was  standing  by  it 
with  the  servant :  the  ladies  were  gone.  It  seemed 
that  there  was  no  other  mischief.     Hester  looked 
pale,    and  I  insisted  upon  her   going  home,    and 
certainly   heartily  wished   myself  there ;   for  the 
crowd  that  had  gathered,  though  perfectly  orderly, 
was  exceedingly  disagreeable.      We  tried  to  ad- 
vance ;  but  as  we  had  to  pass  by  the  spot  which 
was  the  centre  of  attraction,  it  was  very  difficult. 
Hester,  once  or  twice,  begged  in  her  gentle  tones 
that  she  might  be  allowed  to  go  on  ;  but  no  notice 
was  taken  of  the  request ;  and,  half  laughing  at  the 
absurdity  of  our  position,  yet,  blaming  myself,  for 
having  so  foolishly  placed  ourselves  in  it,  I  begged 
her  to  wait  patiently.    She  was  too  eager,  however, 
for  this,  and,  moreover,  a  little   alarmed   at  being 
so  unmercifully  pressed  upon ;  and,  by  continuing 
her  efforts,  had  made  some  progress,  when  the  crowd 
separated,  to  make  way  for  the  gentleman   who, 
having  given  directions  to  his  servant  about  the 
pony,  was  now  at  liberty  to  rejoin  his  companions. 
They  were  in  a  shop  near,  and  as  a  passage  was 
opened  for  him  without  difficulty,  it  seemed  a  good 
opportunity  for  setting  ourselves  free.    Hester  tried 
again  to  soften  the  heart  of  a  substantial  looking 
farmer,  just  in  front  of  her,  begging  pardon  very 
politely,  but  might  she  be  allowed  to  pass?     Her 
efforts  attracted  the  notice  of  the  stranger,  and, 
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seeing  that  we  were  ladies,  and  unprotected,  he  stop- 
ped, made  the  people  move  aside,  and,  suggesting 
that  we  had  better  follow  him,  took  us  to  the  place 
where  his  own  friends  were  waiting.  It  happened 
to  be  a  shop  which  I  had  several  times  been  into 
with  Lady  Emilj  Rivers,  and  as  we  sat  down 
to  rest  for  a  few  minutes,  and  give  time  for  the 
crowd  to  disperse,  I  took  the  opportunity  of  asking 
whether  she  had  been  there  that  morning.  Our 
new  friends  turned  round  rather  quickly  as  the 
name  caught  their  attention.  The  gentleman 
smiled,  apologised  for  the  observation,  but, — if  we 
were  wishing  to  see  Lady  Emily,  she  would  be 
there,  probably,  almost  immediately.  They  had 
made  an  engagement  to  meet  her.  His  features 
struck  me  immediately.  The  likeness,  which  I  had 
scarcely  thought  of  noticing  before,  was  easily  per- 
ceptible. He  must  be  her  brother,  Mr.  Beresford, 
who  I  knew  had  lately  returned  from  abroad.  Of 
course  we  soon  made  an  acquaintance  and  entered 
into  conversation.  He  was  very  much  younger,  and 
more  decidedly  good  looking,  than  Lady  Emily. 
I  suppose. I  was  prejudiced  in  his  favour;  but  he 
certainly  took  my  fancy  particularly :  there  was  so 
much  of  her  ease,  and  kindness,  and  simplicity, 
about  him.  One  or  two  things  he  said  gave  me  an 
idea  that  he  was  wanting  in  depth  of  character ; 
but  it  was  unfair  to  judge  on  such  a  very  slight 
acquaintance.  The  two  ladies  a  little  puzzled 
me  at  first ;  they  were  a  mother  and  daughter ;  but 
I  did  not  hear  their  names.  The  mother  was 
rather  stately;  the  daughter  very  pleasing  and 
gentle,  but  not  pretty.  They  were,  in  some  way, 
related  to,  or  connected  with,  Mr.  Beresford,  that  I 
soon  found  ;  and,  after  about  ten  minutes*  conver- 
sation, I  decided  in  my  own  mind  that  he  must 
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be  engaged  to  the  young  lady,  or  wishing  to  be  so^ 
for  his  attentions  were  very  marked. 

It  was  rather  an  amusing  little  episode  in  the 
morning's  adventure,  especially  with  the  prospect  of 
seeing  Lady  Emily  at  its  termination  ;  and,  though 
she  delayed  longer  than  I  expected,  I  was  easily 
persuaded  to  wait.  She  came  at  last,  alone,  hur- 
ried, and  anxious,  having  just  heard  of  the  accident* 
Hester  and  I  kept  in  the  back  ground.  How  had 
it  happened  ?  was  any  one  hurt  ?  was  Sophia  fright- 
ened ?  would  they  not  all  come  at  once  to  Grosvenor- 
square  ?  She  was  so  full  of  thought  for  them,  that 
she  did  not  perceive  the  presence  of  any  other  perr 
son,  till  Mr.  Beresford  laughingly  begged  to  intro- 
duce two  ladies,  whose  acquaintance  he  had  just 
had  the  pleasure  of  making.  The  cordial,  affec- 
tionate greeting  that  followed — how  delightful  it 
was  in  the  frigid  atmosphere  of  London  !  It  made 
me  feel  at  home  again,  which  I  never  thoroughly 
did  in  Harley-street ;  and  when  Lady  Emily  insisted 
upon  our  going  with  them  to  see  a  splendid  private 
collection  of  Indian  curiosities,  I  could  not  make 
up  my  mind  to  refuse.  A  message  was  despatched 
to  Harley-street,  to  say  where  we  were  to  be  found, 
and  Lady  Emily's  carriage  having  conveyed  the 
stately  lady,  Mrs.  Spencer  Grant,  who  was  rather 
over-fatigued,  to  her  own  house,  returned  again 
for  us. 

I  had  been  absent  from  East  Side  more  than  a 
month — a  long  time  for  the  growth  of  the  dear, 
though  trifling,  interests  of  home ;  and  Lady  Emily 
and  I  had  much  to  say  to  each  other,  for  East  Side 
and  Lowood  had  many  things  in  common.  But  it 
was  impossible  to  talk  whilst  rattling  through  the 
noisy  streets :  we  contented  ourselves  with  making 
the  attempt  half-a-dozen  times,  and  as  often  giving 
it  up,  till  we  found  ourselves  in  the  long  Indian  gal- 
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lery;  and  then,  whilst  Hester,  Miss  Grant,  and 
Mr.  Beresford  set  forth  on  a  journej  of  discovery, 
to  see  what  was  most  worth  seeing,  Lady  Emily 
and  I  walked  slowly  up  and  down  the  room,  not 
absolutely  unmindful  of  the  curiosities,  but,  I  fear, 
more  engrossed  in  our  own  affairs  than  in  them. 

"  Hester  looks  quite  lovely  this  morning,**  said 
Lady  Emily,  her  eye  following  the  party  as  they 
walked  away.  "  You  say  that  to  please  me,**  I 
replied,  laughing:  "you  know  my  weak  point." 
"  No,  I  never  flatter  any  person's  weakness,  least 
of  all  in  the  question  of  beauty ;  but  Hester  is 
charming ;  like  a  rosebud  with  the  dew  upon  it,  as 
my  poetical  brother  would  say.  She  is  so  entirely 
fresh.  But,  tell  me,  how  did  you  hear  I  was  to  be 
in  town  ?  I  did  not  know  I  was  coming  up  myself 
till  the  day  before  yesterday."  "  My  mother  writes 
me  Word  of  every  thing,  especially  every  thing  that 
concerns Lowood,"  t  replied.  "Oh,  yes,  I  forgot ;  I 
saw  them  all  at  East  Side,  after  paying  an  inspect- 
ing  visit  to  my  new  mistress  and  my  eight  girls,  at 
Carsdale ;  eight  there  are  now,  Sarah,  actually 
admitted,  thanks  to  aunt  Sarah  and  Dr.  Blair.'* 
"  I  always  thought  Dr.  Blair  a  very  kind-hearted 
man,"  I  said.  "  Decidedly  sensible,"  observed  Lady 
Emily,  with  a  merry  laugh  ;  "  he  is  so  captivate4 
with  the  last  little  housemaid  we  have  sent  him 
from  the  school,  that  he  insists  upon  giving  us  live 
guineas  a  year  for  the  next  five  years ;  and  Aunt 
Sarah's  five  makes  ten ;  so  the  eighth  girl  was  duly 
elected  last  Thursday,  But  I  really  must  not  begin 
talking  about  the  school,  or  I  shall  never  stop.  I 
want  to  say  something  more  about  your  own  con- 
cerns. When  do  you  go  back?*'  "When  I  am 
sent  for,"  I  replied ;  "  unless  I  take  fright,  and  set 
off*  suddenly.  To  confess  the  truth,  I  am  not  quite 
comfortable  about  my  father.'*     "  He  is  not  looking 
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well,"  observed  Lady  Emily,  gravely.  **No,  and 
he  has  not  been  well  for  some  time,  and  my  mother 
now  says  he  is  weak.  I  never  like  that  kind  of 
weakness  which  comes  on  no  one  knows  why," 
Lady  Emily  looked  still  more  thoughtful,  and  said, 
"  Mr.  Rivers  remarked  to  me,  the  other  day,  that 
he  was  altered ;  but  you  should  try  and  get  him 
away  from  East  Side ;  make  him  come  up  to  London, 
and  stay  with  your  sister,  and  have  advice."  "  Yes, 
if  one  could  ;  but — there  are  a  great  many  huts  in 
the  world  ;"  and  I  sighed  involuntarily.  "And  a 
special  number  at  East  Side,  I  am  afraid,"  said 
Lady  Emily.  "  I  wish  I  could  help  you,  Sarah, 
dear."  "  I  don't  know  that  we  have  more  *  buts  * 
than  the  rest  of  the  world,"  I  replied ;  *'  only  one 
goes  on  thinking  sometimes,  and  you  know  I  am 
eight  and  twenty  to-day  ;  so  I  am  bound  to  think, 
for  I  am  growing  old."  "  Eight  and  twenty  !  are 
you,  indeed?  How  time  flies.  It  must  be  more 
than  fourteen  years  ago  since  you  and  I  met  in 
Carsdale  church  :  how  well  I  remember  the  day ! " 
^'  And  since  you  talked  to  me  in  aunt  Sarah's  little 
back  parlour,"  I  said.  "  And  since  I  made  acquaint- 
ance with  aunt  Sarah,"  continued  Lady  Emily  : 
"that  was  a  memorable  day  for  me."  I  did  not 
venture  to  pursue  the  subject ;  something  rose  up 
in  my  throat,  and  nearly  choked  me.  Lately  I  had 
felt  as  if  I  could  scarcely  bear  to  talk  of  aunt  Sarah. 
"  She  is  looking  wonderfully  well,"  continued  Lady 
Emily ;  and  then  she  glanced  at  me,  and  I  felt  that 
tears  gathered  in  my  eyes.  Lady  Emily  pressed 
my  hand  affectionately.  "  You  must  not  forestall 
sorrow,  dear  child,"  she  said.  "  Aunt  Sarah  may 
yet  be  spared  to  us  for  years."  "  Yes,  I  know  it ; 
I  do  not  forestall  sorrow  generally,  I  hope ;  but 
one  cannot  shut  one's  eyes  to  facts,  and  one  care 
brings  another,  and  change  must  come."    "  Yes,  to 
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all  families,*'  said  Lady  Emily ;  "  that  is  one  thing 
which  makes  single  life  more  sad  than  married  life. 
The  first  break-up  of  home,  when  people  marry, 
comes  happily  and  hopefully ;  when  they  are  un- 
married, it  is  the  one  long  sorrow  of  life.*'  "  And 
so  much  the  better,  as  aunt  Sarah  would  say,*'  I 
replied,  forcing  myself  to  smile ;  "  the  fewer  ties  to 
this  world  the  better." 

**  If  one  can  bear  to  think  so  ;  but  you  will  bear 
it,  Sarah,  for  you  have  learnt  to  loosen  them  early." 
"  I  cannot  venture  to  say,"  I  replied.  "  It  is  very 
well  to  sit  down  and  think  beforehand  how  one 
shall  act,  and  how  strong-minded  one  shall  be; 
but  I  suspect  it  will  be  very  different  when  the 
trial  actually  comes.  Besides,  I  have  ties,  nearer 
and  dearer,  I  sometimes  think,  than  they  ought  to 
be ;  or,  at  least,  making  me  more  anxious  than  they 
ought.  My  mother  is  so  very  unable  to  bear  up 
against  sorrow  ;  and  the  children,  —  my  oWn  two 
children,"  I  added,  with  a  smile,  —  "  Herbert  and 
Hester, — it  is  impossible  not  to  think  of  what  their 
future  may  be."  "  They  will  be  sure  to  do  well," 
said  Lady  Emily,  "  brought  up  as  they  have  been." 
"  They  promise  to  do  well,*'  I  answered  ;  "  but  I  am 
faint' hearted  enough  to  shrink  from  the  prospect  of 
sufiering  for  them,  though  I  think  I  could  bear  it 
for  myself.  Hester,  especially,  does  not  look  fitted 
to  bear  the  roughnesses  of  the  world,  does  she  ? " 
"  No,  indeed ;  less  so  than  most  people, — less  than 
my  cousin,  Sophy  Grant,  for  instance," — and  Lady 
Emily  looked  towards  the  further  end  of  the  room, 
where  Hester  and  her  new  friends  were  together. 
Miss  Grant  and  Mr.  Beresford  were  talking  with 
some  animation  :  I  fancied  they  were  having  a  mock 
quarrel.  Hester  stood  by,  with  a  smile  of  amuse- 
ment upon  her  lips.  **  They  always  carry  on  that 
kind  of  bantering   conversation,"   observed   Lady 
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Emily  ;  "  I  wish  they  would  turn  it  into  something 
more  serious."  "  Mr.  Beresford  seems  inclined  to 
do  so,"  I  said,  —  and  then  I  felt  myself  blush,  with 
the  consciousness  of  having  made  a  thoughtless 
observation.  But  Lady  Emily  was  very  unre- 
served upon  the  subject.  "They  were  not,"  she 
said,  "  actually  engaged ;  but  it  was  quite  evident 
they  liked  each  other,  and  it  would  be  a  very  de- 
sirable connection.  They  were  distantly  related, 
and  family,  and  estates,  and  all  worldly  circum- 
stances suited.  It  would  be  a  marriage  approved  on 
all  sides.  Not  that  any  of  those  things  would 
weigh  with  me,"  continued  Lady  Emily,  "  if  I  did 
not  think  them  suited.  But  I  really  do  believe 
they  would  do  each  other  good.  Sophy  is  the  best 
and  steadiest  little  creature  in  the  worlds  and  would 
give  him  just  the  firmness  he  wants ;  and  she  is 
an  immense  admirer  of  genius,  which  he  certainly 
possesses ;  so  one  should  have  reason  to  hope  that 
the  two  halves  would  make  a  perfect  whole.  I 
only  wish  she  was  rather  prettier ;  he  has  such 
an  intense  admiration  of  beauty ;  and  it  makes  him 
a  little  —  I  must  own  the  truth,  though  I  am  so 
fond  of  him  —  a  very  little  fickle." 

I  was  amused  at  this  information,  which  gave 
me  a  new  subject  of  thought ;  and  I  laughed,  and 
told  Lady  Emily  that,  as  she  had  let  me  into  her 
confidence,  I  should  expect  to  be  kept  fully  in- 
formed of  the  progress  made.  "  Oh!  you  will  judge 
for  yourself,"  was  the  reply ;  **  they  are  both  going 
to  stay  with  us.  My  brother  has  been  promising 
us  a  visit  for  the  last  ten  months,  ever  since  he 
came  from  abroad,  where  he  has  been  living  with 
an  uncle  for  I  cannot  tell  how  many  years.  We 
have  tempted  him  at  last  with  the  hope  of  meeting 
Sophy ;  and,  indeed,  I  came  up  to  London  on  pur- 
pose to  chaperone  her  to  Lowood,  LIrs.  Grant  not 
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being  able  to  accompany  her.  But  come,  we  really 
must  not  spend  all  our  time  in  talking :  I  sliall  be 
closely  cross-questioned  as  to  all  I  have  seen  when 
I  return  home."  We  walked  round  to  the  different 
cabinets,  and  were  soon  joined  by  the  rest  of  the 
party.  I  thought  Miss  Grant  particularly  pleasing ; 
her  good  sense  and  information  were  shown  so  very 
simply,  and  Hester,  I  could  see,  was  strongly  in- 
clined to  make  friends  with  her,  —  showing  her  in- 
clination, however,  by  teazing  her  rather  unmer- 
cifully with  questions,  which  brought  out  all  she 
knew.  I  thought  Mr.  Beresford  must  be  struck 
with  Miss  Grant's  superiority  to  the  generality  of 
young  ladies  of  her  age ;  and  he  certainly  listened 
to  all  that  went  on  very  attentively. 

It  was  a  mixture  of  curiosity  and  real  interest 
which  made  me  watch  them  so  much ;  but  the  oc- 
cupation of  my  thoughts  was  certainly  good  for  me : 
it  prevented  me  from  becoming  morbidly  fanciful 
about  home. 


CHAP.  XXV. 


An  hour  was  gone  before  I  could  have  imagined  it 
possible.  Lady  Emily  insisted  upon  taking  us  round 
by  Harley  street.  She  was  determined,  she  said,  to 
have  as  much  of  me  as  she  could,  for  she  probably 
should  not  see  me  again  whilst  she  was  in  London, 
every  day  having  its  engagement.  "  But  we  shall 
be  together  again,  very  soon,  at  Lowood,  I  hope," 
she  said,  as  we  parted.  "  I  am  sure  you  cannot  be 
spared  much  longer  from  home."  "  And  you  must 
return  whilst  I  am  there,"  added  Miss  Grant,  ad- 
dressing me,  but  looking  at  Hester.   I  could  scarcely 
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restrain  a  smile  at  the  quickness  with  which  the 
favourable  impression  had  mutually  been  formed. 
Hester  looked  delighted,  and  they  shook  hands  like 
the  truest  and  oldest  friends;  and  Mr. Beresford 
shook  hands  also,  and  hoped  to  have  the  pleasure 
of  meeting  us  again. 

We  found  Caroline  unusually  disturbed  in  mind. 
Mr.  Blair  had  asked  some  gentlemen  to  dinner  un- 
expectedly ;  and  every  mistress  of  a  house  knows 
how  perplexing  and  irritating  such  a  circumstance 
is,  where  sufficient  time  for  preparation  has  not 
been  given. 

She  scarcely  asked  any  questions  about  our  pro- 
ceedings, and  was  annoyed  because  one  of  us  had 
not  remained  at  home  to  go  with  the  children  into 
the  park.  It  was  rather  hard  for  them,  she  said,  on 
a  birthday,  not  to  have  some  special  pleasure.  It 
did  not  strike  me  at  the  moment  why  she  did  not 
go  herself.  I  scarcely  know  how  it  was,  indeed, 
but  it  seldom  entered  my  head  that  she  could  put 
herself  out  of  her  way  for  the  children ;  and  yet 
she  always  talked  eagerly  about  them  and  their 
pleasures.  1  went  to  m}*-  room,  reproaching  myself 
for  selfishness. 

Hester  came  to  me  before  I  was  dressed  for  din- 
ner, full  of  the  pleasure  of  the  morning.  Her  new 
friend  was  really  charming, — so  extremely  clever,  and 
so  good-natured,  and  warm-hearted,  and  Mr.  Beres- 
ford admired  her,  she  was  sure.  He  had  talked 
indeed  little,  except  in  that  jesting  way ;  but  he  had 
listened  most  attentively  whenever  Miss  Grant  was 
speaking.  She  was  enchanted  at  the  prospect  of  their 
being  at  Lowood,  for  Miss  Grant  knew  all  about  us ; 
and  had  said  that  Lady  Emily  had  promised  her  some 
pleasant  acquaintances  when  she  went  there.  "And 
that  may  —  I  think  it  may  —  have  meant  me  as 
well  as  you,  don't  you,  Sarah  ?  '*  she  added,  a  slight 
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blush  tingeing  her  transparent  complexion.  I  could 
not  help  contrasting  our  appearance  as  we  stood) 
side  by  side,  before  the  large  glass,  and  thinking 
how  singularly  unconscious  she  was  of  her  own 
attractions.  But  I  allowed  her  to  put  me  first,  as 
she  always  did :  indeed  it  would  have  been  useless 
to  try  and  make  it  otherwise.  She  was  so  fond  of 
me  that  I  really  believe  she  saw  beauty  in  me. 

We  dined  rather  later  than  usual,  for  Mr.  Blair 
was  particularly  engaged,  and  Caroline  wished  to 
give  the  cook  sufficient  time.  I  sat  in  my  room 
reading  and  thinking  ^fter  Hester  left  me.  The 
incidents  of  the  day  bad  cheered  me,  and  I  was  not 
inclined  for  any  mournful  prophecies.  My  last  im* 
pression'  was  of  Hester's  bright,  loving  face,  and 
Lady  Emily's  words  that  she  must  do  well  in  life. 
I  hoped  and  thought  that  after  all  it  might  be  so. 
She  might  marry  happily,  and  so  my  anxiety  about 
her  would  be  at  an  end ;  and  then  I  smiled  at  my 
own  inconsistency,  — at  the  acknowledgment,  which 
I  thus  unconsciously  made,  that  married  life  was 
happier  than  single.  Yet  I  did  not  know,  upon 
consideration,  that  I  was  inconsistent.  I  had  never 
said  to  myself  or  to  others  that  either  state  was  in 
itself  happier  or  better  than  the  other,  —  but  only 
happier  or  better  as  God  appointed  it  for  indi- 
viduals ;  and  it  might  be,  as  regarded  Hester,  that 
marriage  would  be  a  good.  She  was  always  learn- 
ing, and  trusting,  and  subject  to  impulses  from 
without.  Marriage  might  give  to  her  what,  Lady 
Emily  had  said,  it  would  give  to  Mr.  Beresford, — 
firmness.  But  whom  could  she  marry?  whom 
should  I  like  her  to  marry  ?  Persons  long  past 
the  thought  of  such  an  event  for  themselves  will 
dwell  upon  it  for  those  they  love.  But  it  is  not 
good  or  wise.    I  went  on  thinking  for  a  long  time, 
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till  the  old  cloud  of  care  came  back,  and  just  then 
arrived  the  letters  of  the  evening  post, 

A  note  in  my  uncle  Ralph's  handwriting!  I 
tore  it  open. 

"  My  Dear  Niece.  —  I  shall  be  in  Harley  street 
at  half- past  eight  precisely,  and  shall  hope  to  find 
you  prepared,  according  to  notice. 

"  Your  affectionate  Uncle, 

"Ralph  Mortimer." 

What  a  most  perplexing  little  document !  I  ran 
down  stairs  to  Caroline.  She  was  in  the  drawing- 
room  waiting  the  arrival  of  her  guests.  Her  usual 
equanimity  was  restored  —  and  she  took  the  note 
without  observation — read  it,  and  said,  coolly,  "  He 
is  coming  to  carry  you  back  with  him."  "  Yes. 
I  guessed  that;  but  why?"  "There  was  the  op- 
portunity for  an  escort,  and  they  did  not  like  to 
lose  it,"  said  Caroline.  So  it  might  be,  certainly ; 
but  I  was  not  satisfied.  It  was  a  London  post 
mark.  Uncle  Ralph  then  was  in  London;  he 
must  have  come  up  yesterday.  I  thought  it  very 
strange  my  mother  had  not  given  us  warning  ; 
and  who  did  the  "  you  '*  mean  ?  Was  Hester  in- 
cluded ?  and  when  were  we  to  go  ?  I  could  not 
help  being  a  little  provoked  with  Caroline,  she  was 
so  extremely  quiet.  I  knew  that  the  circumstance 
could  not  be  much  consequence  to  her ;  yet  she  saw 
I  was  worried,  and  she  might  have  given  me  a 
little  sympathy. 

I  left  her  and  went  to  Hester.  Strange  to  say, 
she  first  put  a  thought  into  my  head  which  fright- 
ened me.  There  must  be  something  wrong  at 
home,  she  said.  This  sudden  recall  was  so  unlike 
my  mother's  consideration.  I  remember — how  in- 
deed could  I  ever  forget  ?  —  the  horrible  feeling  of 
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dread  which  came  over  me ;  how  I  reasoned,  and 
argued  against  it ;  how  I  scolded  Hester  for  look- 
ing pale ;  how  I  laughed  at  the  spectre  we  had 
conjured  up ;  and  yet,  down,  down,  in  the  depths 
of  my  heart  how  the  heavy  load  remained. 

If  it  had  been  any  person  but  uncle  Ralph  I 
might  have  cared  less ;  but  the  old  childish  fear  still 
lingered.  Hester  said  we  ought  to  think  of  pack- 
ing; but  there  was  no  time  before  dinner;  and 
it  seemed  foolish  to  trouble  ourselves  about  it 
till  we  knew  more.  I  could  not  bear  the  thought 
of  the  party ;  it  seemed  as  if  I  must  sit  alone  and 
think ;  but  I  made  Hester  go  down  into  the  draw- 
ing-room, and  told  her  I  would  follow.  Soon  after- 
wards, however,  Reginald  came  to  my  room,  and 
Vaughan  with  him.  Vaughan  was  going  to  dine  in 
Harley  street,  and  had  come,  he  said,  to  have  a  gos- 
sip with  me  before  dinner.  I  was  glad  to  think  he 
could  have  any  pleasure  in  being  with  me,  and  let 
him  rattle  on  with  Reginald  as  they  liked.  They 
did  not  in  the  least  share  my  anxiety.  Uncle  Ralph, 
they  declared,  was  thinking  he  was  writing  to  a 
clerk,  and  took  it  for  granted  I  should  do  as  I  was 
told,  without  wanting  explanations.  As  for  dread- 
ing the  sight  of  him,  they  had  passed  beyond  that 
age  now,  they  were  happy  to  say ;  and  then  they 
rambled  off  to  a  number  of  absurd  reminiscences  of 
their  early  days,  and  Reginald's  horror  of  his  Bank 
visits.  "  If  you  are  going  home  to-morrow,  Sarah,** 
said  Reginald,  "  I  venture  to  say  that  you  have 
aunt  Colston  and  Horatia  to  travel  with  you.'* 
"  Aunt  Colston  is  at  Hastings,"  I  said.  "  No, 
begging  your  pardon,  she  is  in  London.  I  saw  a 
note  from  her  to  Mr.  Blair  only  this  afternoon, 
mentioning  that  she  was  passing  through  London, 
on  her  way  to  Carsdale.  There  will  be  a  treat  for 
you ! "     "  Our  venerated  and  venerable  uncle,  and 
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our  respected  and  most  respectable  aunt/'  exclaimed 
Vaughan,  "  what  a  pity  they  don't  make  a  match.*' 
"  My  dear  Vaughan,"  I  said,  trying  to  keep  my 
countenance,  '^  I  really  will  not  have  you  talk  so ; 
it  makes  me  think  you  neither  venerable  nor  re* 
spectable."     '*  Besides,  it  is  doing  uncle  Ralph  such 
injustice,  in  the  way  of  taste,"  observed  Reginald* 
**  If  you  had  said  our  cousin  Horatia,  instead  of  our 
aunt  Colston,  it  would  have  been  nearer  the  mark.** 
Vaughan   actually  shouted  with   delight   at   the 
idea.     "  Well !  I  would  give  something  to  see  that ! 
Horatia  Gray  and  uncle  Ralph !    Wouldn't  I  go  to 
the  wedding  I"     "  Young  Celadon  and  his  Amelia! 
a  matchless  pair ! "  said  Reginald,  not  allowing  a 
muscle  of  his  countenance  to  move.     "  I  really 
wish  you  would  not  put  such  absurd  notions  into 
one's  head,  Reginald,'*  I  said;  '*they  are  always 
remembered  at  some  awkward  moment,  and  then 
one  is  sure  to  do  or  say  something  one  ought  not.'* 
"  I  don't  see  why  it  is  absurd,"  replied  Reginald,  as 
he  took  up  the  note,  and  examined  it  carefully ; 
and  then,  drawing  out  a  pocket  book,  looked  at  a 
memorandum  in  it :  — **  33.    Mortimer   St.     Mrs. 
Montague  Colston's  address ;  —  now  then ; "  and  he 
pointed  to  my  uncle's  date,  **  33.  Mortimer  St.     Mr. 
Ralph  Mortimer's  address, — corroborative  evidence 
at  least."    Just  for  the  moment,  I  was  startled;  but 
it  was  nonsense  to  build  so  weighty  a  belief  upon 
such  a  trifle.     I  merely  said  that  "  nothing  could 
be  more  natural  than  that  the  same  business  should 
have  brought  them  both  to  town,  and  that  they 
should  have  met  in  the  same  house."     **  Well!  well! 
we  shall  see,"  answered  Reginald,   looking  very 
oracular.     "People  who  live  in  London  town  see 
more  than  people  who  live  in  country  town,  that's 
all."   "  Come,  Sarah,  we  will  have  a  bet  upon  the  sub- 
ject," said  Vaughan :  «  five  shillings."     "  To  be  paid 
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in  white  gloves,  on  the  wedding  day,"  continued 
Reginald.  I  laughed,  and  told  them  I  never  laid 
bets,  and  if  I  did,  it  should  not  be  upon  so  senseless  a 
subject ;  and  just  then  the  dinner  bell  rang,  and  we 
went  down  stairs. 

It  was  a  very  senseless  subject,  certainly;  far  too 
senseless  to  be  remembered  for  ten  minutes  toge- 
ther; yet  it  quite  fastened  itself  upon  me.  I  do 
not  know  that  I  am  particularly  superstitious ;  but 
uncle  Ralph  and  Horatia  had  always  seemed  to  me 
my  evil  geniuses.  To  have  their  names  coupled,  even 
in  jest,  was  odious  to  me.  But  it  was  in  jest,  un- 
doubtedly, for  what  sympathy  or  congeniality  could 
there  be  between  a  merry,  dashing,  independent 
mannered  woman,  like  Horatia,  and  a  prim,  soft- 
spoken  gentleman  of  the  old  school,  like  my  uncle  ? 
I  scolded  myself  for  my  folly,  and  began  to  talk 
diligently  to  my  next  neighbour ;  but,  although  I 
succeeded  at  last  in  banishing  Reginald's  ludicrous 
idea,  I  did  not  banish  the  painful  impression  of 
impending  evil.  Time  went  on,  and  the  dinner  went 
on  also;  fish  and  soup,  and  entremets^  and  the 
'Apiece  de  resistance^*  only  equalled  in  massiveness 
by  the  figure  of  Mr.  Blair  behind  it ;  and  there  was 
much  talking  of  bank  stock,  and  consols,  and  lucky 
speculations,  with  a  few  observations  upon  politics, 
as  connected  with  mercantile  safety.  The  gentle- 
men on  each  side  of  me,  after  paying  me  the  neces- 
sary attentions,  joined  in  the  whirl  of  conversation, 
and  I  was  left  to  eat,  to  think,  to  dream. 

It  did  appear  to  me  a  dream;  those  mingled 
voices,  —  those  words  of  deepest  interest,  —  those 
eager  faces  round  the  long  table ;  with  the  glittering 
silver,  and  glass,  and  the  dazzling  lights.  Were 
they  dreaming,  or  was  I  ?  Were  we  beings  of  one 
world  or  of  two  ?  Had  the  things  I  saw  about  me 
any  value,  or  were  they  mere  phantasms,  tinsel. 
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delusions  ?  What  was  this  existence,  about  which 
all  were  so  enger?  —  what  did  it  mean?  —  what 
was  its  object?  I  thought  till  my  senses  grew 
dizzy;  and  then  another  idea  possessed  me;  one 
which  had  often  pressed  upon  me  ; — ^that  we  all  must 
have  a  certain  number  of  words  to  say  in  our  lives, 
and  that  every  time  we  spoke  the  number  grew 
less ;  and  I  listened  to  the  quick  conversation  with 
a  feeling  of  terror,  as  if  the  very  accents  of  our  lips 
were  the  summons  to  eternity. 

There  yras  a  peculiarly  sharp,  ringing  clock  in 
the  house ;  it  marked  the  hours  with  chimes.  It  was 
at  some  distance  from  the  dining-room,  but  I  heard 
its  clear  sounds  above  all  the  tumult  of  voices. 
Half-past  eight !  Caroline  remarked  the  time.  I 
heard  her  tell  one  of  the  servants  to  light  the  can- 
dles in  the  drawing-room,  and  when  Mr,  Mortimer 
arrived  to  say  she  would  be  with  him  immediately. 
And  the  conversation  continued  as  before,  and  the 
knock  and  the  ring  came,  and  some  one  went  up 
stairs,  and  Caroline  looked  at  me  and  smiled,  and 
said,  "  Shall  we  go,  Sarah  ?"  and  we  walked  out  of 
the  room  to  all  appearance  unconcernedly. 

Uncle  Ralph  was  standing  with  his  back  to  the 
door  of  the  drawing-room  ;  he  turned  round  slowly. 
His  bland  smile  was  there,  yet  his  look  was  strange. 
"I — I — "  it  was  almost  the  first  time  in  his  life 
we  had  ever  heard  him  hesitate ;  "  I  hope  you  are 
ready,"  and  he  looked  at  our  evening  dresses  with 
some  surprise.  "  Ready  for  to-morrow  if  you  wish 
it,'*  said  Caroline ;  "  but  can't  they  be  spared 
longer?"  My  uncle's  eye  glanced  quickly  from 
one  to  the  other.  I  saw  there  was  a  mystery,  but 
before  I  could  speak,  Hester  had  caught  his  arm. 
and  entreated  to  be  told  the  worst.  "Not  the 
worst,  my  dear  niece ;  sit  down,  compose  yaurself." 
He  placed  her  on  the  sofa ;  the  moments  seemed 
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ages.  '*  Is  any  thing  the  matter  at  East  Side  ?  " 
asked  Caroline  deliberately.  "Nothing  material, 
nothing,  we  hope,  material ;  but  surely  Joanna  has 
written."  "  Oh,  no,  no  ;  if  you  would  only  tell  us ! 
only  put  us  out  of  suspense!"  I  exclaimed;  and 
Hester  clasped  her  hands  tightly  together,  and  her 
face  became  of  a  deadly  paleness.  "There  has 
been  a  mistake,"  said  my  uncle.  "  Joanna  told  me 
she  had  enclosed  a  note  for  you  in  one  she  wrote 
to  Miss  Gray,  which  I  gave  her  this  morning.  Miss 
Gray  was  to  send  it  to  you."  "  But  what  have  you 
to  tell?  Is  my  father  ill?"  It  was  Caroline's 
question,  for  I  literally  could  not  find  words  to 
utter.  "  He  has  had  a  severe  attack,  undoubtedly, 
arising,  the  doctors  say,  from  determination  of  blood 
to  the  bead.  We  must  hope,  though,  that  he  will 
rally ;  for  such  attacks  often  pass  off." 

"  And  my  sisters  are  to  go  down  to-night  ?"  said 
Caroline,  with  her  wonted  quick,  cool  thought,  see- 
ing the  whole  case  in  a  moment.  "  To-night,  by 
the  mail,  I  hoped.  I  came  up  by  the  mail  last 
night ;  having  business  to  transact  for  Mrs.  Colston 
to-day,  the  arrangement  was  a  convenient  one." 
I  sat  down  by  Hester,  and  put  my  arm  round  her, 
and  whispered  to  her  to  rouse  herself,  and,  turning 
to  my  uncle,  forced  myself  to  ask  the  question  I 
dreaded  to  have  answered.  **  Was  my  father  in 
sense  ?  "  **  Not  yet,"  was  the  reply  ;  "  but  the  doc- 
tors had  said  there  was  every  prospect  of  amend- 
ment." The  words  had  hope  in  them  for  every 
one  else  ;  they  had  none  for  me.  "  Come,  Hester," 
I  said,  "  we  must  go  up  stairs  and  pack  ; "  and  she 
followed  me  like  a  child. 

We  collected  our  things,  and  arranged  them  in 
haste.  Dawson,  Caroline's  maid,  helped  us.  Caro- 
line herself  remained  down  stairs  to  make  tea  for 
my  uncle.     Now  and  then  we  made  some  observa- 
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tions  about  the  packing,  or  left  necessary  messages 
and  orders.  Hester  cried  bitterly ;  but  I  had  no 
tears,  only  the  heavy,  heavy  weight  upon  my  brain, 
which  made  me  feel  as  if  the  least  effort  at  thought 
was  impossible. 

We  did  not  go  again  into  the  drawing-room. 
When  our  trunks  were  ready  we  went  into  the 
nursery,  and  kissed  the  children,  and  then  we  sat 
down  in  my  bed-room  till  the  hackney-coach  which 
had  been  ordered  should  arrive.  I  thought  how 
Hester  would  bear  the  journey,  and  I  sent  Dawson 
to  ask  Caroline  if  she  might  have  some  biscuits  put 
up  for  her,  and  if  she  would  lend  her  a  warm  shawl ; 
there  was  a  little  relief  in  thinking  about  her  com- 
fort, and  something  of  the  horrible  weight  for  the 
moment  passed  away. 

"  The  coach  is  at  the  door,  dears,"  said  Caroline, 
entering  the  room.  She  was  much  softened,  and  her 
eyes  glistened.  I  kissed  her  passionately ;  I  felt  as  if 
I  must  take  her,  as  if  I  must  take  them  all  with  me. 
"  We  shall  hear  by  to-morrow's  post,"  said  Caroline. 
"  Reginald  and  Vaughan  will  go  down  if  the  ac- 
counts are  not  better."  "And  you?"  "I  shall 
wait  till  you  let  me  know  more.  I  could  be  no 
good,  I  am  afraid."  The  chill  was  upon  my  heart 
again,  and  I  hurried  away.  Mr.  Blair  and  my 
brothers  were  in  the  hall.  Vaughan  was  very 
much  overcome;  he  could  scarcely  speak.  Regi- 
nald was  careful  to  remind  us,  if  we  wrote  to  him, 
to  direct  to  the  oflSce,  and  not  to  Harley  street. 
We  were  handed  into  the  coach  by  Mr.  Blair,  and 
in  another  minute  we  were  rattling  through  the 
bustling,  lighted  streets,  on  our  way  to  the  inn 
where  we  were  to  meet  the  coach.  My  uncle  had 
taken  the  precaution  to  secure  our  places,  which  was 
fortunate,  for  the  coach  was  very  full :  and  two  per- 
sons were  turned  away.  The  only  vacant  seat  in  the 
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inside  was  occupied  by  a  gentleman,  wbo  wrapped 
himself  in  a  cloak,  and  hid  his  face,  and  slept  nearly 
the  whole  night.  I  slept,  too,  at  times,  if  that  can 
be  called  sleep  which  was  a  maze  of  waking  thoughts, 
incoherently  mingled.  I  felt  that  the  great  trial  of 
my  life  was  near ;  and  my  mind  plunged  forward 
desperately  into  the  future,  and  then  recoiling  with 
terror,  found  its  rest  and  its  safety  in  prayer.  How 
thankful  I  was  then  that  I  could  pray  ! — that  I  had 
learnt  to  pray  at  all  moments  and  under  all  circum- 
stances. Even  in  my  half-dreamy  state,  the  habit 
remained  as  if  it  were  instinct,  and  I  found  myself 
waking  from  my  short  and  troubled  attempts  at 
forgetfulness  with  the  words  of  the  Lord's  Prayer 
filling  my  mind,  and  suggesting  thoughts  of  com- 
fort and  trust.  It  was  a  stormy  night ;  the  wind 
whistled  and  howled,  and  torrents  of  rain  beat 
against  the  windows  and  plashed  heavily  upon  the 
pavement,  as  we  stopped  at  the  difi^rent  towns  to 
change  horses.  We  were  wet  even  in  passing  from 
the  coach  to  the  long,  dingy  room  of  the  inn,  at 
which  we  were  to  remain  for  about  twenty  minutes 
and  have  coffee  and  refreshments.  A  supper  was 
prepared  there.  The  other  passengers  sat  down  at 
the  table,  and  ate  and  drank  heartily ;  and  there 
was  an  overpowering  smell  of  brandy-and- water, 
and  a  good  deal  of  vulgar  talking,  and  laughing, 
and  scolding  the  waiter ;  and  Hester  looked  dis- 
tressed, and  begged  that  we  might  go  into  a  room 
by  ourselves ;  but  there  was  no  fire  in  any  other 
apartment,  and  I  was  afraid  that  her  dress  was 
damp,  so  I  made  her  stand  by  the  fire,  and  we 
ordered  some  coffee  ;  and  my  uncle  said  it  was  com- 
fortable and  pleasant,  and  then  Hester  put  down 
her  cup,  and  the  tears  came  faster  than  ever.  We 
were  in  the  coach  again,  hurrying  on,  by  dark, 
heavy  masses  of  trees,  which  gave  a  deeper  dark- 
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ness  to  the  night ;  and  long  lines  of  hedges,  scarcely 
to  be  traced,  except  when  a  faint  gleam  from  the 
crescent  moon  struggled  through  the  stormy  clouds ; 
and  by  lone,  still  cottages,  and  villages  and  towns, 
solemn  and  death-like;  and  when  the  cold,  blue 
light,  of  morning  gleamed  in  the  far  horizon,  and 
the  forms  of  the  trees  and  hedges  were  distinguished 
by  a  misty  outline,  and  the  sharp,  chill  wind  made 
us  draw  our  cloaks  about  us,  I  saw  that  we  were 
within  about  twelve  miles  of  Carsdale.  I  thought 
then  that  I  must  watch  every  turn  in  the  road, 
and  count  the  milestones,  and  satisfy  my  eagerness 
by  anticipation ;  but  the  weariness  of  the  long 
night  won  the  victory,  and  when,  at  length,  we 
drove  into  Carsdale,  I  had  forgotten  all  my  cares 
in  overpowering  sleep. 

My  uncle  had  suggested  that  we  should  go  to  his 
house  and  have  breakfast,  and  drive  over  to  East 
Side  afterwards ;  but  this  I  would  not  hear  of :  a 
carriage  was  therefore  ordered  for  us  immediately. 
One  ray  of  comfort  met  us  in  the  information  given 
by  the  waiter  at  the  Red  Lion,  where  the  coach 
stopped.  He  had  heard,  the  previous  evening,  that 
Captain  Mortimer  was  not  worse.  This  my  uncle 
declared  was  all  that  we  could  expect,  and  he  cast 
off  his  look  of  care  in  consequence. 

"The  heavy  trunk  must  be  sent  over  by  the 
carrier,"  he  said,  as  we  stepped  into  the  post-chaise, 
which  was  the  principal  vehicle  then  for  hire  in 
Carsdale.  "Yes,  Sir,  you  may  depend  upon  it." 
"And  send  word  to  the  Bank,  that  I  am  returned," 
continued  my  uncle.  "  Stay,  I  think  I  had  better 
write  a  note  ;"  and  he  went  back  again  into  the 
inn  and  wrote  a  message  to  his  clerk,  whilst  we 
waited,  leaning  back  in  the  carriage,  and  trying  to 
hide  ourselves  from  the  gaze  of  the  few  passers-by 
who  were  to  be  seen  at  that  early  hour  in  the  streets. 
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"  Will  he  never  come  ?  **  said  Hester  to  me,  in  a 
hollow  voice.  She  looked  worn  out  with  fatigue. 
"  Patience/*  was  my  answer ;  but  I  could  scarcely 
feel  patient.  Perhaps  I  did  him  injustice,  and  his 
business  really  was  important.  But  he  came  at  last, 
and  was  quite  in  spirits,  as  he  said  himself,  when 
he  patted  Hester  on  the  shoulder,  and  told  her  she 
must  cheer  up,  or  they  would  think  she  was  sorry  to 
leave  London.  He  talked  the  whole  way,  and  prin- 
cipally about  aunt  Colston  and  Horatia,  but  I  scarcely 
knew  a  word  he  said,  and  did  not  remember  the 
subject  till  afterwards. 

We  drove  up  to  the  house  through  the  fields, 
which  my  father  had  taken  so  much  trouble  to  plant, 
— ^which  perhaps  he  would  never  see  again.  The 
place  looked  very  quiet  and  lonely ;  the  storm  was 
over,  and  the  sunshine  was  flickering  upon  the 
lawn,  and  making  the  rain-drops  glitter;  and  the 
mists  were  floating  heavily  away,  discovering  the 
beautiful  wooded  country  beyond  Carsdale,  with 
the  silvery  line  of  the  river  winding  through  the 
valley.  But  it  was  a  beauty  I  could  not  feel.  We 
passed  the  iron  gate,  which  swung  to  with  a  me- 
lancholy sound,  and  our  approach  was  announced 
by  the  bark  of  the  old  house-dog  in  his  kennel, 
silenced  directly  by  the  gardener  in  an  under  voice. 
Then,  as  we  drew  near,  the  carriage  stopped  at  a 
little  distance  from  the  house,  because  there  was  a 
pole  placed  across  the  road  to  prevent  it  from  going 
further. 

I  looked  up  at  the  front  of  the  house;  all  the 
blinds  were  down,  but  that  might  well  be  so  early  in 
the  morning.  "We  will  go  round  to  the  back  door," 
said  Hester ;  and  we  stole  round  as  noiselessly  as 
possible,  and  made  our  way  into  the  kitchen. 
Nurse  was  there  preparing  some  arrow -root  over  the 
Are.     The  saucepan  fell  to  the  ground,  as  she  saw 
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US.  "  Miss  Sarah !  Miss  Hester  !  thank  heaven, 
you  are  come,"  "  Is  he  a  great  deal  worse  ? — tell 
us  all  at  once,"  we  exclaimed.  "  He  has  had  another 
fit,"  was  the  reply.  My  uncle  turned  away  and  left 
us.  Hester  seemed  quite  overwhelmed ;  for  myself, 
after  the  first  sharp  pang,  I  did  not  know  that  I  felt 
anything.  I  made  nurse  give  us  all  the  details. 
The  evening  before  he  had  seemed  better,  and  the 
doctor  had  spoke  more  cheerfully ;  but  about  three 
hours  ago  another  fit  had  come  on.  He  had  rallied 
again,  but  a  third  attack  they  said  would  carry 
him  ofi*. 

Carry  him  off! — where?  I  thanked  Gk)d  there 
was  no  terror  in  the  question.  I  asked  for  my 
mother.  My  anxiety  was  almost  greater  for  her 
than  for  him.  She  would  not  leave  him,  nurse 
said.  Just  then  she  was  lying  down  in  his  room, 
and  Joanna  was  with  him.  He  was  not  sensible. 
He  had  not  been  sensible  from  the  beginning,  ex- 
cept for  a  short  time  the  day  before,  when  he  had 
asked  for  us,  and  wished  we  were  at  home.  The 
callous  feeling  was  gone.  I  burst  into  tears,  and 
then  I  was  better. 

Hester  wished  to  see  him  at  once,  but  I  insisted 
upon  her  going  to  bed.  We  could  not  disturb  my 
mother  when  rest  was  so  precious  to  her,  and,  from 
all  accounts,  there  was  no  immediate  cause  for 
alarm.  I  said,  also,  that  I  would  lie  down  myself, 
and  that  nurse  should  get  us  some  breakfast.  It 
did  not  seem  that  it  would  be  possible  either  to  sleep 
or  eat;  but  one  thing  was  certain,  that  if  we  did  not, 
we  should  be  utterly  useless.  Hester  fortunately 
was  obedient  to  me  now  as  in  the  days  of  her  child- 
hood. If  it  had  not  been  so  1  should  scarcely  have 
persuaded  her  to  do  what  was  absolutely  necessary 
for  her  health  ;  but  she  consented,  upon  the  promise 
of  being  called  if  there  was  the  slightest  change. 
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I  waited  for  more  than  an  hour,  trying  to  sleep, 
and  then  I  became  so  -nervous  that  I  could  not  bear 
to  be  alone,  and  stealing  gently  through  Hester's 
room,  I  went  down  stairs  to  my  father's  chamber. 
My  mother  and  Joanna  were  standing  by  the  bed, 
both  looking  fearfully  haggard,  and  my  mother's  eye 
had  a  fixed  stare,  which  shocked  me  far  more  than 
illness.  Joanna  kissed  me,  and  cried,  and  said  she 
was  very  thankful  I  was  come.  My  mother  suffered 
me  to  kiss  her,  but  she  did  not  speak.  It  was  not 
strange  to  me.  One  glance  at  the  wreck  of  a  few 
hours  almost  paralysed  me.  "  He  was  better  yes- 
terdav,"  said  Joanna.  I  could  make  no  answer. 
Death  was  written  on  every  feature. 

It  would  be  useless  and  most  painful  to  recall  all 
the  trying  scenes  of  those  next  few  hours.  Though 
years  have  since  past  away,  the  keenness  of  their 
anguish  has  outlived  time  and  change,  sorrows  and 
joys.  I  dare  not  go  over  them  in  detail.  My  father 
never  woke  to  consciousness  again.  He  did  not 
suffer,  —  so  at  least  we  were  assured  by  those  who 
attended  him,  —  but  it  was  very  terrible  to  watch 
the  appearance  of  agony.  It  was  far  too  much 
for  my  mother ;  but  she  would  remain  with  him, 
and  we  could  not  persuade  her  to  take  rest  or  food. 
He  lingered  all  that  day,  growing  gradually  weaker 
and  weaker.  About  twelve  o'clock,  Joanna  went 
to  her  room,  utterly  exhausted,  and  I  wrote  the  ne- 
cessary letters,  and  then  made  Hester  take  my 
place,  and  went  myself  into  the  garden,  and  even 
tried  to  lie  down  again  and  sleep.  One  thing  I  had 
long  before  determined  upon,  that  when  I  should  be 
called  upon  to  take  part  in  such  scenes  of  trial,  I 
would  never  allow  myself  to  add  to  them  by  self- 
neglect.  It  was  not  sleep  that  I  had,  but  it  was 
something  like  it,  and  it  enabled  me  to  go  to  Joanna 
afterwards,  and  give  her  comfort,  and  receive  com- 
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fort  in  return.     The  great  burden  had  fallen  upon 
her,  for  Herbert  was  away,  on  a  visit  to  a  friend  ; 
and  she,  so  it  seemed,  was  the  least  able  to  bear  it. 
The  first  attack,  she  told  me,  was  sudden,  as  he  was 
sitting,   after  dinner,  the  evening  before  the  last. 
My  mother  had  sent  instantly  for  my  uncle,  and 
settled  that  he  should  go  up  to  London  for  us  by 
that  night's  mail ;  but  my  father  was   somewhat 
recovered  before  he  started,  and   Dr.  Blair  had 
given  a  more  favourable  report.     In  the  hurry  of 
the  moment  Joanna  had  forgotten  to  put  up  the 
note  which  was  to  have  been  sent  to  us  the  next 
morning,  to  tell  us  all  that  had  happened.    My  uncle, 
Joanna  said,  had  done  all  that  was  absolutely  neces- 
sary ;   but  he  had  insisted  upon  his  business  and 
his  engagements  so  strongly,  that  if  he  had  not 
actually  intended  to  go  to  town,  she  did  not  think 
they  could  have  asked  him  to  put  himself  out  of 
his  way.    He  it  was  who  had  persuaded  my  mother 
not  to  send  for  Vaughan,  and  Reginald,  and  Caro- 
line,  saying,  that  the  illness  was  most  probably 
merely  temporary ;  but  she  had  herself  written  to 
Herbert,  and  had  no  doubt  that  he  would  return 
immediately.    My  mother,  she  added,  had  been  very 
sanguine  at  first,  but  the  second  attack  had  com- 
pletely upset  her;  she  had  not  been  at  all  like  herself 
since.     "  And  my  father,**  —  it  was  the  question  I 
was  most  anxious  to  have  answered,  —  "  in  his  in- 
tervals of  consciousness,   did    he   know   his   own 
state  ?  '*     "  Yes,  perfectly/*  Joanna  said ;  "  his  arti- 
culation was  imperfect,  but  his  reason  was  quite 
clear.     My  mother  had  read  prayers  to  him,  and 
he  had  made  her  understand  that  he  should  like  to 
see  Mr.  Miller,  the  clergyman  of  the  parish.**  "  And 
did  he  see  him  ?  **     "  No ;  Mr.  Miller  was  out  when 
he  was  sent  for,  and  before  he  arrived  the  second 
attack  had  come  on.'* 


THE   EXPERIENCE   OP   LIFE.  271 

And  such  were  the  chances  of  preparation  upon 
a  death-bed !  Joanna's  next  words  were  the  best, 
— the  only  comfort  I  could  at  that  moment  have  de- 
sired. "  Poor  mamma  thinks  he  had  a  foreboding 
of  illness.  Last  Sunday  was  the  Communion- Sun- 
day ;  and  when  we  all  came  back,  he  walked  round 
the  garden  with  her,  and  said  how  thankful  he  was 
to  have  had  the  opportunity  of  going,  and  how 
diflferently  he  thought  about  that,  and  about  all 
things  of  the  kind  now,  to  what  he  used  to  do. 
And  then  she  said  he  would  talk  about  the  future ; 
and  he  told  her  he  meant  to  have  some  arrange- 
ments made  with  uncle  Ralph,  which  he  hoped 
would  make  us  all  more  independent,  if  any  thing 
happened  to  him.  Mamma  was  a  little  sad  after 
the  conversation,  and  Herbert  and  I  remarked  it, 
but  she  assured  us  there  was  nothing  more  than 
usual  to  make  her  so  ;  and  papa  himself  was  quite 
cheerful." 

I  was  relieved  to  hear  that ;  whatever  troubles 
might  be  in  store  for  us,  I  was  thankful  that  he 
should  be  spared  the  pain  of  dwelling  upon  them. 

Herbert  came  in  the  course  of  the  morning. 
It  was  a  great  comfort  to  have  him  with  us. 
Young  though  he  was,  he  had  the  thought  and 
consideration  of  a  man.  My  mother,  too,  was  a 
little  roused  by  seeing  him ;  she  had  learnt  lately 
to  depend  a  good  deal  upon  him,  and  he  could  do 
more  with  her  than  almost  any  one.  He  persuaded 
her  to  walk  once  round  the  garden  with  him,  but 
she  would  not  talk.  Uncle  Ralph  was  backwards 
and  forwards  once  or  twice  during  the  day,  but  he 
was  always  in  a  hurry.  He  told  us  that  we  ought 
to  write  to  aunt  Colston  and  Horatia,  and  hasten 
their  coming,  for  they  were  to  return  almost  imme- 
diately to  the  cottage.  Joanna  and  Hester  objected, 
strongly,  and  said,  that  it  would  worry  my  mother ; 
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but  she  was  not  in  a  state  to  be  disturbed  by  any 
person's  presence  or  absence,  and  I  was  anxious  to 
avoid  anything  like  the  appearance  of  a  slight ;  so 
I  wrote  a  note  to  ray  aunt  myself,  and,  as  it  was 
rather  late,  sent  Herbert  into  Carsdale  with  it,  and 
told  him  to  go  and  see  aunt  Sarah.  I  longed,  I 
cannot  say  how  much,  to  go  with  him.  One  quarter 
of  an  hour's  conversation  with  her  would  have  been 
an  inexpressible  relief;  there  were  so  many,  many 
things  which  I  could  have  said  to  her,  and  to  no  one 
else  in  the  world. 

He  brought  me  back  a  few  lines  from  Miss 
Cole.  Aunt  Sarah  was  very  anxious  and  dis- 
tressed,  and  had  had  a  bad  night,  and  could  not 
write  herself ;  yet  there  was  a  line  in  pencil  at  the 
bottom:  "The  God  of  the  fatherless  bless  my 
child,  and  give  her  comfort :  so  prays  her  great 
aunt  Sarah." 

We  had  no  regular  dinner  that  day.  There  was 
no  one  to  think  about  it ;  but  as  it  grew  dusk^  and 
my  father  was  a  little  less  restless,  Herbert  and  I 
had  some  coffee  together  in  the  drawing-room^  and 
sat  there  for  about  half  an  hour  conversing.  We 
spoke  very  calmly  of  the  future  —  what  our  pros- 
pects were,  and  what  we  should  all  do.  There  was 
nothing  w^e  could  not  talk  about^  except  the  one 
great  trial.  The  most  painful  subjects, — separation, 
poverty,  humiliation,  —  were  all  brought  fort/ard ; 
we  had  no  fear  of  distressing  each  other.  He  was 
prepared,  as  I  was,  for  any  difficulties.  The  obstacles 
in  the  way  of  his  education  had  suggested  them  long 
before,  and  some  hints  given  by  my  uncle  Ralph  had 
confirmed  his  fear.  I  was  very  sorry  for  him  at 
first,  —  more  so  than  for  any  one  else,  except  my 
mother,  —  but,  after  a  few  minutes'  conversation,  I 
felt  as  if  there  was  no  cause  to  grieve.  He  was  so 
entirely  contented,  so  simply  trusting,  and  with  it 
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all  SO  energetic,  I  felt  that  a  blessing  must  attend 
him.  If  we  could  only  save  my  mother  from  suf- 
fering, all  would  be  well.  On  one  point  we  were 
both  agreed  —  that,  as  far  as  any  authority  was 
left  with  us,  we  would  no  longer  have  any  mys- 
teries. If  poverty  was  our  lot,  we  would  face  it ; 
how,  we  could  not  foresee,  but  we  were  sure  that  a 
way  would  be  opened  to  us. 

These  were  Herbert's  last  words  of  consolation  to 
me,  as  he  rose  to  go  up-stairs  ;  but  still  he  lingered, 
leaning  his  head  upon  the  mantel-piece,  and  I  stood 
by  him,  with  my  arm  upon  his  shoulder,  wondering 
that  I  could  feel  such  confidence  in  one  who,  but 
a  few  years  before,  I  had  myself  taught  and  guided. 
So  we  remained  for  some  moments,  —  silent  and 
listening  to  silence,  —  the  room,  with  its  deep  crim- 
son paper  growing  darker  and  darker  in  the  twi- 
light, and  only  an  occasional  gleam  from  the  nearly 
extinct  fire,  giving  form  to  the  furniture.  And  I 
bent  down  and  kissed  him,  and  felt  the  scalding 
tears  which  were  rolling  down  his  cheek,  —  and 
the  burden  grew  heavier  upon  my  own  heart,  for 
what  would  I  not  have  borne  to  spare  him  sorrow  ? 

There  was  a  gentle  step  upon  the  staircase, — in 
the  passage,  —  a  pause,  —  and  a  soft  voice  said, 
"  Sarah."  Herbert  and  I  went  to  the  door.  A 
lamp  was  burning  on  a  table  in  the  hall :  its  light 
fell  upon  Hester's  face.  I  think  she  said,  "  Come ; " 
but  our  eyes  met,  and  we  did  not  need  words. 

He  died  half  an  hour  afterwards.  God  supported 
both  him  and  us. 
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Yes,  my  mother  was  supported:  if  she  had  not 
been,  she  could  not  have  lived.  Those  were  mourn- 
ful, horrible  days. 

They  came,  —  all  of  them^  —  Vaughan,  Regi- 
nald, Caroline,  Mr.  Blair^  Horatia  Gray,  —  all  but 
aunt  Colston,  who  was  not  strong  enough,  they 
said,  to  bear  the  triaL  They  came  to  show  love 
and  respect,  and  they  looked  sad,  and  sometimes 
shed  tears  ;  and  then  they  walked  round  the  garden, 
and  talked ;  and  the  days  were  long,  and  they  tried 
to  read,  but  shut  up  their  books  when  Hester,  or 
I,  or  Joanna  came  into  the  room.  My  uncle  Ralph 
was  with  us  a  great  deal,  and  advised,  and  ordered, 
I  dared  not  ask  what ;  but  Herbert  said  to  me,  that, 
if  I  would  only  keep  away  with  my  mother,  I  might 
trust  all  to  him.  So  it  was  all  done,  — that  fearful 
ally  —  and  Hester  and  1  stole  unnoticed  into  the 
darkened  room,  day  by  day,  and  knelt  by  the  bed- 
side, and  prayed  in  silence,  and,  drawing  aside  the 
white  covering,  looked  upon  the  pale  face,  rigid  in 
its  deep  peace,  and  then  gave  the  kiss  which  never 
could  be  returned,  and  went  away,  feeling  as  if  we 
had  never  known  before  how  dear  we  were  to  each 
other. 

My  mother  saw  scarcely  any  one  except  Herbert 
and  myself.  In  the  morning,  and  at  night,  indeed, 
the  others  went  to  kiss  her,  but  she  could  not  bear 
any  thing  like  conversation.  Caroline  was  bent 
upon  rousing  her,  and  this  I  knew  she  could  not 
bear ;  Joanna  was  really  unwell,  and  had  not  the 
strength,  either  of  mind  or  body,  to  enable  her 
to  give  comfort ;  and  I  was  afraid  for  Hester  to  be 
too  much  with  her  ;  for  she  was  so  young  and  ex- 
citable, that  I  knew  she  would  suffer  afterwards, 
however  she  might  try  to  keep  up  at  the  time. 
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It  was  better  for  me,  I  dare  say,  to  be  obliged  to 
do  what  I  did,  though  at  times  the  oppression 
seemed  almost  more  than  I  could  endure.  But  it  was 
quietness  and  stillness,  and  gave  me  occupation  with- 
out bodily  fatigue.  I  used  to  sit  in  my  mother's 
room  nearly  all  day,  reading  to  myself,  or  to  her, 
first  the  psalm  and  lessons  for  the  day,  and  then 
other  psalms,  or  very  often  chapters  from  the  Book 
of  Job.  She  used  to  vex  herself  that  she  could  not 
attend  ;  but  I  saw  that  even  the  sound,  the  exquisite 
poetry,  was,  unconsciously,  soothing  to  her ;  and  it 
struck  me,  more  than  ever,  how  mercifully  the  in- 
firmity of  human  nature  has  been  provided  for, 
even  in  the  very  language  of  the  Bible.  Now  and 
then  I  wrote  a  letter,  or  told  her  I  had  received  one, 
but  she  never  asked  to  see  them.  Her  mind  was 
scarcely  conscious  of  any  thing  that  went  on  exter- 
nally; yet  she  did  not  repine  in  the  least.  The 
few  words  she  did  say  expressed  the  most  entire 
conviction  of  the  mercy  which  had  ordered  her 
trial ;  but  she  was  quite  stunned  by  it,  and  seemed 
willing  to  leave  every  thing  in  our  hands^  to  be 
settled  just  as  we  might  think  best. 

Occasionally  there  were  terrible  bursts  of  agony, 
but  those  were  almost  better  to  me  than  the  silent 
apathy; — I  could  calm  them  by  giving  her  a  few 
drops  of  laudanum,  and  then  she  would  beg  me  to 
read  prayers  to  her.  Once  I  asked  if  she  would  let 
Mr.  Miller  come  to  her,  but  she  could  not  make  up 
her  mind  to  that  She  had  never  talked  to  him,  or 
to  any  one,  with  unreserve ;  and  I  felt  sure,  in  my 
own  mind,  that  the  suffering  which  had  brought 
her  to  this  state  was  as  much  physical  as  mental. 

Nothing  was  said  about  family  arrangements  all 
this  time  ; — nothing,  at  least,  which  I  heard.  I 
thought,  once  or  twice,  that  Caroline  seemed  in- 
clined to  talk  to  me,  but  I  avoided  the  subject 
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One  sad  week  of  rest  I  felt  we  must  and  ought  to 
have. 

But  the  day  came  at  last.  It  was  all  over.  He 
was  laid  to  rest  in  the  quiet  village  churchyard,  at 
Hurst,  and  life  without  him  was  to  hegin. 

I  said  to  Herbert,  when  we  were  alone  together 
in  the  afternoon,  that  I  should  like,  before  any 
of  the  general  discussions,  which  must  take  place, 
should  begin,  to  have  a  private  conversation  with 
my  uncle  Ralph.  I  dreaded  his  mystifying  ex- 
planation, and  I  thought  it  possible,  he  might  still 
wish  to  persuade  my  mother  to  give  up  all  arrange- 
ments to  him.  We  should  have  no  right  to  inter- 
fere with  such  a  plan,  if  she  approved  of  it,  for  all 
my  fathers  property  was,  we  knew,  left  to  her; 
but  it  was  certain  that  our  influence  would  have 
great  weight.  Herbert  said  he  would  talk  to  him 
that  evening ;  and  I  felt  better,  even  when  this  was 
decided  upon,  for  suspense  and  uncertainty  were 
making  me  quite  ill. 

My  mother  was  lying  down  just  then.  I  hoped 
she  was  going  to  sleep,  and  I  made  Hester  sit  with 
her,  whilst  I  went  out  a  little  into  the  garden.  I 
was  afraid  of  meeting  any  one,  and  instead  of  going 
across  the  lawn,  I  made  my  escape  by  the  back 
door  into  a  shrubbery,  behind  the  house,  which  was 
not  generally  frequented  because  there  was  no  view 
from  it.  It  had  been  a  favourite  resort,  however, 
of  my  father's,  and  he  had  made  a  moss-house  in  it, 
and  used  to  spend  many  mornings  there  in  the 
summer,  reading  and  writing.  The  moss-house 
was  very  neglected -looking  now,  for  the  seats  were 
damp,  and  the  wind  had  blown  a  number  of  dead 
leaves  into  it ;  but  it  was  quiet,  and  out  of  the  way ; 
and  when  I  saw  my  father's  clasp-knife  lying  on 
the  rough  table,  it  gave  me  a  feeling  of  satisfaction 
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to  be  there,  as  if  I  was  showing  my  respect  for  him, 
by  visiting  the  place  he  had  liked. 

I  had  been  in  the  moss-house  about  twenty 
minutes,  when  I  was  annoyed  by  hearing  voices  in 
the  shrubbery.  I  could  not  exactly  make  out 
whose,  but  I  sat  up  in  the  darkest  corner,  and 
tried  to  conceal  myself  behind  some  straggling 
branches  of  clematis,  and  the  persons,  whoever 
they  were,  went  by  without  noticing  me.  I  fancied 
they  were  Caroline,  Horatia,  and  uncle  Ralph ;  but 
I  was  not  sure.  The  thought  of  them  disturbed  me 
very  much.  I  no  longer  felt  alone,  and  was  con- 
sidering what  other  place  I  could  find  more  free 
from  interruption,  when  my  solitude  was  really 
broken  in  upon  by  the  entrance  of  Horatia  Gray. 
She  came  in,  glancing  sharply  round,  to  be  sure 
that  nothing  else  was  hidden  in  the  corners,  and 
then,  in  a  tone  of  loud  sympathy,  expressed  her 
surprise  and  regret  at  finding  me  there  all  alone. 
"  It  was  so  bad  for  me,"  she  said ;  "  bad  in  every 
way  ;  and  they  all  felt  it  so  much ;  they  wished  so 
extremely  to  have  me  more  with  them."  I  had 
been  in  attendance  upon  my  mother,  I  replied; 
that  was  the  real  reason  of  my  absenting  myself; 
though,  certainly,  we  must  all  feel  at  such  times 
that  occasional  solitude  was  a  great  luxury.  "  Yes, 
occasional,  of  course ;  but  you  know,  Sarah,  it  is 
very  much  your  way  to  like  to  live  alone ;  and 
really  just  now,  when  there  is  so  much  to  be  done 
and  thought  of,  it  will  be  necessary  for  all  to  exert 
themselves."  She  looked  at  me  with  an  expres- 
sion I  could  not  define,  — it  seemed  partly  to  be 
curiosity.  "  Perhaps,"  I  said,  "  a  little  rest  and 
quietness  may  not  be  a  bad  preparation  for  work." 
"  Perhaps  not,  a  little ;  and  if — if  you  really  are  pre- 
pared for  work."  "  I  hope  I  am,"  I  said.  "  I  do  not 
know  what  I  have  ever  said  or  done  which  should 
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give  you  a  notion  that  I  am  not  prepared."  "  Oh, 
nothing.  I  did  not  in  the  least  mean  to  imply  that. 
Every  one  knows  you  are  wonderfully  energetic. 
But,  as  I  have  learnt  from  experience,**  and  her 
voice  became  suddenly  and  almost  painfully  melan- 
choly, "in  these  cases  there  is  so  much  to  be 
settled,  that  it  is  well  to  rouse  oneself  at  once  to 
what  is  necessary."  "  I  believe  I  am  quite  ready," 
I  said.  "  No  doubt,  to-morrow  we  shall  have  much 
to  arrange,  but  to-day  is  rather  soon."  I  stood  up 
to  go,  for  I  was  afraid  my  mother  might  be  want- 
ing me ;  and,  besides,  I  had  an  unconquerable  dis- 
like to  talking  about  family  affairs  with  Horatia. 
A  stronger  will  than  mine,  however,  compelled  me 
to  remain.  Horatia  touched  my  arm,  and  said,  half 
playfully,  "  Sit  down,  can't  you  ?  just  for  five 
minutes.  —  It  is  not  often  I  see  much  of  you."  I 
obeyed.  "  I  must  be  going  back  to  aunt  Colston 
the  day  after  to-morrow,"  continued  Horatia ;  "  I 
meant  to  have  gone  to-morrow,  but  I  could  not  make 
up  my  mind  to  leave  you  all  till  your  plans  were 
formed ;  and  aunt  Colston,  too,  will  be  so  anxious 
to  know  what  you  intend  to  do."  "  It  may  take 
longer  than  one  day  to  decide  that,"  I  said.  "  Yes, 
so  your  uncle,  Mr.  Mortimer,  observed  just  now, 
when  he  was  talking  to  me  upon  the  subject." 
Uncle  Ralph  talking  to  Horatia  about  our  private 
affairs  !  Why  was  1  so  intensely  irritated  ?  "  He 
takes  a  very  kind  view  of  matters,"  she  added,  **  as  I 
need  not  say  to  you  he  would.  He  is  very  anxious 
not  to  distress  you."  I  prayed  that  I  might  be 
patient ;  it  was  all  I  could  do.  "  You  see,  Sarah," 
Horatia  continued,  sympathisingly  and  confiden- 
tially, "  things  can  be  said  to  you,  which  it  would 
be  impossible  to  say  at  once  to  the  others.  Caro- 
line has  little  concern  in  them,  and  poor  Joanna 
and  Hester  — *'    "  You  are  very  good,  Horatia,* 
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I  observed,  interrupting  her,  "  to  trouble  yourself 
about  us,  but  the  subjects  of  which  you  speak  con- 
cern  us  all  equally,  and  perhaps  we  can  understand 
them  better  than  you  can.  When  the  fitting  time 
comes  we  shall  all  be  ready  to  hear  what  is  to  be 
said  of  them."  "  Certainly,  certainly,  —  you  must 
pardon  me,  I  had  not  the  slightest  intention  of 
interfering.  I  am  quite  sure  you  will  all  do  every 
thing  that  is  right,  but  I  was  only  anxious;  —  in 
fact,  from  what  your  uncle  said,  I  was  sure  it  would 
be  kinder  to  prepare  your  mind  beforehand."  "  For 
what  ?  "  there  was  no  means  of  escape,  and  I  felt 
desperately  bent  upon  coming  to  the  point.  <^  He 
did  not  exactly  beg  me  to  tell  you,  but  he  said  it 
must  be  known  before  long,''  replied  Horatia.  She 
paused  for  a  moment,  and  then  went  on  rapidly,  "  I 
suppose  you  will  scarcely  expect  to  be  told  that  your 
father  has  left — nothing."  Her  eyes  were  fixed  upon 
me  as  she  spoke ;  they  seemed  to  expand  in  size, 
and  deepen  in  strength  of  expression,  but  I  did  not 
shrink  from  them.  "  Thank  you,"  1  replied ;  "  I  knew 
it  to  be  probable."  I  spoke  the  words  quite  calmly. 
But  the  pulsation  of  my  heart  seemed  to  stop, 
and  I  felt  very  faint.  We  were  both  silent  for  some 
moments ;  at  last  I  said,  "  Forgive  me  for  leaving 
you.  If  there  is  more  to  be  learnt  it  will  be  better 
told  me  by  my  uncle."  I  did  not  trust  myself  with 
another  word,  scarcely  with  another  thought ;  but 
when  I  was  beyond  her  sight,  I  hurried  into  the 
house,  rushed  to  my  room,  bolted  the  door,  and, 
kneeling  down,  prayed  more  earnestly  than  I  had 
ever  prayed  before,  for  faith  in  God  and  charity  to 
man. 

They  were  sorely,  sorely  needed.  I  had  thought 
myself  prepared,  but  I  was  not.  Nothing !  no  help  I 
no  support !  It  must  be  untrue, — it  must  be  an  ex- 
aggeration,-^their  way  of  putting  the  case  in  the 
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worst  form ;  and  if  were  not  so,  why  was  I  thus  told 
of  the  fact  ?  Why  was  it  left  to  a  person  out  of  the 
family,  who  had  no  right  even  to  give  an  opinion,  to 
inform  me  of  it?  I  felt 'myself  humiliated,  insulted. 
The  thought  of  Horatia's  sympathy  was  galling  to 
me  beyond  the  power  of  expression.  But  I  had  not 
betrayed  myself.  She  had  not  known,  she  never 
should  know,  the  extent  of  the  shock  she  had  given 
me. 

Alas !  for  the  pride  that  would  fain  assume  the 
garb  of  virtue !  I  became  aware  of  it  when  I  tried 
to  repeat  the  Lord's  Prayer.  I  could  not  say  "  For- 
give us  our  trespasses,  as  we  forgive  them  that 
trespass  against  us." 

The  fact  startled  me.  I  thank  God  that  I  saw 
my  danger.  There  was  a  false  principle  at  work 
within  my  heart,  which,  if  I  yielded  to  it,  might 
mar  my  whole  future  character.  Once  indulge  in 
pride  and  suspicion,  and  both  principle  and  judgment 
would  be  warped,  fatally  for  prosperity  in  this  world, 
— it  might  be,  fatally  for  happiness  in  another. 

Yet  it  was  very  hard  to  bring  myself  to  a  right 
mind.  The  effort  of  thought  which  I  compelled 
myself  to  make,  before  considering  the  fact  thus 
suddenly  communicated,  was  intense. 

For  my  uncle  and  Horatia  were  selfish,  and 
guided  by  private  motives  and  interest.  The  expe- 
rience of  years  had  proved  it,  and  I  could  not 
therefore  avoid  distrusting  them.  Where,  then,  did 
right  prudence  end,  and  wrong  suspicion  begin  ? 
It  seemed  impossible  to  decide. 

But  I  turned  to  myself.  Was  I  then  so  faultless? 
Was  there  no  haughty  independence,  false  sensi- 
tiveness, tendency  to  hasty  judgment,  in  my  own  cha- 
racter? And  might  not  these  faults  lead  me  to 
misconstrue,  and  to  imagine  insult  where  none  was 
intended  ?     Conscience  witnessed  against  me,  and 
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suggested  what,  in  after  trials,  was,  I  believe, 
through  the  Mercy  of  God,  mj  great  safeguard 
against  uncharitableness. 

Knowing  that  I  suspected  others,  I  saw  that  I  was 
bound  first  to  suspect  myself.  If  offence  was  given, 
I  was  not  to  shut  my  eyes  to  the  fact ;  that  I  knew 
well  only  increased  the  secret  bitterness ;  but  I  was 
to  put  side  by  side  with  it  the  fair  extenuations 
which  a  disinterested  person  might  see,  and  I  was 
to  believe  them  rather  than  my  own  feelings,  be- 
cause I  knew  myself  to  be  prejudiced.  Again  I 
thought  over  my  interview  with  Horatia.  She 
had  done  me  no  harm.  She  might  have  intended 
me  a  kindness.  I  do  not  say  I  believe  she  did, 
but  without  further  evidence  I  had  no  right  to 
indulge  the  contrary  opinion,  and  by  degrees  self- 
reproach  became  more  powerful  than  anger,  and 
my  troubled  spirit  found  rest  in  the  acknowledg- 
ment of  my  own  faults. 

I  was  summoned  down  stairs  to  the  dining-room. 
The  room  looked  full :  Caroline  and  Mr.  Blair  talk- 
ing together  in  an  under  tone;  Yaughan  leaning 
back  in  my  father's  arm-chair,  with  his  eyes  half- 
closed  ;  Reginald  standing  with  his  back  to  the  fire, 
grave  but  watcliful ;  Horatia,  with  Joanna's  hand  in 
hers,  seated  near  the  table ;  Herbert  opposite  to  her, 
mechanically  turning  over  some  papers.  Hester 
only  was  absent.  In  the  centre,  at  the  head  of  the 
table,  sat  my  uncle  Ralph,  busied  likewise  with 
papers,  which  he  touched  with  a  tremulous  hand, 
not  once  raising  his  eyes  till  Herbert  said,  "  Sarah 
is  here,"  and  motioned  me  to  sit  down  in  a  chair  by 
his  side. 

Uncle  Ralph  looked  up  then,  and  coughed  shortly. 
"We  are  met;"— he  glanced  quickly  round  the 
room  ; — "I  think  we  are  ail  here,  except  my  dear 
sister,  who  begged  to  be  excused,  and  little  Hester ; 
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"Well !  that  will  not  signify : — we  are  met  to  read  my 
poor  brother's  will."  He  took  up  the  paper,  ad- 
justed his  spectacles,  and  broke  the  seal.  There 
were  no  looks  of  anxiety  or  expectation ;  we  had  all 
known  long  before  what  the  contents  would  be. 
My  uncle  read  the  short  statement  in  a  clear  voice. 
Ail  the  property,  of  whatever  kind,  was  to  be  my 
mother's ;  subject,  of  course,  to  the  payment  of  my 
father's  lawful  debts ;  to  be  disposed  of  according  to 
her  will,  at  her  death.  Mr.  Blair  was  the  first  to 
make  an  observation.  "  Well,  then,  Sir,  this  being 
done,  I  conclude  that  all  arrangements  will  be 
with  Mrs.  Mortimer.  Therefore,  Caroline, — turn- 
ing to  his  wife, — it  may  be  as  well  for  us  to 
return  to  town  to-morrow."  "Unquestionably; 
but  before  we  go  my  uncle  might  be  able  to  give 
us  some  definite  notions  as  to  the  amount  of  the 
property.  It  is  a  question  which  does,  in  a  mea- 
sure, concern  us,  as  in  the  event  of  my  mother's 
death,  it  will  naturally  be  divided  equally."  "A 
difficult  inquiry  that,  my  dear  niece,"  replied  my 
uncle,  **  involving  many  complicated  questions.  No 
one  can  hazard  an  opinion  as  yet.  I  will  look  over 
our  accounts  with  care,  and  lay  the  statement  before 
the  family  at  the  earliest  opportunity."  I  had  an 
eager  impulse  to  speak,  but  Herbert  touched  my 
arm  and  kept  me  silent.  **  Then  we  may  go,  I  sup- 
pose," said  Joanna,  withdrawing  her  hand,  I  thought 
rather  willingly,  from  Horatia's  caresses.  "  Yes, 
we  may  all  go,  I  suppose,"  observed  Caroline,  with 
a  disappointed  air  ;  **  though  I  confess  I  should  have 
been  glad  to  have  had  a  little  more  information." 

Vaughan  came  forward  and  said,  —  we  were  all 
much  obliged  to  my  uncle  for  the  trouble  he  took 
in  these  business  matters.  He  was  sure  every 
thing  would  be  settled  in  the  most  comfortable  way. 
He  was  himself  obliged  to  go  back  to  town  imm^- 
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diately ;  but  if  he  could  be  of  the  least  use  he  should 
make  a  point  of  returning.  In  fact,  if  it  were  not 
for  my  uncle's  being  on  the  spot,  he  should  have  felt 
it  his  duty  to  stay.  As  the  eldest  son,  he  knew  that 
great  responsibility  rested  upon  him,  and  he  was 
not  in  the  least  wishing  to  shrink  from  it.  He 
was  very  grave  as  he  said  this,  with  a  little  air  of 
self-consciousness  about  him,  which  might  have 
amused  a  stranger.  Just  then  Herbert  was  called 
out  of  the  room.  All  moved  when  he  moved. 
Reginald  lingered  by  the  table,  and  offered  to 
help  my  uncle  in  looking  over  any  accounts,  as  he 
should  be  with  us  for  a  day  or  two ;  an  offer  which 
was  graciously  received,  but  neither  accepted  nor 
declined.  "  Come  into  the  garden  with  me,  Sarah, 
we  shall  both  be  the  better  for  a  little  fresh  air,** 
said  Horatia,  tapping  me  on  the  shoulder.  "  This 
room  is  terribly  hot ;"  and  she  stirred  the  fire,  and 
opened  the  window.  I  felt  my  courage  sinking ; 
no  words  can  tell  how  I  dreaded  a  private  conver- 
sation with  uncle  Ralph,  but  I  knew  that  Herbert 
had  intended  I  should  have  it.  "  Thank  you,"  I 
replied,  "  but  I  cannot  come  now,  I  wish  to  speak 
with  my  uncle  alone."  I  said  the  words  pointedly 
that  they  might  not  be  misunderstood  ;  and  with 
what  I  imagined  to  be  a  meaning  glance  at  uncle 
Ralph,  Horatia  left  the  room. 

My  knees  trembled  violently.  I  was  forced  to 
sit  down.  My  uncle  still  fidgeted  with  the  papers, 
and,  without  looking  up,  said  in  his  most  con- 
ciliatory manner,  though  I  fancied  that  his  voice 
was  slightly  husky,  **  Well,  my  dear  niece,  what 
little  business  have  you  to  talk  about?" 

"  I  wish  to  speak  about  my  father's  affairs,"  I  said, 
for  I  was  desperate  in  my  boldness.  "  Hem,  perhaps 
it  maybe  better  to  defer  the  matter  for  the  present. 
It  is  a  question  for  the  whole  family,  not  for  one 
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individual."  "  Bat  you  have  already  spoken  to  oni^ 
individual,*'  I  exclaimed.  <'  You  have  told  Horatia 
Gray;  what  right  had  she  to  know  before  us?"- 
He  knitted  his  brows  angrily  for  a  moment,  but 
recovered  himself  quickly.  "  Your  cousin  Horatia 
has  been  hasty,  but  I  excuse  her.  She  suggested, 
from  the  kindest  motives,  that  it  might  be  well  to 
give  you  warning  first,  as  we  agreed  that  your 
strong  mind  would  be  the  best  fitted  to  prepare  the 
minds  of  your  mother  and  sisters.  I  fully  agreed 
with  her,  but  I  did  not  intend  that  the  communi- 
cation should  be  made  until  after  the  family  meet* 
ing  we  have  just  had.  These  things  are  always 
better  managed  quietly,  without  disturbance, — with- 
out risk  of  painful  excitement.** 

Horatia  Gray !  what  right  had  she  to  such  con- 
fidence !  It  was  the  feeling  still  first  in  my  mind^ 
but  with  great  efibrt  I  kept  it  down. 

"  If  my  father  has  really  left  nothing,*'  I  said, 
'Mt  is  desirable  that  we  should  immediately  see 
a  statement  of  his  accounts." 

"  Precisely ;  the  very  thing  I  am  most  anxious 
for;  but  you  see,  my  dear  little  niece,**  and  he 
patted  a  huge  account  book  with  his  forefinger, 
"these  necessary  documents  require  a  long  time 
to  be  made  clear,  —  clear,  at  least,  to  inexpe- 
rienced eyes.  You  will  find  everything  perfectly 
exact,  —  debtor  and  creditor  —  debtor  and  credi- 
tor;**—  he  turned  over  the  pages  rapidly,  draw- 
ing his  hand  across  ominous  lists  of  figures.  "  Ac- 
counts that  have  gone  on  for  so  many  years," 
he  continued,  "  must,  to  a  certain  degree,  be  intri- 
cate ;  but  you  will  find  upon  inquiry  that  nothing 
can  be  more  plain — ^I  wish  I  could  say  more  satis- 
factory.** "  And  my  father  has  then  actually  left 
nothing  ?  "  I  said.  "  That  may  be  a  strong  way  of 
stating  the  case ;  there  may  be  a  balance*     There 
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may — it  is  possible;  I  am  afraid  lean  give  you 
but  little  hope,  but  still  we  will  not  despair.  The 
fact  is,  my  dear  niece,  your  poor  father  lived  — 
you  know,  and  I  know,  and  we  all  know, — he  lived 
up  to  his  income,  and  beyond  his  income ;  and 
there  were  little  speculations  —  he  always  liked  the 
excitement  —  perhaps  I  was  weak,  and  did  not  set 
my  face  against  them  as  I  ought ;  but  it  is  hard  for 
a  brother  to  interfere — we  all  have  our  weak  points  ; 
and,  indeed  —  but  I  need  not  trouble  you  with  all 
these  particulars  now  ;  you  shall  see  them  by-and- 
by,  in  figures,  black  and  white.  Perhaps,  in  the 
meantime,  you  will  just  hint  to  your  poor  mother, 
and  your  brothers  and  sisters,  the  state  of  the  case, 
— just  hint  it  cautiously."  He  piled  his  books  one 
upon  the  other,  and  added:  "Might  I  just  have 
them  taken  into  your  poor  father's  study?  I 
thought  I  might  work  a  little  at  them  this  after- 
noon, as,  of  course,  I  shall  not  be  at  the  Bank." 

Uncle  Ralph  in  my  father's  study !  Tears,  which 
I  could  not  control,  rushed  to  my  eyes.  "  Poor 
child  !  —  poor  dear !  —  it  certainly  is  very  sad,  but 
we  all  must  have  our  trials  in  this  evil  world,  and 
when  you  have  lived  as  long  as  I  have  you  will 
understand  more  about  it.  However,  I  have  no 
doubt  you  will  all  do  much  better  than  you  think 
for."  He  was  going  away,  but  1  prevented  him. 
"  Uncle  Ralph,  will  you  tell  me  one  thing  :  how 
much  money  had  my  father  allowed  him  by  my 
grandfather."  He  gazed  at  me  in  excessive  sur- 
prise. "I  scarcely  imderstand  your  inquiiy,  my 
dear  niece.  Your  poor  father  had  a  very  hand- 
some allowance,  but  he  never  lived  within  his 
income.  The  interest  of  certain  sums  w^as  set 
apart  for  him  —  twenty  thousand  pounds."  "  Five 
and  twenty,  was  it  not  ?  "  I  said,  for  my  mind  had 
travelled  back  through  the  long  vista  of  years  to 
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the  dining-room  at  Castle  House,  and  tho  conv^iv 
Bation  which  had  so  indeliby  stamped  itself  npQP 
my  memory.  A  lightning  gleam  of  intense  indig* 
nation  flashed  from  my  uncle's  eyes,  followed  by 
the  smoothest,  softest,  breath  of  expostulation.  ^'My 
dear  little  niece,  you  are,  —  pardon  me  for  saying 
80,  —  but  you  are  getting  beyond  your  depth.  It  is 
much  better  for  women  never  to  meddle  in  affairs 
of  this  kind.  Your  brothers  and  I  will  settle  every- 
thing, depend  upon  it,  and  we  will  do  you  quite 
justice ;  only  keep  up  your  spirits,  and  trust  to  us." 
He  kissed  my  cheek,  and  left  me. 


CHAP.  xxvn. 


The  result  of  that  interview  may  be  told  in  few 
words.  I  did  not  hint  cautiously  to  any  one  but 
mj  mother.  I  found  Herbert  first,  and  laid  before 
him  the  facts  I  had  gathered,  and  then  together  we 
communicated  them  to  all  the  rest,  except  Hester. 
My  private  opinions  I  kept  to  myself.  I  do  not 
believe  that  any  one,  except  Joanna,  was  very  much 
surprised.  The  most  ordinary  amount  of  common 
sense  would  have  been  sufficient  long  before  to  pre- 
pare them.  Vaughan  was  really  grieved  for  those 
upon  whom  the  burden  was  to  fall.  Caroline  and 
Keginald,  I  could  see,  were  anxious  to  learn  what 
plans  would  be  suggested,  and  how  much  incon- 
venience would  come  upon  them ;  but  the  chief 
thought  of  all  was  for  my  mother,  and  to  me  was 
unanimously  deputed  the  task  of  breaking  the  intel- 
ligence. I  found  her  reading,  or  perhaps  more  truly, 
endeavouring  to  read.  She  was  very  much  altered ; 
her  widow's  cap  gave  a  peculiar  fixed  repose  to  her 
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features,  as  if  she  had  severed  herself  from  all  con- 
nection with  common  life,  and  had  entered  upon 
an  existence  of  saintly  contemplation.  It  would 
have  been  more  easy  to  talk  to  her  about  business 
the  day  previous.  She  was  excited  then  at  times, 
and  had  spoken  to  me  of  my  father ;  now  her  heart 
lay  buried  with  him,  and  it  seemed  profanation  to 
call  it  back  to  earth.  Yet  I  was  sure  it  ought  to  be 
done  at  once.  Vaughan,  Mr.  Blair,  ReginaJd,  were 
all  thinking  of  leaving  us  ;  before  they  went  it 
would  be  natural  and  right  to  give  her  the  oppor- 
tunity of  consulting  them,  or  at  least,  of  talking  over 
everything  with  them,  if  she  wished  it.  And  they 
would  not  be  satisfied  if  it  were  not  so.  I  made 
an  excuse  for  having  been  so  long  away,  and  said, 
I  had  been  engaged, — there  had  been  so  many  things 
to  settle,  and  my  uncle  had  requested  us  to  meet 
together.  Yes,  she  observed,  very  calmly,  to  read 
the  will.  She  was  thankful  my  uncle  had  not 
wished  her  to  be  there,  "It  would  have  been  a 
great  trial  for  you,  dear  mamma,"  I  said.  "  It  was 
very  sad  for  us  all ;  and  one  would  rather  not  ask 
you  to  think  of  business,  only  it  cannot  very  well  be 
helped."  "  You  must  all  think  about  it,  now,"  she 
answered.  "  It  concerns  you  more  than  it  does  me." 
"It  concerns  every  one  very  much,  I  am  afraid," 
was  my  reply.  "Uncle  Ralph  has  been  talking  to  me 
a  little."  Her  countenance  changed  directly.  "Can- 
not Vaughan  settle  it  all  without  troubling  your 
uncle?**  she  asked.  "Vaughan  does  not  understand 
it,"  I  said.  "No  one  can  understand  it,  except  my 
uncle."  "  I  suppose  so ;  it  was  all  trusted  to  him," 
observed  my  mother,  half-speaking  to  herself.  "  I 
would  much  rather  that  Vaughan  should  manage  it, 
and  so  we  all  would,"  I  continued ;  "  and  we  must 
hope  he  will  by-and-by.  But  we  must  learn  a  good 
deal  first  from  uncle  Ralph,  who  is  busy  looking  over 
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accounts  now."  I  paused  for  a  moment,  hoping  ali^ 
would  ask  some  definite  question;  but  she  sai^ 
nothing,  and  I  went  on.  '^  The  accounts  must  be 
very  complicated.  Uncle  Ralph  showed  me  a  great 
book  just  now,  in  which  they  were  kept.  I  am 
afraid  there  must  be  a  good  deal  to  arrange  witk 
the  Bank."  "  Yes,  it  must  take  a  long  time,"  said 
my  mother ;  but  there  was  not  the  least  interest  in 
her  tone. 

"  We  must  hope,  though,  that  my  uncle  wiU  not 
delay  at  all,"  I  observed,  "  for  it  is  quite  necessary 
for  us  to  know  exactly  what  we  have  to  depend 

upon;  and,  if  it  should  be  very  small "  I  paused, 

and  looked  at  her  anxiously.  "  Should  you  be  ex- 
ceedingly miserable,  dear  mamma,  if  we  were 
obliged  to  go  away  from  East  Side  ?  "  I  saw  her  lip 
quiver,  but  she  did  not  give  way  in  the  least,  and 
only  said,  "  I  would  do  what  you  all  think  right, 
my  dear."  I  kissed  her  pallid  face,  and  called  her  my 
own  sweet  mother,  and  told  her  we  had  but  one  wish 
to  make  her  comfortable;  and  she  roused  herself 
then  a  little,  and  asked  what  uncle  Ralph  thought. 
"  He  does  not  seem  to  imagine  there  will  be  much," 
I  said.  **  We  have  always  been  at  such  great  ex- 
penses."    "  Yes,"  replied  my  mother,  mournfully ; 

"but  I  never  could  make ;  he  never  would 

think  about  them.  He  longed  so  to  give  you  aU 
pleasure."  "  Yes,  indeed,  he  did,"  I  said ;  "  our 
lives  would  have  been  very  different  if  he  had  not 
thought  for  us ;  but  we  will  bear  up,  dear  mamma, 
whatever  happens.  I  am  sure  we  shall  never  be 
left  without  help."  No,  she  replied,  she  was  quite 
satisfied  about  that;  she  was  sure  all  would  be 
ordered  for  the  best,  and  she  was  quite  contented. 
The  few  short  years  she  had  to  live  would  be  the 
same  for  her  everywhere.  She  turned  the  pages 
of  her  book  again,  and  I  saw  she  could  not  bear  any 
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longer  dwelling  upon  the  subject.  I  did  not  feel 
that  I  had  really  made  her  comprehend  the  truth. 
She  was  not  in  a  state  to  realise  it ;  but  I  had  taken 
the  first  step  towards  it;  and  when  I  thought  she 
could  be  left  again  for  a  little  while,  I  went  away 
to  tin d  Hester. 

Telling  her  was,  I  think,  worse  than  anything, 
just  at  first.  The  very  probability  of  being  obliged 
to  leave  East  Side  was  so  dreadful  to  her ;  and  it 
was  such  great  pain  to  feel  that  one  was  darkening 
the  brightness  of  her  young  life ;  but  she  was  en- 
tirely unselfish ;  and  unselfish  persons  are  always 
more  reasonable  than  others,  unless,  perhaps,  upon, 
the  subject  of  self-sacrifice.  When  I  put  before 
her  what  I  believed  to  be  the  true  state  of  the 
case,  and  she  saw  how  much  depended  upon  quiet, 
good  judgment,  and  energy,  she  at  once  nerved 
herself  for  the  occasion,  threw  hersell^  as  I  had 
always  felt  sure  she  would,  into  my  plans,  and 
became,  next  to  Herbert,  my  chief  support.  Joanna 
alone  was  inconsolable ;  and  what  was  still  more 
vexatious  to  me,  she  would  not  see  the  truth.  She 
could  not  understand,  she  said,  how  a  man  like 
my  father,  who  had  always  had  sufficient  money, 
should  leave  nothing.  She  was  sure  there  must  be 
some  mistake.  She  wished  Yaughan  and  Reginald 
would  look  over  the  accounts  themselves.  And  if  the 
worst  came  to  the  worst,  she  saw  no  reason  for 
leaving  East  Side.  We  might  live  there  with  only 
two  servants,  or  one  even,  if  we  chose  it.  It  was 
absurd  to  suppose  we  should  starve,  with  uncle 
Ralph  bound  to  come  forward  and  help  us,  and 
Caroline  and  aunt  Colston  rolling  in  riches ;  of 
course,  they  would  make  some  arrangement  between 
tliem.  As  for  me,  I  always  looked  to  the  worst 
side  in  everything  ;  and  she  really  could  not  depend 
upon  my  judgment;  in  fact,  she  would  go  and  talk 

C  c 
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to  uncle  Ralph  herself.  I  prevented  her  from 
doing  this,  but  I  did  not  argue  the  matter  with 
her;  and  leaving  her,  went  to  my  own  room,  to 
rest  and  think. 

All  departures,  except  one,  were  deferred  for 
another  day,  that  my  uncle  might  be  able  to  bring 
the  accounts  into  some  definite  form  before  the 
separation  of  the  family  took  place:  that  one,  to 
my  intense  relief,  was  Horatia's ;  a  summons  ^rom, 
aunt  Colston  called  her  back  to  London,  and  she 
set  off  alone.  We  had  scarcely  spoken  since  our 
trying  interview,  except  to  in4change  necessaiy 
civilities.  The  utmost  stretch  of  charity  could  not 
prevent  me  now  from  believing  that  she  had  wil- 
lingly been  the  person  to  communicate  our  ill- 
fortune,  and  the  confidence  which  existed  between 
her  and  my  uncle  was  offensive  to  my  taste,  and 
jarring  to  my  feelings.  I  avoided  her  society,  and 
she  saw  it.  We  parted  coldly ;  and  I  did  not  think 
myself  bound  to  use  words  which  were  not  sincere, 
by  hoping  we  should  meet  again.  When  she  was 
gone,  I  felt  that  I  could  better  bear  whatever  pain 
might  further  be  in  store  for  us. 

Notwithstanding  my  uncle's  assertions,  that  the 
accounts  were  complicated,  I  was  quite  sure,  in  my 
own  mind,  that  he  knew  perfectly  well  how  they 
stood,  and  would  be  able,  at  any  moment  he  chose, 
to  place  them  clearly  before  others. 

And  so  it  proved.  Month  after  month  my  father 
had  drawn  the  sums  he  needed,  or  fancied  he 
needed ;  and  month  after  month  they  had  all  been 
registered  by  my  uncle.  At  the  close  of  each  year 
my  father  had  groaned  over  his  bills,  put  them 
aside,  and  forgotten  he  was  in  debt ;  at  the  close  of 
each  year,  my  uncle  had  duly  cast  up  his  accounts, 
noted  the  balance,  and  brought  forward  the  overplus, 
wit[i  interest  duly  reckoned  to  the  day,  to  the  ere- 
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ditor  side  of  the  page.  This  bad  been  the  course 
of  proceedings  till  the  time  of  my  grandfather's 
death.  Something  of  a  settlement  had  then  taken 
place.  Mj  uncle  had  taken  care  that  the  sums 
advanced  should  be  replaced,  and  mj  father  finding 
himself,  in  consequence,  considerably  poorer  than 
he  had  supposed,  had  been  persuaded  by  my  uncle 
to  enter  into  speculations  which  promised  to  be 
advantageous,  and  by  which  he  hoped  to  regain 
what  he  had  lost.  The  history  of  these  specula- 
tions was  not  given  us,  but  we  all  knew  that  they 
had  been  unprosperous.  My  uncle  asserted  that 
they  had  been  carried  on  at  my  Other's  express 
wish,  —  that  he  had  assisted  him  against  his  better 
judgment.  It  was  a  fact  which  none  could  now 
controvert,  and,  which,  indeed,  it  was  not  necessary 
to  controvert,  the  result  was  all  that  we  required 
to  be  informed  of,  and  it  was  told  in  one  word,  — 
ruin  I 

So  the  case  was  put  before  us,  in  general  words, 
when  we  were  once  more  summoned  to  the  dining- 
room.  My  uncle  was  most  especially  anxious  to 
prove  that  every  statement  he  had  made  was  cor- 
rect, and  Reginald  and  Mr.  Blair,  as  the  two  most 
competent  persons,  were  invited  to  inspect  the 
accounts. 

The  proposal  was  quite  indifferent  to  me.  I 
was  sure  that  no  flaw  would  be  found  in  the  figures. 
Yaughan  agreed  that  it  might  be  well  to  have  an 
inspection,  as  a  matter  of  form,  Mr.  Blair  being 
one  of  the  executors  of  my  father's  will ;  but  he  was 
evidently  not  inclined  to  take  any  trouble  himself, 
—  the  only  question  which  he  asked  was,  whether 
any  surplus,  however  small,  was  left. 

My  uncle  put  on  a  very  grave  face ;  regretted, 
extremely,  to  be  obliged  to  communicate  such  dis- 
agreeable intelligence ;  but  it  was  better  at  once  to 
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be  open  upon  these  subjects.  There  was  a  consi-^ 
derable  sum  due  to  one  of  the  mining  companies  — - 
three  thousand  pounds  ;  he  believed  he  was  cor-^ 
rect.  Mr.  Blair  and  Reginald  would  judge  whether 
there  had  been  any  mistake. 

I  leant  back  in  my  chair,  and  a  mist  gathered 
in  my  eyes;  yet  I  heard  my  uncle's  words  dis- 
tinctly as  he  went  on.  It  was  undoubtedly  a  large 
debt,  but  he  trusted  there  might  be  the  means  of 
liquidating  it.  East  Side  was,  indeed,  heavily 
mortgaged  to  himself,  —  (that,  alas  I  I  knew)  — 
but  the  furniture  of  the  house,  —  handsomer,  per- 
haps, than  in  prudence  it  should  have  been ;  the 
farming  stock,  small  though  it  was ;  the  garden, 
would  all  produce  something ;  and  he  had  left  uncon- 
sidered the  marriage  settlements,  which,  in  justice, 
would  go  to  liquidate  the  claim.  It  was  with  the 
greatest  possible  difficulty  I  could  command  myselC 
Justice!  yes,  I  knew  it  was  justice.  My  unde 
Ralph  would  never  have  proposed  anything  that 
was  not  justice.  I  looked  at  Caroline  and  Mr. 
Blair.  It  seemed  scarcely  possible  that  they  could 
sit  by  and  hear  of  the  necessity  of  touching  the  mar* 
riage  settlements,  —  the  small,  the  very  small  sum 
which  was  all  my  mother  could  call  her  own,  — and 
not  come  forward  with  the  smallest  offer  of  help. 
Yet  they  did  ;  they  declared  it  was  fortunate  there 
was  such  a  resource.  Mr.  Blair  even  said  it  was 
lucky  the  case  had  not  gone  on  farther ;  he  meant, 
that  it  was  lucky  my  father  died  when  he  did.  I 
involuntarily  put  the  words  into  their  true  form, 
and  prayed  Grod  to  forgive  me  for  it.  Vaughan 
oame  up  to  my  chair,  and  leant  over  it,  and  kissed 
me.  I  felt  so  fond  of  him,  I  forgot  all  he  had  ever 
done  amissj  and  begged  him  not  to  go  away  from 
us.  A  pause  of  embarrassment  ensued.  My  uncle 
rose,  pointed  to  his  books,  and  said,  with  a  half 
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Bmile,  and  a  bow  to  Mr.  Blair,  that  he  left  them  in 
his  charge,  and  he  walked  awaj.  Mr.  Blair  and 
Caroline,  calmly  grave,  followed  him. 

And  they  were  all  then  monsters,  —  unnatural, 
hard-hearted,  unfeeling !  No ;  they  were  only 
selfish. 

We  were  not  an  unkind  or  quarrelsome  family. 
We  expressed  a  good  deal  for  each  other,  and,  in  a 
certain  degree,  felt  it.  But  light  and  darkness  are 
not  more  different  than  the  two  different  kinds  of 
sympathy,  —  the  external  and  the  internal. 

Yaughan,  Caroline,  and  Reginald  felt  that  we 
were  all  involved  in  one  common  calamity,  and  so, 
looking  upon  the  surface  of  events,  we  were.  They 
gave,  therefore,  exactly  the  amount  of  pity  which 
they  felt  they  ought  to  receive ;  but  they  were  not 
themselves  overpowered  with  grief  at  my  father's 
death,  nor  ruined  by  the  state  of  his  affairs,  and 
they  did  not  comprehend  why  any  other  member 
of  the  family  should  feel  what  had  happened  more 
than  themselves.  It  was  very  distressing,  they  said, 
—  excessively  sad  for  my  mother,  —  but  it  was  a 
comfort  to  think  that  we  had  all  talents  and  energy, 
and  could  exert  ourselves.  It  might  be  up-hill 
work  at  first ;  but  we  should  be  able  to  take  pupils, 
or  do  something  to  help  ourselves,  and  in  the  mean, 
time  there  was  no  instant  pressure*  There  would, 
no  doubt,  be  a  small  surplus  when  ever3rthing  was 
sold,  and  my  uncle  would  make  the  best  arrange- 
ments for  us.  No  one,  indeed,  could  be  more  oon? 
siderate :  he  was  anxious  to  give  the-  property  a 
fair  chance  of  realising  its  full  value.  Indeed,  it 
seemed  probable  that  the  place  being  so  pretty,  and 
so  nicely  furnished,  would  sell  or  let,  furniture  and 
all,  which  would  be  decidedly  more  advantageous 
than  running  the  risk  of  an  auction.  As  to  our 
future  home,  Carsdale  would,  of  course,  be  the  best 

c  c  8 
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place.  We  had  several  friends  there,  and  living  in. 
a  town  would  be  cheaper  than  being  in  the  country. 
They  had  no  doubt  that  we  should  find  some  com*- 
fortable  little  house  which  would  suit  us,  and  my 
mother  would  like  the  excitement  of  marketing  and. 
shopping  for  herself. 

It  was  quite  a  pleasant  little  picture  which  Caro- 
line drew  of  our  future  life,  as  she  stood  in  the  hall, 
on  the  morning  of  her  departure,  wrapped  in  a, 
handsome  travelling-cloak,  and  giving  her  last 
words  of  comfort ;  and  Reginald  added  his  also, 
and  said,  that  he  was  sure  any  certainty  was  better 
than  uncertainty,  and  that  we  should,  as  a  family, 
be  much  better  off  when  we  knew  exactly  what  we 
had  to  depend  upon.  Yaughan,  I  thought,  was 
not  quite  so  confident  in  his  expectations  of  our 
happiness ;  but  he  said  he  would  write  to  us  often, 
and  come  and  see  us  whenever  he  could.  And  so 
they  drove  off,  and  we  were  left,  not  to  pictures, 
but  realities. 

And  oh !  the  difference !  the  silent  house,  —  the 
oppressive,  mournful  recollections  of  past  joys, — the 
fancy  that  one  heard  his  voice  or  his  step,  and  the 
thrilling  pang,  on  remembering  that  it  could  not 
be,  —  the  self-reproaches  that  we  had  not  made  him 
happier,  —  the  overwhelming  feeling  of  desertion 
at  the  recollection  that  there  was  no  one  now  whom 
it  was  a  duty  for  my  mother,  as  well  as  ourselves,  to 
lean  upon  I  It  was  well  for  my  sister  and  my  bro- 
thers, living  away,  their  homes  undisturbed,  their 
daily  pursuits  uninterrupted,  to  talk  of  sympathy, 
and  think  they  gave  it ;  but  the  actual  feeling,  the 
power  of  throwing  themselves  into  our  minds, 
seeing,  as  we  saw,  and  understanding  what  we 
suffered,  was  as  far  from  them  as  from  the  stranger 
who  had  never  even  heard  of  our  existence. 

But  I  did  have  sympathy, — real,  cordial,  internal 
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sympathy  at  last.  Lady  Emily  Rivers  came  to  see 
me.  One  hour's  conversation  with  her  was  rest  and 
strength.  She  comprehended  all,  —  the  grief,  the 
loss,  the  loneliness,  the  responsibility,  the  hourly  and 
increasing  pain  at  the  prospect  of  leaving  East  Side. 
When,  at  last,  I  gave  way  entirely,  and  owned  that 
I  was  heart-sick  and  miserable,  Lady  Emily  did 
not  think  I  was  complaining.  She  did  not  give  me 
a  lecture  upon  resignation,  or  tell  me  how  many  com- 
forts I  had  left ;  but  she  threw  herself  heartily  and 
in  sincerity  into  my  position,  and  kissed  me  ten- 
derly, and  said  it  must  be  very  hard  to  bear ;  and 
when  she  had  thus  soothed  me,  she  gently  turned 
my  thoughts  from  myself  to  Him,  who  knew  the 
full  extent  of  the  trial,  and  who  would  never  have 
sent  it  but  in  mercy ;  and  I  felt,  that  with  Him  to 
comfort  me,  I  could  never  be  really  desolate. 

It  was  the  difference  between  the  Bible  and  the 
world.  The  Bible  says,  "  rejoice  with  them  that 
do  rejoice,  and  weep  with  them  that  weep.'' 

The  world  says,  "  rejoice  with  them  that  ought 
to  rejoice,  and  weep  with  them  that  ought  to  weep." 
What  that  ought  is  it  leaves  to  itself  to  judge. 

Yet  Lady  Emily's  last  speech  brought  with  it 
most  painful  feelings.  Her  brother  and  Miss 
Grant,  she  said,  were  at  Lowood.  They  had  both 
begged  to  be  remembered  kindly  to  Hester  and  to 
me. 

Through  what  a  life  of  thought  and  feeling  I 
went  back  in  that  short  sentence!  Ten  days! 
Could  it  be  possible  that  it  was  only  ten  days  since 
I  had  seen  them  ? 
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CHAP,  xxvni. 

And  so  it  may  be  thought  that  aU  this  time  I  bad 
forgotten  aunt  Sarah.  She  was  not  immediately 
involved  in  our  sufferings,  and  it  might  seem  that 
hourly  anxieties  had  interfered  with  my  remem- 
brance of  her.  Then  I  should  have  forgotten  that 
which,  next  to  prayer,  and  my  Bible,  was  now,  dur- 
ing my  mother's  state  of  depression,  my  greatest  stay 
in  life.  True,  I  had  not  seen  aunt  Sarah,  and  had 
not  been  able  to  write  to  her  more  than  a  few  lines 
daily,  to  tell  her  how  we  were,  but  the  hope  of  soon 
seeing  her  was  my  daily  comfort  in  my  perplexities. 
These  assumed  gradually  a  more  definite  form. 
As  my  mother  roused  herself  to  understand  our 
situation,  her  calmness  of  mind  became  fretted  into 
a  nervous  impatience,  which  was  most  distressing. 
It  was  in  a  measure  physical,  I  knew ;  but  the 
great  aggravation  of  every  trial  was  the  idea  that 
we  might  at  that  very  moment  be  incurring  a  debt 
to  my  uncle  for  our  household  expenses.  She  would 
form  the  most  extravagant  plans  for  escaping  from 
the  possibility  of  such  an  obligation,  talk  over  them 
eagerly,  then  become  angry  with  herself  for  her 
unreasonableness,  and,  perhaps,  end  by  a  fit  of  de- 
pression, which  was  far  w^orse  to  witness  than  the 
previous  excitement.  The  distrust  which  she  had 
felt  of  my  uncle  all  her  life,  and  which  had  been 
controlled  by  her  own  right  feeling,  now  gained  the 
upper  hand,  in  consequence  of  her  physical  weak- 
ness. The  subject  on  which  she  was  continually 
dwelling  was  the  way  in  which  my  father  had  been 
persuaded  to  speculate.  It  was  a  sin,  she  said; 
my  uncle  knew  well  that  the  speculations  were 
dangerous ;  if  it  were  not  so,  he  would  have  entered 
into  them  himself ;  but  he  took  advantage  of  my 
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father's  careless,  generous  temper,  made  him  run 
the  risk,  and  when  there  was  any  advantage  to  be 
gained,  seized  upon  it  for  himself.  This  she  was 
certain  of,  from  transactions  which  she  knew  had 
passed  between  them.  I  had  little  doubt  she  was 
right  Herbert  and  I  made  a  point  of  looking  over 
the  accounts  ourselves,  with  a  faint  hope  that  we 
might  find  some  mistake ;  but,  as  far  as  we  could 
understand,  there  was  nothing  of  the  kind.  The 
only  thing  which  struck  me  was,  that  they  were 
kept  upon  the  reckoning  that  my  father  had,  from 
the  time  of  his  leaving  the  army,  been  entitled  to 
eight  hundred  a  year,  whereas  1  never  could  divest 
myself  of  the  belief  that  the  sum  was  intended  to 
have  been  a  thousand.  There  was  no  good  in 
thinking  of  the  matter,  no  remedy  could  be  brought 
forward  now,  and  I  knew,  besides,  that  eight  hundred 
had  been  the  sum  mentioned  in  my  grandfather's 
will.  Yet  the  idea  weighed  upon  me,  and  merely 
to  prevent  myself  from  thinking  upon  the  subject 
so  much,  I  determined  to  say  something  to  aunt 
Sarah.  With  her  clear  head  and  accurate  memory, 
as  regarded  those  past  years,  I  thought  I  might 
hope  to  receive  some  assistance,  if  it  were  only 
by  being  told  that  my  conjecture  was  untrue. 
Perhaps  it  was  better  to  have  this  definite  business 
to  occupy  my  thoughts,  when  at  last  I  was  able  to 
go  to  her,  than  to  be  at  liberty  to  gi^  way  to 
the  recollections  which  might  otherwise  have  un- 
nerved me.  She  was  very  much  agitated  herself 
on  seeing  me,  and  could  not  speak  for  several 
moments  ;  but  when  I  took  off  my  bonnet  and  sat 
down  by  her,  she  took  my  hand  in  hers,  and  said, 
"  Grod  bless  you,  my  child,  Sally !  my  troubles  are 
nearly  over,  but  I  would  be  young  again  to  save 
you."  I  succeeded  in  controlling  my  tears,  and 
began  to  tell  her  how  we  all  were — my  mother  es- 
pecially.     She  asked  the  tnost  minute  questions. 
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such  as  I  should  never  have  imagined  before  would 
have  entered  her  head,  and  all  showing  a  marvel- 
lous perception  of  what  the  state  of  our  househcM 
must  be ;  and  then  at  length  she  said,  looking  at 
me  as  if  to  read  my  mind,  and  see  the  amount  of 
firmness  which  I  possessed,  <^And  so,  Sallj,  yea 
are  poor  now  ;  what  are  you  going  to  do ?"  "Live 
in  Carsdale,  and  take  pupils,  if  we  can,"  I  replied* 
<<  Umph  !  there  is  nothing  else  to  be  done ;  but 
who  is  to  help  you  ?"  •*  Hester  will — and  Joanna 
may,"  I  added,  hesitating  a  little.  *'  And  Caroline, 
with  her  fine  house  in  Harley-street ;  and  Reginald; 
with  his  sharp  head ;  what  are  they  going  to  do  ?" 
"I  don't  know,"  I  replied;  "we  have  not  talked 
over  any  plans  yet.  But,  aunt  Sarah,  there  is  one 
thing  upon  my  mind  which  I  want  to  set  right  to 
my  own  satisfaction  before  I  trouble  myself  about 
anything  further.  There  is  a  debt,  my  uncle  says." 
"  A  debt !"  and  aunt  Sarah's  eyes  flashed  with  all 
the  sharpness  of  youth.  "  What  do  you  mean  by 
that,  child  ?"  "  I  mean  that  there  is  really  money 
owing  to  some  mining  company.  •  I  don't  know  ex- 
actly how  it  could  have  been  ;  but  poor  papa  never 
looked  into  his  affairs."  "  And  uncle  Ralph  did  for 
him,"  muttered  aunt  Sarah  ;  "  go  on,  child."  **  It 
does  not  so  much  signify  how  it  arose,"  I  continued, 
"  but  it  exists,  and  that  is  the  weight  upon  us  all ; 
and  the  ^^estion  is,  how  to  get  out  of  it."  Aunt 
Sarah  leant  forwards,  listening  intently;  but  she 
did  not  interrupt  me.  "  East  Side  is  mortgaged  to 
my  uncle,"  I  continued,  struggling  to  keep  down 
the  feelings  which  nearly  choked  my  utterance,  as 
I  said  the  words ;  **  but  the  furniture  and  every 
thing  we  have  will  be  sold,  and  there  will  be  the  mar- 
riage settlements ;  perhaps  they  may  make  matters 
straight.  But  the  end  will  be,  that  we  shall  be  left 
without  a  penny  in  the  world.    It  would  be  so 
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grent  a  help  if  my  mother  had  something, — some* 
thing,  however  small,  of  her  own, — and  I  hoped  she 
would.  I  used  to  fancy  that  my  father's  income  was 
larger  ;  I  once  heard  that  from  the  time  he  left  the 
army  he  was  to  have  a  thousand  a  year."  "  Yes, 
surely,"  said  aunt  Sarah,  gravely.  "  But  uncle  Ralph 
says  no ;  that  it  was  eight  hundred  always."  Aunt 
Sarah  turned  round  upon  me  so  sharply,  that  she 
almost  startled  me.  "  When  did  he  say  that,  child  ?  ** 
"  Yesterday ;  at  least,  he  implied  it ;  and  it  must  be 
correct,  because  there  is  my  grandfather's  will  to 
prove  it."  "  The  interest  of  five  and  twenty  thou- 
sand pounds,  at  four  per  cent.,  for  his  life,  and  fif- 
teen thousand  in  actual  money  at  your  grandfather's 
death;  that  was  the  promise,"  said  aunt  Sarah. 
"  Who  saw  the  will  ?  "  "  Mr.  Blair  and  Vaughan. 
Uncle  Ralph  wished  it."  Aunt  Sarah's  face  ex- 
pressed a  struggle  of  conflicting  feelings.  I  saw 
she  would  not  trust  herself  to  speak  till  she  had 
conquered  them.  Then  she  said,  "  Put  away  the 
thought  from  your  mind,  Sally ;  it's  a  temptation." 
"Yes," I  replied,  "I  will,  if  God  will  give  me 
strength.  I  long  that  it  had  never  entered  my 
head."  "Your  grandfather  talked  to  me  about 
Herbert's  coming  home,"  continued  my  aunt.  "  I 
remember  the  time  well.  It  never  suited  my  notions. 
If  a  man  set  out  to  be  a  soldier,  he  had  better  have 
kept  to  it.  We  were  not  made  to  be  weathercocks;" 
and  she  added,  with  a  sigh,  as  she  glanced  at  the 
picture  of  Colonel  Mortimer,  "there  was  one  who 
had  gone  before  him,  whom  it  would  have  gladdened 
us  all  to  see  him  like.  But  your  grandfather  was 
growing  old,  and  he  wanted  him.  He  told  me  what 
he  would  give  him.  He  sat  in  that  chair,  where 
you  are  sitting  now,  and  he  had  a  letter  from  Herbert 
in  his  hand,  and  I  said  to  him,  *  Whatever  you  give, 
put  it  down  in  writing.'"    "  There  was  something 
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about  it  in  a  letter,  I  am  sure,"  I  said ;  and  I  related 
the  scene  which  I  remembered  at  Castle  House. 
"May  be, — a  letter,"  replied  ray  aunt;  "it  was 
always  his  way,  and  Herbert's  too.  Precise  as  the 
church  clock  about  other  people*s  affairs,  and  vague 
as  the  winds  about  their  own.  But  no  good  ever 
come  of  it,  or  ever  will.  You  may  thank  Grod, 
Sally,  that  your  father  and  your  uncle  did  not  part 
hating  each  other."  "  I  am  thankful,"  I  said,  "  for 
I  feel  now  how  hard  it  is  to  bear  the  thought  of 
having  been  unjustly  treated."  "  There's  no  injus- 
tice," said  my  aunt.  "Ralph  never  was  unjust  to 
any  body.  Put  him  into  a  court  to-morrow,  and  he 
would  come  out  clear."  "Still,"  I  said,  "it  is 
strange  how  the  mistake  should  ever  have  arisen ; 
and  strange  that  my  uncle  should  have  allowed  my 
father  to  persevere  in  it."  "He  did  not  allow  it," 
said  my  aunt;  "  you  yourself  heard  him  mention  the 
contrary."  "  But  I  do  not  think  my  father  ever 
thoroughly  understood  he  could  not  have  it,"  I  an- 
swered. He  always  drew  what  he  wanted ;  and  I  re- 
collect that  day  my  uncle  implied  he  should  not  be 
very  strict  in  his  reckoning.  He  said,  such  matters 
were  easily  settled  between  brothers.'*  "Easily  till 
the  day  of  settlement  comes,"  said  my  aunt,  "and  then 
there  is  not  a  worse  case  in  Christendom.  *  A  brother 
offended  is  harder  to  be  won  than  u  strong  city.' 
The  promise  ought  to  have  been  put  in  black  and 
white  at  the  beginning,  so  that  there  might  have 
been  no  difficulty  or  doubt  in  the  matter."  "  My 
father  was  so  very  confiding  in  his  disposition,"!  said. 
"  I  am  sure  he  never  could  have  made  up  his  mind 
to  do  anything  which  would  appear  like  suspicion." 
"  What!  not  to  see  after  his  own  affairs  ?"  exclaimed 
my  aunt.  "  Why,  it's  nothing  but  a  plain  duty.  I 
tell  you  what,  Sally,  I  have  seen  a  good  deal  in  my 
days,  and  heard  a  good  deal  of  family  quarrels,  and 
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there's  not  a  surer  way  of  causing  them  than  not 
being  exact  in  money  questions."  **  I  dare  say  you 
are  right,"  I  said ;  "  but  there  is  an  immense  differ- 
ence between  brothers  and  sisters,  and  other  people. 
What  is  quite  natural  in  one  case,  seems  a  want  of 
generosity  or  trust  in  the  other.'*  '*  And  what  is  the 
end  ?  "  said  aunt  Sarah.  "  People  begin  by  being 
over  trusting,  and  end  by  being  suspicious.  No,  Sally; 
you  have  had  a  warning, — be  thankful  things  are  not 
worse  than  they  are.  You  are  all  friends  now,  and 
you  have  not  quarrelled  with  your  uncle  ;  keep  your 
thoughts  to  yourself,  and  keep  your  wishes  in  your 
own  heart,  and  then  buy  a  large  account-book,  and 
put  down  every  penny  you  spend;  don't  be  a  coward, 
—  afraid  of  being  called  fidgetty  or  suspicious  ;  but 
if  things  are  to  be  done,  make  them  be  written  down 
in  black  and  white.  The  day  will  come  when  your 
brothers  and  sisters  will  bless  you  for  it.  And  re- 
member one  thing,"  she  added,  as  the  door  opened, 
and  Martha  appeared  to  know  if  she  might  lay  the 
the  cloth  for  dinner,  "  you  would  have  been  a  great 
deal  worse  off  if  your  uncle  Ralph  had  not  been 
exact."  "Should  we?"  I  felt  doubtful.  "Yes; 
you  would  have  suspected  injustice,  and  may  be 
dishonesty,  and  you  would  have  said  it,  and  been  at 
dagger's  drawn  with  your  uncle  for  life." 

I  do  not  think  I  felt  very  much  the  reverse  then; 
but,  at  any  rate,  the  feeling  was  hidden  in  my  own 
breast,  and  might  therefore  be  the  more  easily 
subdued. 

I  was  disappointed  after  that  conversation.  I 
had  no  reason  to  be  so ;  but,  insensibly,  I  had  buoyed 
myself  up  with  the  idea  that  aunt  Sarah  would  sug- 
gest something  which  might  confirm  my  wishes, 
and  even  put  me  in  the  way  of  obtaining  them. 
But  there  was  no  hope  of  that  now.  We  were  left 
solely  to  our  own  resources,  and  no  time  was  to  be 
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lost  in  determining  our  future  plans.  I  cannot  say 
what  an  aggravation  to  the  bitterness  of  this  period 
was  mj  uncle  Ralph's  apparent  consideration.  He 
was  at  East  Side  every  day,  entering  into  our  con- 
cerns with  all  the  interest  that  we  could  have  shown 
in  them  ourselves.  We  were  obliged  to  tell  him 
where  we  had  been,  who  we  had  seen,  what  letters 
we  had  received;  and  it  was  all  I  could  do  to  pre- 
vent him  from  visiting  my  mother's  room,  and  talk- 
ing over  events  with  her.  The  only  person  he  dis* 
liked  conversing  with  was  myself.  We  had  an  in- 
Btinctive  feeling  of  aversion,  and  yet  we  were  for 
ever  brought  into  contact,  for  the  burden  of  our 
arrangements  naturally  devolved  upon  me.  The 
harassing  thought  during  that  time  was,  that  we 
were  daily  incurring  a  debt  to  my  uncle,  which, 
when  everything  was  settled,  we  might  not  be  able 
to  pay.  Batchers  and  bakers  wanted  money,  and 
I  was  obliged  to  ask  him  for  cheques.  They  were 
given,  not  unkindly,  but  never  without  an  injunc- 
tion to  be  economical,  and  a  request  that  he  might 
look  over  our  housekeeping  book.  I  could  willingly 
have  picked  stones  at  a  shilling  a  day,  if  it  had  been 
possible  to  avoid  the  pain  of  this  dependence ;  but 
it  was  my  trial,  specially  needed  I  knew,  by  my 
naturally  proud  spirit,  and  I  tried,  as  aunt  Sarah  had 
long  ago  taught  me,  to  learn  the  lesson  appointed 
for  me.  Still,  it  was  a  duty,  for  every  one's  sake,  to 
free  ourselves  as  soon  as  possible,  and  now  that  my 
mother  was  a  little  more  accustomed  to  the  thought 
of  leaving  East  Side,  it  seemed  right  to  seek  for 
some  house  in  Carsdale  to  which  we  might  remove. 
My  notion  was  to  begin  a  day-school.  It  was  the 
only  thing  which  could  be  done  at  once  without 
risk,  and  I  had  known  it  answer  in  Carsdale  before. 
It  would  not  support  us  comfortably,  but  it  would 
help  us  on  for  the  time,  and  to  have  taken  pupils  in 
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our  own  house  at  once,  would  have  involved  an 
outlay  which  -would  have  been  dangerous.  The 
idea  was  generally  approved.  We  heard  from  Caro- 
line and  Reginald  more  frequently  than  usual. 
**  They  were  very  desirous,"  they  said,  **  to  know 
how  we  were  going  on, — exceedingly  anxious  about 
my  mother, — quite  sure  we  should  do  all  that  was 
right.  It  was  such  a  good  thing  that  my  healtfai 
was  so  much  better ;  they  felt  that  all  depended 
upon  me,  and  they  hoped  I  should  take  care  of  my- 
self. I  must  eat  and  drink,  and  take  sufficient 
rest,  and  not  worry  myself.  Over  anxiety  was  my 
fault."  Herat ia  also  wrote,  "  We  were  constantly 
the  subject  of  conversation  between  her  and  aunt 
Colston.  They  both  sent  their  very  best  love,  and 
thought  that  just  for  the  present  the  day-school 
might  be  good ;  but  eventually  we  should,  of  course, 
look  to  something  better.  They  had  a  notion  that 
there  was  a  house  in  Castle-street  which  would  suit 
us, — they  had  often  said  it  was  a  charming  place  for 
a  school.  Horatia  only  regretted  that  she  was  not 
able  to  give  us  her  assistance  on  the  spot.  She 
should  have  been  so  glad  to  help  us  in  looking  out 
for  a  house ;  but  aunt  Colston  was  exceedingly  un- 
well, and  kept  in  London  by  her  medical  man.  In 
fact,  there  was  considerable  cause  for  uneasiness." 
The  postscript  of  the  letter  was  a  message  to  undo 
Ealph,  Mr.  Mortimer,  as  he  was  called ;  '^  that  she 
had  managed  the  little  business  they  had  been  talk- 
ing over,  and  meant  to  write  to  him  soon  about  it." 
Yaughan  was  less  communicative  than  the  rest, 
and  when  he  did  write,  he  was  less  cheerful.  "  Ho 
could  not,"  he  said,  ^^  fix  his  attention  upon  busi- 
ness, and  he  thought  a  little,  change  would  do  him 
good,  so  he  was  going  for  a  few  days'  shooting  into 
the  country  with  a  friend.  He  grieved,  more  than 
he  could  tell,  lor  uff,  and  did  not  like  the  notion  of  a 
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day-school ;  it  was  not  what  we  ought  to  undertake. 
Why  did  we  not  at  once  begin  upon  a  proper  scale* 
and  if  necessity  compelled  us  to  do  something  of  the 
kind,  do  it  in  the  best  way  ?  He  also  trusted  en- 
tirely to  me  for  my  mother  s  comfort  and  my  sis- 
ter's support;  begged  me  to  drink  plenty  of  port 
wine,  and  recommended  meat  for  breakfast^  both 
of  which  he  had  tried  himself  with  great  success 
when  overworked.  Especially,  I  was  to  keep  my 
mind  easy."  The  letters  were  brought  to  me  at  the 
same  moment  as  the  weekly  bills ! 


CHAP.  XXTX. 


HoRATiA  was  right.  That  house  in  Castle  Street 
would  do  admirably  for  a  school.  I  said  so  to 
Hester,  though  scarcely  enduring  the  thought  of 
whose  suggestion  I  was  following  ;  and  we  settled 
that  we  would  say  nothing  to  my  mother,  but 
go  and  look  at  it.  Accordingly,  we  drove  into 
Carsdale  the  first  day  we  could.  Our  acquaint- 
ances looked  at  us  with  interest,  and  stopped,  and 
inquired  for  my  mother;  and  the  shopkeepers,  I  saw, 
fancied  we  were  going  to  make  purchases.  It  was 
all  very  like  old  times,  as  we  passed  quickly 
through  the  streets,  for  there  were  just  the  same 
faces,  and  the  same  sounds  and  sights,  and  the 
world  was  going  on  precisely  in  its  old  course. 
There  was  a  gulf  between  us,  but  no  one  saw  it  or 
seemed  to  see  it.  I  thought  I  knew  the  outward 
appearance  of  the  house  in  Castle-street;  I  used 
to  fancy  it  rather  pleasant-looking,  with  its  two 
large  bow-windows,  and  the  few  shrubs  before 
it ;   but  it  looked  completely  altered  now^ —  so 
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old,  SO  dirty,  unpainted,  and  decayed  —  it  was 
like  another  place.  Hester's  composure  nearly 
gave  way  when  we  went  into  it.  She  was  doing 
all  she  could  to  keep  up  her  spirits,  but  sorrow 
was  very  new  to  her.  The  rent  was  too  high, 
that  was  the  great  objection,  though  Hester  said 
it  would  require  a  fortune  spent  upon  it  tp  make 
it  habitable.  She  did  not  yet  understand  what 
a  desperate  case  ours  was.  The  woman  who  had 
the  care  of  the  house  insisted  upon  our  going  all 
over  it,  though  I  was  sure,  from  the  first  moment, 
that  it  would  be  more  than  we  could  undertake ; 
and  when  she  found  that  we  were  not  willing  to 
come  to  an  agreement,  she  grew  sulky,  and  was 
almost  impertinent.  As  we  left  the  house,  Hester 
asked  if  that  would  not  do  for  one  day ;  there  could 
be  nothing  else  in  Carsdale  that  would  suit  us ;  might 
we  not  wait  upon  the  chance  of  hearing  of  some- 
thing else  ?  But  I  would  not  yield.  The  next  day 
would  be  just  as  trying  as  the  present ;  and  we 
could  not  expect  houses  to  be  pointed  out  to  us,  rendy 
prepared,  when  we  would  not  take  the  trouble  to 
search  for  them — so  we  went  on.  Some  lodgings 
we  looked  at.  I  did  not  think  they  would  suit,  yet 
it  was  well  to  leave  nothing  n^lected.  But  we 
were  unsuccessful  in  all.  We  were  obliged,  before 
we  went  back,  to  go  to  Long's,  the  linendraper's ; 
and  at  Long's  we  met  Lady  Emily  Rivers.  She 
asked  us  to  walk  with  her  to  Miss  Green's,  and 
then  she  stopped,  and  hesitated  a  little,  and  added, 
we  should  meet  Miss  Grant  there,  and  perhaps  her 
brother.  I  saw  she  was  afraid  we  might  dislike 
seeing  them,  and  I  did  shrink  from  it,  but  it  would 
have  been  silly  to  give  way  to  the  feeling.  We 
must  meet  our  friends  before  long,  and  the  sooner 
the  effort  was  made  the  better;  and,  besides,  it  might 
be  a  little  pleasure  to  Hester. 

D  D  3 
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Miss  Grant  was  more  than  ever  pleasing  to  me  | 
it  was  really  a  relief  to  my  spirits  to  see  her.  She 
was  a  person  whose  sincere  goodness  was  so  evi«- 
dent  in  everything  she  did  or  said.  I  am  sure  the 
most  suspicious  person  could  have  found  nothing  in 
her  to  distrust.  Talking  to  her  and  to  Lady  Emily 
carried  me  hack  for  a  little  while  over  the  gulf, 
and  I  felt  as  if  it  might  be  still  possible  to  live 
for  something  besides  duty  and  endurance.  But 
we  are  so  selfish,  both  in  our  sorrows  and  our 
joys!  There  was  Miss  Green  standing  by  us, 
looking  very  pale  and  ill,  and  in  deep  mourning, 
and  I  never  thought  about  her  or  remarked  any 
thing  peculiar  in  her  manner,  till  she  said  to  Lady 
Emily,  in  a  melancholy  voice,  that  she  was  afraid 
she  should  not  be  able  to  undertake  any  more  large 
orders,  as  she  was  going  to  remove  from  the  house 
and  give  up  the  millinery  business,  and  keep  only 
to  dressmaking.  That  speech  did  attract  my  at- 
tention, and  awakened  self-reproach,  for  I  saw  she 
was  suffering  from  some  great  grief.  Sophia  Grant 
had  a  peculiar  faculty  for  bringing  people  out  and 
making  them  talk  about  themselves ;  and  she  said 
a  few  words  which  evidently  touched  poor  Miss 
Green's  heart,  and  in  a  few  minutes  her  story  was 
told  in  detail.  She  had  just  lost  an  only  sister,  her 
great  help,  in  fact,  the  managing  person  of  the 
business.  She  had  not  the  skill  to  keep  it  on 
by  herself,  and  she  could  not  afford  to  pay  any  one 
to  take  her  sister's  place,  and  therefore  she  was 
going  away.  She  had  lived  in  the  house,  she  told 
us,  twelve  years,  and  was  very  fond  of  it ;  but, 
of  course,  she  could  not  remain  there  without 
business.  It  was  a  very  good  house.  There  was 
the  show-room  up  stairs,  and  a  work-room  be- 
sides, and  several  bed-rooms^  for  some  of  the 
young  women    who    worked  for  her    lived  with 
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her,     A    pang  shot    through    me;    perhaps    the 

house  would  do  for  us.     I  was  superstitious  also. 

The  day  of  that  first  meeting  with  aunt  Colston, 

I  had  wondered  what  interest  life  could  have  in 

such  a  house ;  now,  perhaps,  I  was  to  try.     I  asked 

a   few    more  questions    ahout   the  house.      Miss 

Green's  face  brightened  up  a  little.    It  had  been 

her  chief  difficulty,  as  she  had  a  lease  of    two 

years  remaining ;  if  she  could  find  any  one  to 

take  it,   it  would  be,   she  said,  a  great  help  to 

her.      Furniture  and   all  she  would   either  part 

with,   or  let  at  a  reasonable  rate,  if  she  could ; 

for  she  must  go  into  a  lodging  herself,  and  the 

person  she  wished  to  be  with  had  only  furnished 

lodgings.     Did   we  know  of  any  one  whom   the 

house  might  suit  ?  she  should  be  so  very  much 

obliged ;  and  she  begged  us  to  walk  up  stairs  and 

look  at  the  other  apartments.     Hester  came  behind, 

and  asked  me,  in  a  low  voice,  where  I  was  going ; 

surely  I  could  not  think  the  house  would  suit  us. 

I  merely  said  that  there  was  no  harm  in  going 

over  it,  and  I  saw  that  Lady  Emily  approved, 

though  she  was  very  grave  and  sad.     The  house 

was  really  pleasant  in  the  upper  rooms,  and  the 

show-room  would  do  very  well  for  my  pupils.     If 

it  had  only  been  in  another  street  it  would  have 

been  just  the  thing;   but  how  would  my  mother 

bear  the  sight  of  the  blank  wall  of  the  brewery  ? 

And,  as  if  to  mock  me  by  the  contrast,  there  came 

before  me  the  remembrance  of  the  lovely  view 

from  East  Side  ;  the  woods  and  the  river,  and  the 

distant  hills,  with  the  glorious  sunshine  streaming 

upon  them,  and  the  glad,  pure  sky,  above  them. 

My  poor  mother,  with  her  delight  in  freedom,  her 

appreciation  of  beauty,  how  could  she  bear  the 

change  ?    Miss  Green,  I  saw,  observed  my  manner 

with  anxiety ;  and  when  she  told  us  what  the  rent 
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would  be,  added,  that  she  did  not  think  there  was 
any  other  house  in  CarEdale  to  be  let  so  cheap.. 
That,  indeed,  I  felt  certain  of,  and  I  said  she 
should  hear  from  me  in  a  day  or  two.  She  was 
very  grateful,  and  owned  it  would  be  a  great  com- 
fort to  know  that  the  house  was  disposed  of ;  but  a 
most  mournful  expression  came  over  her  face  at 
the  same  time,  and  she  said  it  would  be  a  terrible 
trial  to  leave  the  house,  she  dreaded  to  think  of  it. 
Yes,  the  black  chairs,  and  the  black  sofa,  and  the 
mahogany  chiffonier,  had  all  a  charm  for  her ! 
•  "  Don  t  you  think  it  will  do  ?  "  I  said  to  Lady 
Emily,  as  we  turned  away.  "  If  it  is  necessary  it 
should,**  was  her  reply ;  **  but,  Sarah,  you  must  con- 
sider your  mother."  "  Certainly,"  I  replied,  "  and 
I  would  do  so  to  the  utmost ;  but  it  will  be  no  kind»* 
ness  to  let  her  incur  expenses  which  will  add  to  the 
load  she  has  already  upon  her  spirits.  I  would  not 
take  a  house  in  such  a  situation  if  it  could  be  helped  ; 
but  if  there  is  no  choice,  what  are  we  to  do  ?  "  "  It 
seems  hard,"  replied  Lady  Emily,  "  that  with  so 
many  relations,  there  should  be  such  a  necessity.'' 
**  My  mother  will  never  bear  dependence,"  I  re- 
plied. "  But  she  is  dependent  upon  you."  "  That 
is  different,"  I  said,  *^it  is  not  dependence,  it  is 
merely  receiving  what  is  her  due."  '*  And  you  will 
sink  under  it  all,"  continued  Lady  Emily.  ''  You 
are  looking  very  unwell  now."  I  did  not  feel  ill, 
that  is,  not  more  so  than  usual,  and  I  put  aside  the 
idea  directly,  and  asserted  that  I  should  be  quite 
equal  to  the  burden.  Lady  Emily  seemed  very 
doubtful,  and  said  what  my  brothers  and  sisters  had 
said,  that  I  was  over  anxious,  and  needed  rest  and 
quietness  of  mind ;  but  then  she  added,  that  she 
hoped  I  should  be  able  occasionally  to  come  to 
liowood,  for  a  holiday,  from  Saturday  till  Monday, 
at  least ;  and  though  I  saw  no  hope  of  any  such 
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change,  it  comforted  me  to  think  that  there  was 
some  one  in  the  world  who,  besides  recommending 
rest,  would  put  me,  if  possible,  in  the  way  of  obtain- 
ing it. 

Hester  and  Miss  Grant  were  all  this  time  walk- 
ing together.  Hester  was  talking  with  something 
more  approaching  to  animation  than  I  had  yet 
observed.  I  was  so  pleased  to  see  her  pleased, 
even  for  a  moment,  that  I  willingly  acceded  to 
Lady  Emily's  proposition,  that  she  should  remain 
with  them  whilst  they  were  in  the  town,  and  meet 
me  at  aunt  Sarah's  in  two  hours'  time.  **  I  am 
glad,  too,  for  Sophy's  sake,"  added  Lady  Emily. 
'*  She  has  been  talking  so  continually  about  Hester." 
A  natural  connection  of  ideas  made  me  ask  where 
Mr.  Beresford  was.  "  In  Carsdale,  I  believe,*'  said 
Lady  Emily ;  "  at  least,  we  left  him  at  the  turnpike, 
with  the  understanding  that  he  was  to  find  occupa- 
tion for  himself  in  the  town,  whilst  we  were  at  the 
dressmaker's.  Wherever  Sophy  is,  you  may  be  tole- 
rably sure  that  he  is  not  very  far  oflF ; — and  here  he  is." 
Mr.  Beresford  came  up  to  us  just  as  we  were  at  the 
corner  of  the  street  where  we  were  to  separate. 
His  cordial  shake  of  the  hand  was  full  of  his  sister's 
quick  sympathy ;  and  he  congratulated  Sophia  upon 
having  Hester  as  a  companion,  with  an  air  of  sincerity 
which  made  me  feel  still  more  kindly  towards  him. 
I  recollected  Lady  Emily's  observation  as  to  his  ad- 
miration of  beauty,  and  wondered  whether  the  con- 
trast of  the  two  would  strike  him.  Hester's  face, 
calmed  and  saddened,  was  even  more  winning  now 
than  in  its  gay  loveliness,  whilst  Sophia  was  not 
looking  her  best,  for  she  wore  rather  an  unbe- 
coming bonnet;  but  I  would  not  have  given  her 
beauty  —  it  would  not  have  suited  her  character. 
Perhaps  Mr.  Beresford  thought  the  same. 

"  Good-b'ye,  "I  said,  to  Lady  Emily,  "  and  thank 
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you  for  having  given  me  half  an  hour's  comfort." 
Mr.  Beresford  turned  round  quickly.  "  You  are 
not  going  to  leave  us  so  soon?"  '^  I  am,  but  not 
my  sister,  if  Lady  Emily  will  kindly  take  charge  of 
her  for  another  hour.**  "  Oh !  '* — his  politeness  em- 
barrassed him.  He  did  not  know  whether  to  be 
glad  or  sorry  first ;  but  I  helped  him  out  of  his  diffi- 
culty, by  saying  something  myself  about  wishing  I 
could  stay,  which,  of  course,  he  echoed,  and  then  we 
parted  company.  Mr.  Beresford  offered  his  arm  to 
his  sister ;  Hester  and  Miss  Grant  walked  on  toge- 
ther, and  I  pursued  my  way  to  aunt  Sarah's. 

I  was  on  the  other  side  of  the  gulf  then,  lonely, 
weary,  and  sick  at  heart.  The  burden  that  wa9 
upon  me  seemed  almost  overpowering.  For  i^ 
moment  I  thought  that  it  was  hard  I  should  be 
called  upon  to  bear  it ;  and  then  I  remembered  my 
mother,  and  reproached  myself  bitterly  for  my 
want  of  resignation,  and  for  not  being  willing  to 
work  to  any  extent,  for  any  length  of  time  for  her. 

Aunt  Sarah  was  not  at  all  well  that  day.  She 
was  growing  very  feeble,  and  her  lameness  made  it  a 
great  exertion  to  her  to  move.  Miss  Cole  had  once  or 
twice,  lately^  tried  to  persuade  her  not  to  come  down 
stairs,  but  to  sit  in  the  drawing-room  instead  ;  but 
she  would  not  hear  of  it.  "  Her  own  place,*'  she  said, 
**  in  her  own  house,  —  that  was  all  the  change  she 
wanted, — and  she  wished  to  have  it  to  the  last ;  and 
when  she  was  past  having  it,  she  would  take  to  her 
bed,  and  prepare  for  the  home  where  she  should 
never  want  change." 

But  she  was  often  very  late  in  getting  down 
stairs ;  and  when  I  reached  the  house  at  one  o'clock, 
she  was  only  just  placed  in  her  chair.  Her  face 
brightened  up  at  seeing  me,  as  I  used  to  please  my- 
self with  thinking  it  always  did,  and  Miss  Cole  told 
me  she  had  mentioned  several  times  that  she  wished 
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I  might  come.  So  I  felt  myself  a  welcome  visitor, 
which  is  always  a  comfortable  consciousness,  and  I 
could  have  been  cheered,  only  the  face  I  loved  was 
so  shrivelled,  the  eyes  were  so  sunk,  the  hands 
so  thin  and  cold.  She  had  not  had  her  usual  reading 
that  morning,  and  before  she  would  ask  me  any 
questions.  Miss  Cole  and  I  stood  by  her,  and  went 
through  the  morning  psalms,  and  each  of  us  read 
one  of  the  lessons.  Formerly  she  used  to  follow  us 
with  her  own  book,  but  her  sight  had  become  very 
dim  lately.  She  repeated  the  alternate  verses  of 
the  psalms,  however,  without  a  mistake.  When 
the  reading  was  finished,  and  the  books  were  put 
away,  and  Miss  Cole  had  left  us  together,  she 
looked  at  me  with  one  of  her  former  quick  glances, 
and  said,  "Now,  Sally,  begin ; "  and  in  regular  form 
— a  form  which  I  had  naturally  fallen  into — ^I  went 
on  without  interruption,  telling  her  all  I  thought 
she  would  care  to  know.  I  must,  I  suppose,  have 
betrayed  a  good  deal  of  what  had  been  passing  in 
my  own  mind,  for  when  I  paused  she  said,  "  It 
won't  do  Sally  ;  you  can't  go  on  leading  this  kind 
of  life,  it  will  kill  you."  "  But,  dear  aunt  Sarah," 
I  said,  "  how  is  it  to  be  helped  ?  If  I  do  not  do 
the  things,  who  is  there  that  will?"  "True 
enough,"  she  replied,  "  more's  the  pity.  And  so 
you  mean  to  teach  the  children  at  Betsey  Green's 
house,  when  you  get  there:  but  where  will  you 
find  them  ?  "  Mrs.  Blair,  I  said,  would  probably 
send  me  her  two  little  girls,  for  we  had  often 
talked  about  their  education.  "  That  will  be  two ; 
suppose  you  have  ten,  it  won't  be  so  much  help." 
•*  No,"  I  replied,  "  and  that  was  the  point  which 
vexed  me ;  but  still  I  was  sure  that  such  a  begin- 
ning would  be  better  than  entering  into  large  ex- 
penses, as  we  must  do  if  we  took  boarders.  As  to 
work,  I  did  not  think  about  it ;  all  that  I  cared  for 
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was  to  support  my  mother."  "  And  who  made  it 
your  duty  to  support  her  ?  "  asked  my  aunt,  a  litUe 
sharply.  I  did  not  answer,  for  I  really  did  wot 
quite  understand  her.  "  Which  is  the  nearest  re- 
lated to  your  mother  of  all  her  children  ?  **  con- 
tinued aunt  Sarah?"  I  smiled,  —  of  course  we 
were  all  related  in  the  same  degree.  "  Then,  of 
course,  you  have  all  got  the  same  duty,"  was  the 
rejoinder,  I  sighed  ;  it  was  very  true,  but  it  was 
not  much  comfort.  *^  My  brothers  have  enough  to 
do  to  support  themselves,  and  Caroline  has  a 
family,"  I  said.  "  And  have  not  you  enough  to  do 
to  support  yourself?  "  replied  aimt  Sarah ;  "  and  as 
to  Caroline,  she  has  enough  for  her  children,  and 
plenty  to  spare."  "  But,"  I  said,  **  it  is  very  well 
to  argue  the  case  in  theory,  but  it  will  not  do  in 
practice.  Some  one  must  undertake  the  labour 
and  the  responsibility ;  and  as  no  one  else  seems 
willing  to  come  forward,  or,  indeed,  except  Caro- 
line, seems  able  to  do  so,  why  I  must."  "  Undertake 
as  much  labour  as  you  like,  child,  —  work  from 
morning  till  night  if  you  will,  —  but  never  under- 
take a  responsibility  which  does  not  belong  to  you. 
If  you  do,  you  will  surely  rue  it."  "  But  it  comes 
naturally  with  the  labour,"  I  said.  "  No,  Sally ; 
you  are  wrong.  This  is  how  the  case  stands :  — 
there  are  seven  of  you,  brothers  and  sisters,  all 
equally  able  to  work,  all  having  an  equal  duty. 
Some  of  you  may  make  more  money,  and  some 
less,  and  so  some  may  give  more  and  some  less ; 
but  the  duty  of  giving  is  the  same  share  for  each, 
and  if  you  take  all  the  shares,  you  do  wrong  to 
them  and  wrong  to  yourself."  "I  think,  aunt 
Sarah,  you  would  feel  differently  if  you  were  in  my 
place,**  I  replied.  "  Then,  Sally,  I  should  be  an 
idiot ;  and,  what  is  more,  I  should  be  punished  for 
it.  I  will  tell  you  what  will  surely  come  to  pass,  if 
you  don't  act  wisely  in  this  matter.     You  will 
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begin  by  allowing  that  it  is  your  duty  to  support 
your  mother,  and  they  will  all  praise  you,  and  thank 
you,  and  call  you  an  angel;  and  by-and-by, 
you  will  find  that  you  can't  support  her,  and  then 
you  will  go  to  them  and  ask  for  help,  and  may-be 
they'll  give  it;  but  they  won't  think  they  are 
giving  to  her,  but  to  you ;  and  so  they  will  talk 
about  debt  and  obligation,  and  you  will  know  that 
there  is  no  obligation,  and  say  they  are  unjust ;  and 
they  will  be  angry,  because  they  have  never  learnt 
to  see  their  duty  clearly,  and  then  you'll  quarrel. 
No,  child,  — take  your  own  share,  and  let  them 
take  theirs,  and  then  see  if  you  can't  make  the  world 
go  smoothly  between  you."  "  I  am  afraid,"  I  said, 
**I  should  like  to  feel  that  I  was  labouring  to  sup- 
port my  mother  and  sisters  by  my  own  exertions." 
**  Ah !  there  it  is,"  replied  aunt  Sarah ;  "  we  can 
all  be  martyrs  as  we  fancy,  but  we  can't  be  sensible 
men  and  women.  Your  sisters  indeed  I  why  are 
not  they  to  support  themselves  ?  "  "  They  will,  in 
a  certain  way,"  I  said,  "  if  they  live  in  the  same 
house,  and  help  me  with  the  children."  "  To  be 
sure;  but  mind  you  make  them  help;  and  make 
them  feel  that  it  is  their  business."  "They  are 
neither  of  them  very  competent,  I  am  afraid,"  I 
said,  "  and  Hester  is  not  at  all  strong."  "  And 
so  if  Hester  grows  sickly,  and  runs  up  a  doc- 
tors' bill,  I  suppose  you  will  think  that  is  all 
your  concern  too."  **  It  will  seem  so,"  I  replied, 
"if  we  are  living  in  the  same  house."  "Why, 
Sally,"  exclaimed  my  aunt,  "you  are  a  greater 
goose  than  I  took  you  to  be.  What  has  living 
in  the  same  house  to  do  with  the  matter  ?  Does  it 
make  Reginald,  and  Yaughan,  and  Caroline,  one 
whit  less  Hester's  brothers  and  sisters  ?  "  "  No,  but 
it  makes  a  difference  in  feeling,  and  —  "  "  What?" 
"  Perhaps  my  brothers  may  be  wishing  to  marry, 
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and  not  be  able  to  afford  the  money,"  "  And  'per^- 
haps  you  may  be  wisliing  the  same,  what  then  ?  " 
The  question  was  unanswerable ;  though  I  smiled 
at  the  supposition.  ''  Wishing  to  be  marned  is  a 
fine  excuse  for  a  good  many  things,"  continued  aunt 
Sarah  ;  **  but  it  is  not  a  true  one.  When  we  have 
taken  care  of  the  relations  whom  God  has  given  us, 
then  is  the  time  to  begin  to  think  of  forming  new 
ones  of  our  own ;  but  that  is  neither  here  nor  there. 
Do  you  see  now,  Sally,  that  it's  only  reason  to  say 
that  you  are  not  one  whit  more  bound  to  support 
your  sisters  than  your  brothers  and  Caroline  are  ?  " 
'^  We  must  hope  that  we  shall  all  be  able  to  support 
ourselves,"  I  said,  trying  a  little  to  evade  the 
question.  "  Hope,  if  you  like,  only  make  up  your 
mind  what  you  will  do  if  hope  fails  ;  for  it  will  be 
the  same  case  here  as  with  regard  to  your  mother. 
If  you  allow  yourself  to  be  lield  responsible  for 
more  than  your  fair  share  of  the  family  burden,  the 
time  will  come  when  you  will  all  quarrel,  and  the 
sin  of  the  quarrel  will  lie  at  your  door."  "  I  don't 
think  I  should  ever  quarrel  w^ith  any  of  them,"  I 
said.  "  But  you  will  feel  unkindly,  and  you  will 
think  them  ungrateful,  and  what  is  to  prevent  them 
from  finding  it  out  ?  " 

"  Oh  !  aunt  Sarah ! "  I  exclaimed,  "  I  wish  you 
had  never  said  these  things  to  me,  they  make  me 
feel  so  hard  and  selfish ;  and  I  could  work  with 
such  pleasure  for  them  all,  and  never  let  them  know 
that  it  was  a  trouble."  "And  half  kill  yourself 
with  anxiety,"  said  aunt  Sarah ;  "  and  then  turn 
round  upon  them ;  and  think,  if  you  did  not  say, 

*  See  what  I  have  done,  how  I  have  sacrificed  myself 
for  you; '  and  what  do  you  think  they  would  answer? 

*  We  never  asked  you  to  do  it.'"  "  No,  no,"  I  ex- 
claimed, "  there  is  not  one  of  them  who  would  say 
so."     "  Then  they  would  not  be  human  beings," 
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replied  my  aunt.  "  They  might  not  say  so  in  words, 
any  more  than  you  might ;  though  the  chances  are 
that  they  would ;  but  they  would  think  it.  It  is 
only  a  form,  Sally,  of  putting  persons  under  unfair 
obligations.  You  ask  a  man  for  five  pounds  and  he 
gives  you  five  hundred,  and  ruins  himself.  What 
right  has  he  to  turn  round  upon  you,  and  say  that 
you  are  bound  to  him  hand  and  foot  because  he 
acted  like  a  fool  to  please  you.  You  would  not 
have  allowed  him  to  do  it,  if  you  had  known  it. 
And  60  with  your  brothers  and  sisters,  if  you  let 
them  go  on  thinking  you  can  manage  without  their 
help,  when  the  time  comes  that  you  can't  manage 
it, — and  you  will  surely  work  yourself  ill, — there's 
not  one  who  won't  feel  he  has  a  right  to  complain 
instead  of  to  be  thankful." 

I  still  felt  disinclined  to  yield  the  point  It  was 
contrary  to  the  dreams  of  self-sacrifice  in  which  I 
had  for  years  indulged,  and  whatever  my  reason 
might  say,  it  still  did  appear  to  be  a  cold  and  selfish 
view  of  the  duties  allotted  to  me.  Yet,  aunt  Sarah 
was  certainly  an  unprejudiced  judge,  and  her  expe- 
rience of  the  world  had  been  much  greater  than  mine. 
I  could  not  put  aside  her  notions  as  I  might  those 
of  another  person ;  but  I  tried  to  make  her  alter  her 
opinions  by  bringing  forward  what  I  considered  the 
impossibility  of  taking  a  different  line  of  conduct 
from  that  which  I  had  proposed.  "  I  could  not,"  I 
said,  **  ask  my  brothers  and  sisters  for  help ;  if  they 
offered  it,  well  and  good;  but  to  ask  was  impossible.*' 
"  And  why  impossible  ?  '*  was  her  reply.  '*  Because 
you  have,  what  the  world  calls,  a  generous  mind. 
But  remember,  good  people,  —  and  I  call  you  good, 
not  because  you  are  so,  but  because  you  wish  to  be 
so> — good  people  sin  in  their  virtues,  as  well  as  bad 
people  in  their  vices.  Generosity  is  a  valuable 
quality,  but  justice  is  so  too  ;  nnd,  may  be,  one  is 
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better  than  the  other,  because  the  world  thinks  less 
of  it.     And  if  you  ever  wish  to  be  generous,  you 
must  begin  by  being  just, — just  to  yourself  as  well 
as  to  your  neighbours."  "  Here,"  she  added,  and  she 
took  up  the  Bible,  "I  will  show  you  what  will 
satisfy  you  more  than  any  thing  I  can  say.     See 
how  St.  Paul  acted  when  he  was  giving  up  what 
was  his  fair  right  for  the  good  of  the  Church.     Did 
he  let  folks  go  on  fancying  that  it  was  only  his 
duty  ?    No,  Sally  ;  he  was  far  too  wise  a  man  for 
that."    She  made  me  turn  to  the  9th  chapter  of  the 
1st  Epistle  to  the  Corinthians,  and  read,  ''Mine 
answer  to  them  that  do  examine  me,  is  this.  Have 
we  not  power  to  eat  and    to   drink?    Have  we 
not  power  to  lead  about  a  sister,  a  wife,  as  well  as 
other  apostles,  and  as  the  brethren  of  the  Lord  and 
Cephas?     Or  I  only  and  Barnabas,  have  not  we 
power  to  forbear  working  ?    Who  goeth  a  warfare 
any  time  at  his  own  charges  ?    Who  planteth  a 
vineyard,  and  eateth  not  of  the  fruit  thereof?  or 
who  feedeth  a  flock,  and  eateth  not  of  the  milk  of 
the  flock  ?    Do  ye  not  know  that  they  which  minis- 
ter about  holy  things,  live  of  the  things  of  the  tem- 
ple, and  they  which  wait  at  the  altar,  are  partakers 
with  the  altar  ?     Even  so  hath  the  Lord  ordained 
that  they  which  preach  the  Gospel,  should  live  of 
the  Gospel.  But  I  have  used  none  of  these  things." 
"Now,  Sally,''  said  my  aunt,  as  I  concluded,  "if 
you  had  been  in  St.  Paul's  place,  you  never  would 
have  said  that.     You  would  have  gone  on  working 
till  your  death,  and  not  ventured  a  word  for  fear  of 
being  thought  ungenerous.'*    I  smiled  and  allowed 
myself  to  be  half  conquered.     "  You  must  be  quite 
conquered,  before  you  leave  me,"  continued  my  aunt, 
"  There's  a  little  vanity  and  a  little  cowardice  at 
the    bottom  of   it   all.      Vanity  and  cowardice," 
she  repeated,  and  she  smiled  and  tapped  me  kindly 
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on  the  shoulder.  "  Vanity,  because  you  like  to  think 
what  a  character  you  will  have  for  doing  so  much 
for  your  family ;  and  cowardice,  because  you  can't 
bear  the  chance  of  black  looks."  She  stroked  my 
head  while  she  spoke,  as  she  used  to  do  when  I  was 
a  child,  and  she  had  been  scolding  me,  and  wished 
to  make  friends  again.  I  told  her  she  was  very 
hard  upon  me,  and  I  would  not  own  she  was  correct 
till  I  had  thought  more  about  it ;  but,  in  the  mean 
time,  I  must  bring  her  to  acknowledge  that  St. 
Paul  worked  in  spite  of  his  words.  "  To  be  sure," 
she  answered,  **  and  so  must  you  work  too  ;  only 
don't  let  other  people  sit  idle.  And  now,  child, 
when  you  go  home^  think  over  what  your  needs  are 
likely  to  be,  and  how  they  are  to  be  provided ;  and 
remember  that  it  must  be  joint  shares  for  your 
mother,  and  those  who  have  the  most  must  be  made 
to  give  the  most.  When  you've  settled  the  matter 
to  your  own  conscience^  come  to  me  and  I'll  tell  you 
what  my  share  will  be." 


CHAP.   XXX. 


I  DO  not  think  even  aunt  Sarah  knew  what  a  task 
she  ha<l  imposed  upon  me.  I  felt  quite  disheartened. 
Not  that  1  had  ever  in  my  heart  imagined  that  the 
day  school  would  support  us,  let  me  work  ever 
so  hard,  but  I  was  very  little  accustomed  to  busi- 
ness, and  I  had  a  vague  idea  that,  in  some  way, 
when  the  little  property,  which  my  father  pos- 
sessed, was  sold,  there  would  be  a  surplus,  and 
with  this  I  hoped  we  might  manage,  especially  as 
I  did  not  think  that  my  brothers  and  sisters  would 
really  allow  the  whole  burden  to  fall  upon  me, 
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Hester  would  work,  and  the  others  would  make 
us  presents,  I  was  sure.  Even  Mr.  Blair  mighty 
if  Caroline  suggested  it;  and  this  would  be 
kind  in  them,  and  dutiful  to  mj  mother.  Bat 
to  claim  any  assistance  as  a  duty,  was  so  repi^* 
nant  to  every  cherished  feeling,  that  not  even  annt 
Sarah's  assertion  could  thoroughly  convince  nie  it 
was  a  necessary  step.  Still  I  did  what  she  had 
desired,  and  the  result  was,  as  might  have  been 
expected,  very  alarming.  My  uncle  had  ordered 
the  furniture  and  farming  stock  to  be  appraised,  so 
that  we  had  a  fair  knowledge  of  their  value.  It 
was  very  much  what  he  had  imagined,  and  after 
giving  up  the  settlement  money,  there  was  a  pros- 
pect of  being  relieved  from  the  old  debt  to  him, 
and  from  the  new  ones  which  we  were  at  the  time 
incurring  for  our  housekeeping.  But  the  future 
was  very  hopeless.  I  summoned  Herbert  to  my 
counsels,  and  related  the  conversation  with  aunt 
Sarah.  He  was  a  curious  mixture  of  shrewdnesa 
and  open-heartedness,  and  saw  much  more  quickly 
than  I  did  where  the  comparative  duties  of  the 
different  members  of  the  family  began  and  ended. 
"  Of  course,"  he  said,  "  my  mother's  comfort  was 
the  common  care  of  all  her  children.  She  ought 
to  have  a  hundred  a  year  provided  for  her.  Caro- 
line ought  to  give  fifty."  I  started  back  in  con- 
sternation. "Ask  Caroline  to  allow  my  mother 
fifty  pounds  a  year!  I  should  as  soon  hope  to 
prevail  upon  the  Prime  Minister  to  give  her 
a  pension."  Herbert  only  smiled,  and  wrote  down 
Caroline's  name  on  a  slip  of  paper,  with  50/. 
opposite  to  it.  Reginald,  20/.  followed :  he  had 
a  good  salary,  and  he  could  afford  it.  Yaughan 
15/. ;  his  profession  was  not  very  lucrative,  and 
varied  a  good  deal.  It  would  not  do  to  overtax 
him.     Herbert  15/.     I  caught  the  pencil  from  his 
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band  and  exclaimed,  **0h,  Herbert,  tbis  is  too 
silly,  why  you  have  not  a  penny  in  the  world." 
**  But  I  am  going  to  have,  I  am  going  to  be  usher 
in  Mr.  Harrison's  school,  with  sixty  pounds  a 
year."  I  could  not  speak,  —  I  did  not  know  till 
that  moment  how  proud  I  was.  "I  saw  Mr. 
Harrison  yesterday,"  he  continued,  "  and  we  all 
but  settled  it."  **  Without  asking  any  person's 
advice  ?"  I  said,  "  I  don't  think  that  was  quite  wise.** 
He  looked  a  little  disconcerted  for  an  instant, 
and  then  answered :  "  You  know,  Sarah,  we  are 
just  now  in  such  a  plight  that  we  must  think  for 
ourselves,  there  is  no  one  to  think  for  us.  As 
for  false  pride,  we  had  better  put  it  away  and 
forget  it  as  soon  as  we  can.  And,  as  for  true 
pride,  if  there  is  such  a  thing,  though  you  always 
tell  me  to  call  it  self-respect,  I  feel  as  much  for 
myself  as  you  can  for  me.  But,  in  my  own  opinion, 
it  is  far  more  humiliating  to  go  on  living  at  the 
expense  of  those  who  can't  afford  it,  or  else  in- 
curring an  obligation  which  one  may  never  be  able 
to  repay,  than  it  is  to  accept  an  honest  means 
of  supporting  oneself,  though  it  may  not  be  exactly 
that  which  the  world  would  say  one  was  born 
to  expect."  He  was  right  in  principle,  —  I  could 
not  hesitate  to  acknowledge  it,  but,  boy-like,  he 
had  been  hasty.  **  Was  there  really  nothing  else  ?" 
**  Yes,  the  Bank."  He  had  been  offered  a  clerkship 
in  the  Bank,  and  refused  it.  I  gave  him  a  kiss, 
and  thanked  him  with  all  my  heart.  *^  I  am  glad 
you  think  I  was  right,"  he  said,  a  glow  of  satis- 
faction brightening  his  face.  "My  uncle  was  very 
pressing,  and  said  a  great  deal  about  the  satisfaction 
he  should  feel  in 'helping  us.  "  But,  somehow, — ^is 
it  very  wrong,  Sarah  ? — I  think  I  could  go  out  as 
a  day  labourer,  and  be  happy,  but  I  don't  think  I 
could   bear  to  be    working  with  uncle  Ralph." 
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"  No,**  I  said,  earnestly,  "  not  if  he  were  to  oflfer  y  w ' 
five  hundred  a  year,  now,  and  a  share  in  the  bold- 
ness by-and-by."  **  I  thought  over  the  matter  a  good 
deal  afterwards,"  continued  Herbert;  "  and,  at  firsl^ 
it  seemed  wrong,  and  as  if  one  was  indulging  fun 
cies  and  suspicions.    But,  really,  I  am  not  suspiciona. 
I  am  quite  sure  that  all  which  goes  on  at  the  Bank 
is  strictly  honest, — not  honourable,  but  honest,— I 
don't  believe  there  is  a  wilful  flaw  in  the  accounts* 
from   one   year's  end  to  another;    but  it  ia  the 
grasping,   covetous  spirit,   which  I   never  could* 
stand,  —  to  be  mixed  up  with  it — to  havie  to  do  the^ 
dirty  work  of  such  a  business,  —  it  would  fret  my 
life  out.     You  know  my  father  never  encouraged 
the  notion  when  it  was  proposed  before.    Now,  at 
Mr.  Harrison's  I  do  know  what  I  undertake,  and  it 
is  not  the  kind  of  work  I  dislike,   and  I  mean 
to  study  hard  and  be  very  saving.'*     "  Upon  sixty 
pounds  a  year,  with  fifteen  pounds  deducted  for  my 
mother,"  I  said ;   "  but  never  mind,  go  on.'*     *•  I 
shall  save,  because  I  have  made  up  my  mind  I 
will,"  replied  Herbert :   **  and  with  hard  study  and 
careful  habits,  a  man  must  do  something  in  life." 
"  Yes,  undoubtedly,  if  he  does  not  trust  to  himself.** 
He  looked  grave.     ^^  I  am  afraid  that  is  a  little  my 
way,  but  I  shall  try  against  it ;  and,  Sarah,  one 
thing  which  weighed  with  me  about  going  to  Mr. 
Harrison  was,    that  he  is  really  a  good  man.     I 
should  have  been  much    more    anxious  to  talk 
to  you  about  it  if  I  were  not  sure  of  that     Every 
one  in  Carsdale,  you  know,  respects  him,  and  Mr. 
Benson's  new  curate  says  he  never  met  with  such 
a  first-rate  person  in  his  line.     I  like  that  new 
curate  uncommonly." 

How  old  Herbert  made  me  feel  I  With  his  eager 
energy  and  buoyancy  of  spirit,  he  was  already 
creating  something  like  pleasure  for  himself  out  of 
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the  dreary  future.  The  new  curate  was  an  excite- 
ment to  him.  I  had  never  even  heard  there  was 
such  a  person.  I  was  assured,  however,  now  that  he 
was  a  capital  fellow,  and  had  given  excellent  ad- 
vice, and  shown  himself  exceedingly  inclined  to  he 
a  friend ;  all  which  might  be  very  true,  but  a  cau- 
tious elder  sister  was  disposed  to  be  rather  less 
trusting.  So,  in  spite  of  Mr.  Malcolm's  recom- 
mendation, I  told  Herbert  he  must  in  no  way  con- 
sider his  plans  fixed  till  we  had  talked  them  over 
with  my  mother. 

I  went  again  to  aunt  Sarah  the  next  morning. 
She  approved  of  the  calculations,  and  would  not 
agree  with  me  that  it  was  putting  more  upon  my 
brothers  and  sisters  than  they  were  bound  to  bear. 
At  the  present  moment,  Joanna,  Hester,  and  I  were 
absolutely  penniless.  It  was  absurd,  therefore,  she 
said,  to  expect  us  to  contribute.  If  eventually  we 
should  be  able  to  do  more  than  actually  support 
ourselves,  we  should  of  course  be  called  upon  to  add 
our  share.  "All  will  go  well,  Sally,"  said  my 
aunt,  "  if  you  have  clear  notions  of  comparative 
duties.  Half  the  silly  actions  we  see  in  life  are 
done  because  the  wrong  duty  is  put  first.  It's  a 
bounden  right  to  attend  to  home  claims  before  we 
entangle  ourselves  with  others  abroad ;  and  to  pro- 
vide for  your  mother  is  the  first  business  of  you  all, 
and  next  to  that  comes  the  seeing  that  each  of  you 
has  the  means  of  comfortable  livelihood ;  and  if  it 
should  so  be  that  any  one  is  unable  to  have  it,  — 
not  unwilling  to  work^  mind,  but  unable, — then  it's 
a  claim  upon  the  others  to  take  care  of  that  one. 
Marriage,  personal  comfort,  and  every  thing  else, 
must  be  put  aside,  and  even  charities  and  plans  of 
good;  always  remembering  that  the  fragments  of 
our  time  and  money  are  the  portion  of  the  poor." 
Something  else  she  was  going  to  say,  but  she 
checked  herself,  and  bade  me  take  a  pen  and  a 
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sheet  of  paper,  and  sit  down  and  write  to  Oaro^ 
line. 

It  was  tlie  most  difficult  letter  I  ever  wrote  in 
my  life.  I  began  sentences,  and  stopped,  and  tried 
to  twist  them  differently,  and  tore  up  the  paper, 
and  never  seemed  to  advance  a  step  further,  till 
aunt  Sarah,  who  had  been  watching  me,  said, 
**  What's  the  use  of  all  that  scribbling,  child  ?  It 
won't  make  the  matter  better  or  worse ;  and  ten  to 
one  it  won't  be  honest  Begin  in  a  straight-forward 
way  at  once,  and  say  you  have  been  talking  with 
Herbert,  and  with  me  too,  about  what  you  are  all 
to  do,  and  that  they  will  all  feel  with  you  that  it  is 
a  duty  to  make  your  mother  comfortable, —  and 
then  ask  at  once  for  fifty  pounds  a  year.  Caroline 
will  be  just  as  well  pleased,  or  as  little  pleased,  as 
if  you  wrote  her  three  pages  about  it.  Depend 
upon  it,  Sally,  none  but  babies  like  pills  wrapt  up 
in  sugar, — it  makes  them  sick.*'  I  thought  in  mj 
own  mind  that  a  great  many  of  us  were  babies,  and 
required  the  sugar ;  but  the  hint  helped  me,  and,  in 
as  simple  and  matter-of-fact  words  as  I  could  use,  I 
related,  without  preamble,  all  that  had  passed, 
especially  taking  care  to  mention,  that  the  plan 
met  with  aunt  Sarah's  approval.  Letters  were  also 
despatched  to  Reginald  and  Yaughan,  and,  when 
this  was  done,  aunt  Sarah  made  me  come  and  sit 
by  her  again,  and  said,  ''And  now,  Sally,  since 
Pve  taken  upon  myself  to  talk  so  much  about  other 
folks*  duties,  perchance  you  may  have  a  care  to 
know  what  I  think  of  my  own."  "I  am  quite 
sure,"  I  said,  "  that  you  will  give  us  all  the  assist- 
ance you  can  ;  but  I  know  you  have  but  a  small 
income  for  life,  and  we  certainly  have  no  right  to 
claim  any  thing  from  you  as  long  as  we  can  manage 
without  it."  "  That's  as  you  think,  child  ;  now 
we'll  hear  what  I  think.    I  am  dropping  into  my 
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grave,  Sally,  fast,  —  faster,  may-be,  than  you  or 
any  one  can  think,  —  and  when  people  come  near 
the  end  of  a  long  journey,  it's  a  pleasure  to  look 
back  and  see  how  they^ve  fared  through  it.  God 
has  been  very  merciful  to  me.  He  has  given  me 
always  enough  and  to  spare,  and  all  my  life,  from 
the  first  moment  I  had  what  I  call  my  own,  I 
had  a  wish  to  offer  Him  a  thank-ofiering.  I  was 
about  as  old  then  as  you  are  now ;  and  I  thought  a 
good  deal  of  what  1  should  do,  and  perchance  I 
might  have  done  wiser  in  seeing  to  the  giving  away 
of  the  money  during  my  life,  instead  of  leaving  it 
to  others  ;  but  that's  as  folks  think.  I  was  afraid 
of  myself,  and  I  thought  I  might  be  a  fool,  and 
marry ;  and  so  I  put  my  offering  out  of  my  own 
power,  and  insured  my  life  for  little  enough,  but  as 
much  as  I  dared,  and  settled  that  the  money  should 
be  His  who  lent  it  at  my  death.  What  it  should 
go  for  I  knew  He  would  point  out,  and  of  late  years 
I  fancied  it  might  be  right  that  it  should  add  to 
Lady  Emily's  school,  and  many  a  talk  weVe  had 
about  it.  But  there's  another  way  now  5  God  will 
have  it  for  the  poor  children  in  the  end,  but  he  has 
another  work  for  it  to  do  first,  and  it's  yours,  Sally, 
yours,  and  Joanna's,  and  the  child  Hester's,  as  long  as 
you  need  it.  Her  voice  was  firm  at  first,  but  when 
I  tried  to  say  what  I  felt,  and  thank  her,  her  counte- 
nance changed  and  her  lips  trembled,  whilst  she  said, 
grasping  my  hand^  "  It  will  give  you  a  roof  over 
your  heads,  and  then  you  will  think  of  aunt  Sarah.'^ 
The  weakness  was  but  momentary,  however ;  she 
was  herself  again  directly,  and,  with  all  the  clear- 
ness and  precision  which  might  have  belonged  to 
the  very  prime  of  life,  she  explained  to  me  more 
distinctly  her  intentions.  The  interest  of  the  sum, 
—  forty  pounds,  —  would,  she  thought,  be  about 
sufficient  to  provide  for  the  rent  of  any  moderate 


324  THE   EXPERIENCE   OF  LIFE. 

house  which  we  should  engage.  It  might  even 
leave  a  little  over.  Till  the  insurance  became  due 
at  her  death,  she  would  provide  the  same  sum  out  of 
her  own  income.  The  capital  of  the  insurance  was  to 
be  placed  in  the  hands  of  the  trustees  of  Lady 
Emily  Rivers'  school,  to  be  employed  by  them  as 
they  might  think  best ;  but  the  fixed  interest  was  to 
be  paid  to  Joanna,  Hester,  and  myself,  as  long  as 
we  remained  unmarried :  afterwards  the  whole  was 
to  revert  to  the  school.  "  Only,  Sally,"  added  aunt 
Sarah,  as  she  concluded  her  explanation,  '^  remem- 
ber it  is  the  money  of  the  poor ;  and  though  it's  not 
for  us  blind  mortals  to  tie  others  down  by  condi- 
tions more  than  we  can  help,  yet,  if  God  should 
ever  give  you  enough  without  it,  in  His  sight  you 
will  have  no  claim  upon  it" 

A  way  certainly  seemed  opening  to  us  out  of  our 
difficulties.  With  my  mother  provided  for,  and  a 
house  rent  free,  the  prospect  of  the  future  would  not 
be  utterly  despairing.  My  great  anxiety  was  for  the 
answers  to  the  London  letters.  They  did  not  come 
on  the  day  I  expected,  and  I  conjured  up  a  host  of 
disagreeables, —  refusals,  perhaps,  and  complaints 
of  my  suggestions,  —  painful  to  myself,  and  ending 
in  coolness,  if  not  in  anger.  My  mother  was  be- 
ginning to  inquire  about  our  plans,  and  this  made 
me  the  more  desirous  to  put  something  definite  be- 
fore her.  It  was  not  easy  to  satisfy  her  in  any  waj 
just  at  that  time.  She  was  very  eager  to  have  our 
affairs  settled,  but  she  did  not  seem  to  have  the 
spirit  or  power  to  take  the  management  of  them 
into  her  own  hands.  And  so,  also,  her  dread  of 
seeing  persons  was  quite  painful,  and  yet  she  would 
urge  our  removing  to  Carsdalc,  where,  of  course, 
we  could  not  expect  any  thing  like  the  quietness  of 
the  country,  as  if  all  her  hopes  in  life  depended  upon 
it.    In  one  way,  this  eagerness  was  a  help ;  it  soft- 
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ened  the  pain  which  we  should  otherwise  have  felt 
in  talking  to  her  about  the  removal.     We  had  fan- 
cied that  she  would  either  very  much  have  objected 
to  Miss  Green's  house,  or  else  have  been  totally  in- 
different  to  all  places ;  but,  to  our  surprise,  she  ex- 
pressed a  strong  opinion  upon  the  subject.     She 
must  have  quietness,  she  said ;  and  though,  with  her 
unselfish  thought  for  us,  she  would  have  given  up 
her  own  wishes  to  secure  us  a  better  house,  and  a 
more  cheerful  situation  in  Castle-street,  yet  we  saw 
that  her  preference  was  for  the  back  street,  and  the 
blank  wall  of  the  brewery;  and  this  decided  us,  — 
at  least,  it  decided  Herbert,  Hester,  and  myself. 
Poor  Joanna  was  too  overwhelmed  by  the  state  of 
affairs  to  join  in  any  of  our  conversations,  and  would, 
I  feared,  prove  a  great  obstacle  to  our  schemes.     It 
was  her  duty  to  work,  as  aunt  Sarah  had  said  ;  but 
I  felt  sure  that  she  would  not  do  so,  if  she  could 
possibly  avoid  it.     Sometimes,  I  thought  whether 
she  could  be  persuaded  to  give  music  lessons  ;  she 
really  played  and  sang  very  nicely, — music  was  her 
one  talent,  —  and  1  knew  several  persons  in  Cars- 
dale  who  would  be  likely  to  give  her  occupation. 
She  always  talked  in  a  mournful  way,  as  if  she  was 
condemned  to  help  me ;  but  I  had  no  hope  of  her 
being  really  useful,  and,  besides,  Hester  would  be 
all  the  aid  I  should  actually  want  in  the  school,  for 
as  yet  I  had  only  the  promise  of  Mrs.  Blair's  two 
little  girls,  and  the  hope  of  three  others.    The  idea 
latent  in  Joanna's  mind  was,  I  could  see,  that  she 
might  go  and  live  in  London  with  Caroline,  and 
then  she  should  marry.     When  I  was  very  much 
fretted,  I  used  to  wish,  with  all  my  heart,  that  it 
might  be  so ;  but  I  always  blamed  myself  after- 
wards.    It  might  save  me  from  care,  but  it  could 
not  be  as  good  for  her  own  mind,  for  the  atmosphere 
of  Caroline's  house  was  anything  but  desirable  for 
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her.  It  would  have  been  comparatively  easy  to 
fulfil  her  duties  and  my  own  too,  if  the  day  had  but 
been  long  enough  ;  for  it  is  always  less  difficult  to 
do  things  one's  self,  than  to  persuade  those  who  are 
unwilling  to  do  them ;  but  I  had  rather  a  clearer 
perception  than  formerly  of  the  mistake  people 
commit  when  they  undertake  business  which  does 
not  rightly  fall  to  their  share,  and  therefore,  though 
much  against  my  inclination,  I  ventured  to  pro- 
pound  to  Joanna  the  necessity  of  doing  something 
for  herself,  and  the  possibility  of  giving  music  les- 
sons, either  at  home  or  not,  as  might  seem  best,  but 
the  former  if  possible.  I  could  scarcely  help  smiling^ 
though  my  sense  of  justice  was  keenly  wounded,  at 
the  tone  which  she  immediately  assumed.  It  was 
cruel,  she  said,  to  remind  her  of  her  dependent 
state,  and  exceedingly  hard  that  she,  an  elder  sister, 
should  be  the  one  forced  to  sacrifice  everything. 
Why  did  I  not  give  music  lessons  myself?  I  was 
just  as  competent  as  she  was.  It  was  very  well  for 
me  to  talk  about  exertion,  when  I  was  going  to  sit 
at  home  by  my  own  fireside,  and  take  just  the  occu- 
pation which  was  brought  to  me.  I  had  nothing  to 
bear,  but  I  always  put  myself  first,  and  considered 
myself  before  others.  There  was  nothing  to  be 
said  to  such  accusations,  except  that,  if  she  pre- 
ferred taking  my  duties,  I  was  very  willing  to  be- 
gin giving  music  lessons;  —  an  unfortunate  obser- 
vation, which  only  made  matters  worse,  as  she  said, 
it  was  a  mere  mockery  to  talk  in  that  way,  for 
I  knew  perfectly  well  that  she  could  not  teach 
French  and  Italian.  Certainly  I  did  know  it ;  so  I 
was  silenced,  and  thought  it  best  to  go  away,  and 
leave  the  suggestion  to  work  its  way  by  itself.  It 
was  a  very  trying  afternoon  that  followed,  silence 
and  tears  being  the  order  of  the  day,  varied  by  griev- 
ous lamentations  that  she  w^as  not  married,  and  as- 
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sertions  that  she  would  rather  work  as  a  housemaid 
than  give  music  lessons.  All  my  anxiety  was  to 
prevent  her  from  vexing  my  mother,  who  was  quite 
sufficiently  distressed  by  the  idea  of  the  day-school ; 
but  before  night,  Joanna  had  worked  herself  up 
into  such  a  state  of  excitement,  that,  without  pre- 
paration, she  rushed  into  my  mother's  room,  inter- 
rupted Hester  in  reading,  and  insisted  upon  being 
told  whether  I  had  any  right  to  say  she  was  to  go 
out  as  a  music  mistress.  I  felt  so  guilty !  Almost 
I  repented  having  broached  the  subject.  My  poor 
mother  became  nearly  hysterical,  and  went  to  bed 
quite  ill.  I  do  not  know  what  other  people  may 
think,  but  to  me  these  are  the  real  trials  of  life- 
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The  London  letters  came  the  next  morning.  My 
hand  trembled  so  much  when  they  were  brought, 
that  I  could  scarcely  break  the  seal,  and,  moreover, 
I  was  obliged  to  give  fresh  offence  to  Joanna,  by 
begging  her  not  to  look  over  my  shoulder  whilst  I 
was  reading  them. 

Caroline's  was  the  first. 

"My  dear  Sarah, — I  received  your  letter  the 
day  before  yesterday,  but  did  not  think  it  well  to 
send  an  answer  immediately ;  in  fact,  I  could  not 
do  so  without  consulting  Mr.  Blair.  We  should, 
of  course,  be  most  willing  to  give  you  any  assistance 
possible,  but  the  sum  which  you  propose  strikes  us 
both  as  being  unreasonably  large.  We  feel  that 
the  burden  ought  to  be  borne  by  all  in  equal  pro- 
portions, and  we  do  not  see  why  application  should 
not  be  made  to  aunt  Sarah  and  aunt  Colston.    In- 
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deed,  it  must  be  a  question  for  consideration,  whe- 
ther, having  a  family  to  support,  we  ought  fairly 
to  be  reckoned  upon  at  all.  I  shall  be  glad  to  hear 
from  you  again,  when  your  plans  are  further  ma- 
tured :  in  the  meantime,  Mr.  Blair  and  myself  will 
think  over  the  subject.  Our  best  love  to  my  mother 
and  all.     Ever  affectionately  yours, 

"  Caboline  Blajb." 

Eeginald's  was  the  next. 

"My  dear  Sister, — I  received  your  letter  of  the 
12th  instant,  and  in  answer  to  your  application  for 
twenty  pounds  per  annum  for  the  support  of  my 
mother,  I  shall  be  quite  inclined  to  give  my  fair 
share,  if  you  find  at  the  end  of  the  year  that  you 
are  behindhand.  But  Caroline  and  I  have  had  a 
talk  upon  the  matter,  and  we  both  think  it  unwise 
to  enter  into  pecuniary  engagements,  until  you 
have  seen  how  far  you  are  able  to  do  without  such 
assistance. 

*'  Give  my  love  to  my  mother,  and  to  every  one 
at  home,  and  believe  me  to  remain,  your  affection- 
ate brother,  "  Reginald  Mobtimeb." 

Then  came  Vaughan's. 

"  My  dearest  Sarah, — Your  letter  gave  me  much 
pain.  It  is,  indeed,  most  sad,  that  after  years  of 
comfort  and  prosperity,  such  trouble  should  have 
fallen  upon  my  dear  mother,  and  upon  you  all.  I 
only  wish  it  were  in  my  power  to  come  forward 
largely,  but  you  well  know  what  up-hill  work  a 
barrister's  profession  is.  With  continual  exertion, 
it  is  scarcely  possible  to  provide  for  necessary  ex- 
penses, unless  one  is  peculiarly  fortunate  ;  and 
under  such  circumstances,  I  scarcely  feel  myself 
justified  in  making  the  promise  you  desire,  however 
much  I  might  wish  it.  Yet  I  shall  trust  to  send 
you  some  little  help  from  time  to  time,  and  you 
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may  be  assured  that  your  happiness  will  be  always 
uppermost  in  my  thoughts.  Give  my  very  best  love 
to  my  dear  mother,  and  tell  her  I  trust  to  be  able  to 
run  down  and  see  her  in  the  course  of  the  next  two 
months.  She  will  be  glad  to  hear  that  I  am  much 
better,  and  enjoyed  my  shooting.  I  have  just  made 
a  capital  purchase  of  a  new  gun,  which  I  shall  hope, 
with  Mr.  Rivers'  permission,  to  make  trial  of  at 
Lowood.  A  kiss,  and  a  great  deal  of  love,  to  you 
three  dear  girls,  and  all  kinds  of  good  wishes  for 
Herbert.  Ever,  my  dearest  Sarah,  your  most  affec- 
tionate brother,  "  Vaughan  Mobtimeb." 

I  took  the  letters  to  Carsdale,  and  read  them  out 
to  aunt  Sarah.  "  Be  patient,  Sally,"  was  her  com- 
ment ;  "  they've  all  got  a  squint  in  their  minds." 
It  took  some  time  to  rectify  the  squint,  but  it  was 
done  at  last ;  not,  however,  by  me,  but  by  aunt 
Sarah.  The  last  letter  which  she  ever  wrote  in 
her  life  was  written  on  that  occasion  to  Caroline. 
It  was  the  work  of  two  days,  but  she  insisted  upon 
not  dictating,  but  writing  it  with  her  own  hand. 

"My  dear  Niece  and  Nephews, — Your  sister 
Sally  showed  me  your  letters.  Being  the  oldest 
living  member  of  the  family,  you  will,  no  doubt,  lis- 
ten to  what  I  have  to  say  about  them.  Your  sister 
Sally  does  not  want  your  help ;  she  is  going  to  live 
at  Betsey  Green's  house  in  Cross-street,  and  teach 
Mrs.  Blair's  two  children,  and  we  hope  some  others  ; 
and  Joanna  will  take  care  for  herself,  and  Hester 
for  herself.  You  are  not  asked  to  think  about  them 
now,  though,  if  need  were,  it  would  be  your  business 
to  help  them ;  but,  as  dutiful  sons  and  daughters, 
you,  are  to  take  care  that  your  mother  has  money 
enough  to  be  comfortable.  Mr.  Hale,  the  lawyer, 
will  pay  the  rent  of  Betsey  Green's  house  for  me 
every  year;  that  will  be  forty  pounds,  which  I 
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give  to  my  nieces  Joanna,   Sarah,  and    Hester 
Mortimer. 

"If  you  think  right  to  trouble  Mrs.  Montague 
Colston  for  help,  it  will  be  just  the  labour  of  writing 
the  letter,  which  you  may  very  well  do ;  but,  any 
way,  as  dutiful  children,  to  whom  God  has  given 
food  and  clothing,  and  something  to  spare,  you  will, 
doubtless,  see  that  it's  right  to  make  your  mother 
easy,  and  that  God*s  blessing  will  follow  upon  it, 
which  I  pray  Him  to  grant  you  always.  This  being 
the  last  letter  that  it's  likely  He  will  be  pleased  to 
let  me  write,  I  beg  you  all,  for  love's  sake,  and  your 
souls'  sakes,  to  attend  to  it ;  and  I  remain  as  ever, 
your  atfectionate  great-aunt, 

"  Sarah  Mortimer." 

Aunt  Sarah's  influence  in  the  family  was  greater 
even  than  I  had  imagined.  It  was  the  result  of 
many  years  of  respect,  and  the  same  things  which, 
said  by  me,  would  probably  have  been  disregarded, 
or  have  caused  annoyance,  were  received  from  her 
with  attention ;  and,  at  length,  produced  a  practical 
effect.  Caroline's  answer  was  careful  and  concili- 
atory. She  still  insisted  upon  the  duty  of  applying 
to  aunt  Colston,  but  promised,  if  the  application 
failed,  to  make  good  the  sum  required  herself. 
Vaughan  and  Reginald  also  agreed  to  add  their 
share. 

The  answer  to  that  application  was  destined 
never  to  reach  us.  Aunt  Colston  was  very  ill. 
Horatia  opened  her  letters.  What  use  she  made 
of  the  privilege  we  could  only  guess ;  excuse  fol- 
lowed excuse,  promise  succeeded  promise ;  but  the 
drift  of  every  letter  was,  that  my  aunt  could  -not 
attend  to  business,  and  that  when  she  was  better, 
Horatia  Would  mention  the  subject.  I  do  not  think 
any  one,  except  myself,  felt  how  jarring  was  the 
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fact  of  Horatia's  being  the  medium  of  communication 
upon  such  a  subject ;  all  that  the  family  in  general 
vrere  anxious  for  was,  that  the  question  should  be 
settled.     I  was  sure  that  it  never  would  be. 

As  it  was  impossible,  however,  in  our  present  cir- 
cumstances to  go  on  without  some  fixed  arrange- 
ments, it  was  at  length,  though  not  without  diifi- 
culty,  agreed,  that  Caroline  and  my  brothers  should 
advance  the  whole  sum  needed  for  the  time  being.  If 
aunt  Colston  could  hereafter  be  induced  to  give  her 
aid,  they  were  to  be  to  the  same  extent  released 
from  the  obligation. 

It  was  not  till  this  conclusion  was  arrived  at,  that 
I  felt  the  full  value  of  aunt  Sarah's  advice.  Whilst 
the  matter  was  pending,  the  excuses  and  delays 
were  so  fretting,  that  I  was  again  and  again 
tempted  to  intreat  that  nothing  more  might  be  said 
about  it.  I  would  have  pledged  myself  madly,  at 
times,  to  any  amount  of  responsibility,  to  save 
myself  from  the  painful  feelings  excited  by  them. 
But  when  the  final  arrangements  were  completed, 
and  Reginald,  who  had  undertaken  to  manage  the 
matter,  sent  the  first  cheque,  all  was  changed.  I 
forgot  the  excuses  and  want  of  thought  which  had 
been  shown,  and  felt  only  that  we  had  all  done 
what  was  right,  and  were  working  for  one  end,  and 
had  one  common  anxiety.  I  expressed  myself  cor- 
dially when  I  wrote,  and  my  sister  and  brothers 
were  pleased,  and  threw  themselves  more  into  our 
concerns  Ihan  they  had  ever  done  before.  The 
circumstances  which  I  had  so  feared  would  disunite 
us,  tended,  in  reality,  to  link  us  more  closely  to  each 
other.  If  anything  had  been  wanting  to  convince 
me  that  we  had  done  wisely,  it  would  have  been 
found  in  my  dear  mother's  satisfaction.  The  way 
in  which  she  received  the  offering  made  her,  was 
something  I  can  never  forget.     Her  children's  love 
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seemed  the  one  thought  which  overpowered  all 
others.  She  knew  nothing  of  the  trouble  or  the 
delay,  and  saw  only  that  those  to  whom  she  bad 
devoted  her  life  were  anxious,  so  far  as  lay  in  their 
power,  to  repay  her  affection.  Caroline  wrote  a 
note  to  her  at  the  time,  which  was  exceedingly 
valued.  Feeling  and  dutiful  sympathy  were  ex- 
pressed in  it,  for  Caroline  knew  well  what  it  was 
fitting  to  say ;  and  my  dear  mother,  who  had  always 
fancied  her  cold,  was  so  cheered  and  soothed,  that 
her  spirits  from  that  moment  began  to  rally. 

I  thought  of  what  the  case  would  have  been  if  I 
had  acted  differently;  the  burden  which  would 
have  rested  upon  myself,  the  sense  of  injustice,  the 
difficulty  I  should  have  felt  in  being  grateful  for 
any  chance  offer  of  help, — all,  in  fact,  which  the 
longing  for  self-sacrifice,  and  the  wish  to  avoid  the 
pain  of  making  a  just  claim  might  have  brought} 
upon  me.  There  was  only  one  deep  regret  in  my 
own  heart.  I  betrayed  it  whilst  reading  Caroline's 
note  aloud  to  my  mother.  My  labour  was  to  be  for 
myself,  not  for  her,  and  yet  I  would  have  worked 
as  a  slave  to  give  her  one  hour  of  comfort.  When 
I  read,  ''  it  is  an  offering  from  Vaughan,  Reginald, 
Herbert,  and  myself,'*  tears  involuntary  gathered 
in  my  eyes,  and  I  said,  "  I  can  do  nothing."  My 
dear  mother  kissed  me  as  I  knelt  beside  her,  and 
the  first  smile  which  I  had  seen  since  my  father's 
death  crossed  her  face.  "  My  choice  blessing,"  she 
said,  "  they  give  me  of  their  means,  you  give  me 
yourself." 

Those  were  bright  and  peaceful  moments  in  the 
midst  of  a  great  struggle,  and  a  most  heavy  trial. 
My  mother  kept  up  wonderfully  till  the  last  day  of 
leaving  East  Side ;  but  it  was  curious  to  see  how 
very  much  she  was  learning  to  rest  upon  us.  Even 
as  regarded  Herbert's  engagement  with  Mr.  Harri- 
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son,  she  would  give  no  strong  opinion  ;  though  on 
one  point  she  went  entirely  with  us, — she  thoroughlj 
disapproved  of  the  Bank.  My  uncle,  in  his  heart, 
I  suspect,  was  glad,  but  he  shook  his  head,  and  said, 
that  it  was  a  young  and  hasty  decision,  which  Her- 
bert would  live  to  repent,  and  that  persons  who 
threw  away  their  friends,  must  not  expect  to  find 
them  again  in  a  hurry.  Herbert  was  respectful, 
but  firm ;  but  they  did  not  like  each  other  the 
better  for  the  offer  having  been  made  and  refused. 

Herbert  went  to  Mr.  Harrison's  ;  he  was  a  little 
too  hopeful,  I  was  afraid,  as  to  the  comfort  he 
should  find  there,  but  it  was  the  only  alternative, 
and  I  was  extremely  glad  to  have  him  settled  near 
us,  and  able,  in  a  degree,  to  provide  for  himself ; 
and  then,  Mr.  Malcolm,  the  curate,  had  offered  to 
read  with  him,  and  the  acquaintance  promised  to 
be  profitable  in  every  way,  for  Mr.  Malcolm  was 
excessively  earnest  and  hardworking,  and  likely  to 
raise  his  tone  of  mind :  altogether,  I  felt  there  was 
much  to  be  thankful  for. 

But  Betsey  Green's  house,  as  aunt  Sarah  always 
called  it,  was  still  a  great  weight  upon  my  spirits. 
Perhaps,  I  might  have  made  up  my  mind  to  the 
black  wall  of  the  brewery  ;  but  the  horse-hair  sofa 
and  chairs,  the  mahogany  cheffonier,  and  the  dark 
prints  hanging  upon  the  drab-coloured  paper,  were 
very  oppressive.  I  was  ashamed  to  feel  what  a  slave 
I  was  to  such  trifles ;  and  yet  I  hope  there  was  some 
thought  for  my  mother  too.  We  were  very  much 
alike  in  our  perceptions  of  the  comfort  or  discomfort 
of  a  room,  and  had  always  been  accustomed  to  con- 
sult about  the  placing  of  tables  and  chairs  in  the 
best  manner.  There  w^as  little  enough  now  to  con- 
sult about,  and  I  looked  forward  reaUy  with  fear  to 
the  first  effect  of  her  new  home. 

We  dared  not  remove  anything  from  East  Side ; 
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all  the  furniture  had  been  appraised,  and  was  con- 
sidered to  be  under  my  uncle's  charge.  He  did  not 
say  what  he  intended  to  do  with  it,  but  I  heard  him 
remark  one  day,  that  he  had  sometimes  thought  of 
taking  the  whole  himself,  and  letting  the  place  ready 
furnished.  I  tried  not  to  think  what  I  should  do 
if  I  were  in  his  place ;  it  made  me  uncharitable. 
The  day  for  our  departure  was  fixed.  We  had 
nearly  packed  up  the  few  things  which  were  our 
personal  property,  and  dismissed  all  our  servantSi 
except  our  old  nurse.  Retaining  her  was  rather 
a  sacrifice  of  wisdom  to  feeling.  She  was  not,  by 
any  means,  so  competent  for  work  ,as  a  younger 
person  would  have  been,  but  it  would  have  quite 
broken  her  heart,  and  more  than  half  broken  ours, 
to  part ;  and  she  knew  a  little  about  cooking,  and 
was  an  admirable  person  in  illness^  and  willing 
to  live  with  us  for  the  wages  we  could  afford  to 
give ;  and,  in  fact,  as  we  all  said,  we  were  quite 
sure,  if  she  went  away  one  day,  she  would  come  back 
to  us  the  next ;  and,  therefore,  we  had  no  alterna- 
tive. 

Five  pupib  were  promised  me.  They  were  each  to 
give  me  twenty  pounds  a  year,  and  I  was  to  teach 
them  French,  music,  Italian,  and,  as  advertisements 
say,  all  the  branches  of  English  education.  My 
conscience  was  a  little  uneasy  as  to  my  quali- 
fications, but  I  believed  I  knew  more  than  the 
governesses  who  had  taught  the  children  before^ 
and  I  was  certain  that  I  had  a  full  intention  of 
being  careful  and  diligent.  The  idea  of  beginning 
was  not  at  all  pleasant,  but  I  tried  not  to  let  Hes- 
ter see  it ;  and,  as  to  my  mother,  she  was  too  good 
to  distress  herself  long,  whilst  she  saw  that  we 
were  trying  to  do  our  duty ;  and  the  prospect  of  in- 
dependence, at  whatever  cost  it  might  be  obtained, 
was,  by  degrees,  reconciling  her  to  our  undertaking. 
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I  had  been  into  Carsdale  very  often  while  all 
the  arrangements  were  going  on  ;  not  because  there 
was  so  much  to  be  done,  as  from  a  kind  of  restless- 
ness which  made  me  eagerly  seize  on  any  excuse 
for  bodily  exertion  to  remove  the  weight  from  my 
mind.  Of  real  business  there  was  but  little.  Few 
changes  were  to  be  made  at  East  Side,  —  few 
at  the  house  in  Cross-street.  Yet  I  went  there 
constantly,  and  looked  at  the  little  parlour,  and 
sometimes  moved  the  chairs,  and  even  brought  the 
horse-hair  sofa  out  of  the  recess,  and  placed  it 
against  the  wall,  fronting  the  window,  and  fancied 
I  made  the  room  a  little  brighter.  One  thing 
I  remembered  could  be  done  at  the  last  Miss 
Cole  would  gather  some  fresh  flowers  from  aunt 
Sarah's  garden,  for  the  little  porcelain  vase,  on  the 
day  we  took  possession ;  and  flowers  always  make  a 
room  cheerful.  Aunt  Sarah  would  not  allow  me  to 
go  to  the  house  any  more  at  last.  It  was  a  foolish 
waste  of  spirits,  she  said.  There  was  nothing  to  be 
done,  and  I  should  only  make  my  eyes  red  with 
crying,  and  vex  my  mother  ;  and  Lady  Emily, 
who  happened  to  be  with  her  one  day,  seconded 
her  advice.  But  the  last  day  of  all  it  was  really 
necessary  to  go ;  and  T  had  put  on  my  bonnet,  and 
ordered  the  pony-chaise  with  a  sad  heart,  knowing 
that  I  should  never  have  an  excuse  for  doing  so 
again,  and  was  making  some  memoranda  as  to 
things  not  to  be  forgotten,  when  the  Lowood  car- 
riage drove  up  to  the  door.  I  expected  to  see 
Lady  Emily,  but  instead,  I  received  a  request  that 
I  would  be  60  very  kind  as  to  go  and  speak  to 
Miss  Grant,  just  for  one  moment.  She  was  alone, 
and  a  little  embarrassed,  and  hurried  in  manner, 
fearing  she  had  taken  a  liberty ;  but  she  did  not 
like  to  go  in,  she  said,  because  it  might  be  an 
intrusion  upon  my  mother.     She  was  come  with 
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a  most  earnest  request  that  Hester  might  go 
back  to  Lowood  with  them.  Lady  Emily  thought, 
when  we  came  to  consider  matters,  we  should  not 
object.  She  would  have  come  herself,  but  she  was 
in  a  very  great  hurry,  and  had  been  obliged  to  stop 
at  Hurst,  at  one  of  Mr.  Rivers'  cottages.  Mr. 
Beresford  was  with  her,  and  they  were  all  going 
into  Carsdale,  and  would  call  for  Hester  on  their 
way  back.  Lady  Emily  hoped  to  see  me  in  Cars- 
dale,  as  she  knew  I  meant  to  be  there.  If  I  would 
go  to  aunt  Sarah's  the  first  thing,  she  would  make 
a  point  of  meeting  me  there.  I  had  only  to  fix  the 
hour.  The  last  request  was  very  easily  granted; 
but  Hester's  visit  to  Lowood  was  a  different  thing. 
She  had  never  been  anywhere  without  me.  It 
seemed  a  great  step,  allowing  her  to  go  for  the 
first  time.  Yet  what  could  there  be  to  object  to  ? 
There  was  no  one  at  Lowood  except  the  family, 
and  Sophia  Grant,  who  was  quite  one  of  them- 
selves ;  and  it  would  save  Hester  a  great  deal 
of  pain  in  leaving  East  Side.  I  could  not  find  any 
reason  against  the  proposal,  and  yet  I  had  a  sin- 
gular dread  of  her  accepting  it,  especially  as  I  knew 
my  mother  would  agree  to  whatever  I  decided  upon, 
unless,  in  her  desire  to  give  Hester  pleasure,  she 
might  try  to  overrule  my  objections.  Sophia  watched 
my  doubtful  face,  and  urged  her  petition  more 
eagerly.  Lady  Emily  had  said  that  Hester  might  be 
more  wanted  at  home  the  next  week,  and  Sophia 
herself  might  be  called  away  from  Lowood  at  any 
moment.  If  there  was  no  very  great  reason  to  the 
contrary,  it  would  be  such  an  immense  favour !  Still 
I  hesitated.  "  Here  comes  Mr.  Beresford,  said  So- 
phia. Two  to  one !  "  We  shall  be  sure  to  gain  the 
day."  Mr.  Beresford  had  been  sent  to  inquire  the 
cause  of  the  delay.  "  He  considered  the  question 
settled,"  he  said ;   "  for  his  sister  would  accept  no 
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refusal."  "  But  she  will  accept  a  sensible  reason," 
I  replied ;  and  then  I  felt  myself  caught  by  my 
own  words,  for  I  had  really  no  sensible  reason 
to  give.  Mr.  Beresford  pleaded  very  strongly  for 
Sophia's  pleasure,  looking  round,  at  the  same  time, 
to  see  if  Hester  was  near.  He  declared  that  she 
ought  to  be  allowed  to  decide  for  herself,  for  he  was 
sure  she  had  both  age  and  wisdom.  Hester  just 
then  came  out  to  the  door,  and  I  was  amused  and, 
at  the  same  time,  a  little  provoked,  at  the  way  in 
which  she  hurried  by  Mr.  Beresford,  to  speak 
to  Sophia.  She  was  almost  rude,  though  I  knew, 
quite  unintentionally ;  but  he  did  not  appear  to  re- 
mark it,  and  seemed  only  pleased  to  watch  the  cor 
diality  of  their  meeting.  The  question  was  settled, 
then,  at  least,  so  far  as  it  could  be  without  my 
mother's  sanction.  When  it  had  once  been  pro- 
posed to  Hester,  it  would  have  been  wrong  to  inter- 
pose obstacles  without  real  necessity,  and  she 
ran  in  doors  to  obtain  the  final  "  yes,"  and  returned 
almost  directly,  with  the  intelligence  that  "  Mamma 
was  charmed  that  she  should  go." 

"  Then  Lady  Emily  is  to  meet  you  at  your  aunt's, 
at  three  o'clock,"  said  Miss  Grant,  addressing  me. 
"  Yes,  if  she  would  be  kind  enough ;  I  should  be 
most  glad  to  see  her."  **  And  we  will  call  for  you, 
Miss  Mortimer,  at  half-past  four,"  added  Mr.  Beres- 
ford, speaking  to  Hester;  **good-b'ye,  for  the  pre- 
sent," and  he  shook  hands  with  her,  and  gave  me  a 
bow,  because  I  was  not  near  him,  and  they  drove 
off.  "  Mammy,  dear,  why  are  you  so  grave  ?"  said 
Hester,  as  we  stood  upon  the  steps  together. 
•*  There  is  enough  to  make  one  grave,  is  there 
not  ?  "  I  replied,  trying  to  smile.  "  Yes,  indeed," 
and  she  heaved  a  deep  sigh  ;  "  but  I  thought  there 
seemed  something  particular."  "No,  nothing." 
And  it  was  nothing  that  I  could  say, — nothing  that  I 
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understood;    but  I  wished  that  I  was  going  to 
Lowood  with  her. 


CHAP.  XXXII. 


Lady  Emily  was  punctual  to  her  appointment.  Aunt 
Sarah  had  just  finished  dinner  when  we  arrived, 
nearly  at  the  same  moment.  I  think  it  struck  U3 
all  painfully  how  like  it  was  to  old  times.  And 
there  was  the  old  conversation,  too.  We  were  to 
have  a  little  girl  from  the  Blue  School*,  as  Lady- 
Emily's  school  was  called,  to  help  nurse  in  the 
mornings ;  for  this  was  one  of  the  arrangements  by 
which  the  children  were  practised  in  household 
work.  The  school  had  increased  since  the  first 
foundation,  for  all  persons  who  approved  of  it  were 
admitted  as  subscribers,  and  by  this  means  eight, 
instead  of  six  children  only,  were  boarded  and 
educated.  There  had  been  some  drawbacks,  as 
might  naturally  be  expected ;  but,  upon  the  whole, 
the  institution  had  prospered  wonderfully.  The 
instruction  was  very  simple,  much  below  what,  in 
these  days,  is  considered  essential.  The  children 
were  taught  reading,  writing,  arithmetic,  and  needle- 
work; and  learnt  to  make  their  own  beds,  scrub 
their  own  fioors,  wash  their  own  clothes,  and  cook 
their  own  dinners.  They  were  taken  to  church 
regularly  on  the  Sundays,  and  besides,  on  Wednes- 
days, Fridays,  and  Saint's  Days.  They  learnt  their 
collects,  and  said  their  catechism,  and  were  regu- 
larly instructed  in  a  knowledge  of  the  Bible ;  and 

*  The  original  idea  of  this  school  was  taken  from  an  in- 
stitution set  on  foot,  towards  the  close  of  the  last  century,  at 
Newport  in  the  Isle  of  Wight,  but  which  has  no  connection 
with  the  National  School. 
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as  soon  as  they  were  old  enough,  they  were  allowed 
to  attend,  from  eight  till  twelve,  at  the  houses  of 
the  respectable  families  in  Carsdale,  who  were  sub- 
scribers to  the  school,  and  so  were  practised  in 
household  work  on  a  larger  scale.  When  they  had 
thus  gained  some  knowledge  of  a  servant's  duties, 
they  were  placed  out  at  regular  service.  Each  girl, 
on  leaving  the  school,  was  provided  with  a  Bible 
and  Prayer-Book,  a  "  Whole  Duty  of  Man"  (in  those 
days  a  book  held  in  high  esteem),  and  two  sets  of 
clothes.  If  she  kept  her  place  for  a  twelvemonth, 
and  received  a  good  character,  she  was  entitled  to 
the  further  reward  of  a  sovereign.  The  great  ob- 
jection raised  against  the  school,  at  the  beginning, 
was  the  dress.  It  was  very  plain,  and  scarcely,  in 
those  days,  singular,  though,  of  course,  it  was  likely 
to  become  so  as  years  went  on.  The  poor  people 
themselves  found  fault  at  first,  and  some  of  the 
ultra  philanthropic  liberals  of  Carsdale  talked  about 
badges  of  poverty,  and  enlarged  eloquently  upon 
the  sin  of  having  distinctions  of  any  kind ;  but 
Lady  Emily  and  Mr.  Rivers  went  on  their  own 
way  undisturbed,  and  in  the  course  of  a  very  few 
years  the  current  of  public  opinion  was  entirely  in 
their  favour.  The  dress  was  a  mark  of  honour, 
and  stamped  the  children  at  once  as  well-conducted ; 
and  I  am  sure  it  tended  to  keep  them  out  of  much 
mischief,  for  when  they  were  sent  into  the  different 
families  to  learn  household  work,  the  fact  of  being 
marked  by  dress  forced  them  to  be  careful.  Stran- 
gers, even,  could  watch  their  conduct  and  report  it, 
if  it  was  amiss.  For  myself, — I  suppose  I  must  not 
be  considered  an  unprejudiced  judge, — a  plan  sug- 
gested by  aunt  Sarah,  and  carried  out  by  Lady 
Emily,  could  scarcely  fail  to  approve  itself  to  my 
mind ;  but,  undoubtedly,  facts  were  in  favour  of  the 
school.     The  girls  educated  in  it  were,  for  the  most 
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part,  modest,  diligent,  and  well-principled;  they 
were  constantly  sought  after  for  domestic  service  ; 
and  the  common  saying  in  Carsdale  was,  "If  you 
can  have  a  Blue  School  girl,  you  are  sure  of  a  good 
servant.     The  effect  upon  the  National  School  also 
was  satisfactory.      There  was  something  for  the 
children  to  aim  at ;  and  those  who  stood  as  candi- 
dates for  admission  to  the  Blue  School  received, 
even  if  they  failed,  a  certificate  of  good  conduct, 
according  to  their  respective  merits,  which  marked 
them  out  as  deserving  of  encouragement.     It  is  not 
to  be  supposed  that  such  an  arrangement  provided 
against  all  possibility  of  disappointment,  or  did  not 
at  times  involve  what  might  have  seemed  an  over- 
rigid  observance  of  rules.     No  child  was  allowed  to 
enter  the  Blue  School  before  eleven,  or  after  four- 
teen years  of  age.     There  were  occasionally  cases 
in  which  this  rule  shut  out  a  girl  whom  it  appeared 
desirable  to  admit,  but  it  was  quite  impossible  to 
provide  against  such  accidental  circumstances,  and 
in  these  cases  the  disappointment  was  softened,  as 
much  as  possible,  by  the  certificate  of  good  conduct. 
So,  again,  when  a  choice  was  made  on  the  occasion 
of  a  vacancy,  the  laws  sometimes  appeared  strin- 
gent.    The  children  were  required  to  have  been  in 
the  National  School  a  certain  time,  to  have  received 
a  certain  number  of  good  marks,  to  be  able  to  pass 
a  fair  examination.     It  sometimes  happened  that 
illness,  or   the  misconduct  of  parents,  prevented 
these  requirements  being  complied  with;   and  it 
seemed  hard,  then,  that  the  children  should  suffer. 
Lady  Emily  was  sometimes,  on   these  occasions, 
inclined  to  blame  the  rules  ;  but  Mr.  Rivers  would 
never  allow  her  to  alter  them,  and  aunt  Sarah  tried 
to  ma^e  her  contented  with  them.     "  We  needn't 
try,"  she  used  to  say,  "  to  make  better  laws  than 
the  laws  of  God's  Providence.     Good  laws  and  a 
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bad  world  can  never  be  quite  square ;  but  it's  not 
the  laws  which  want  mending,  but  the  world." 

But  this  is  a  long  digression,  only  I  have  a  great 
affection  for  the  Blue  School,  and  a  pleasant  re- 
membrance of  the  tidy  little  figures,  with  their 
dark-blue  gowns,  and  white  capes,  and  straw  bon- 
nets, which  I  have  so  often  watched  on  their  way  to 
church ;  and  I  like  to  think  of  the  old-fashioned 
house  in  the  back  street,  with  the  image  of  a  Blue 
Girl  over  the  doors  ;  and  the  sensible,  straightfor- 
ward mistress  having  a  personal  affection  for  her 
children,  as  she  always  called  them  ;  and,  besides, 
our  little  maid  proved  a  most  valuable  assistant  in 
our  household,  and  became,  eventually,  a.  regular 
servant,  and  remained  with  us  till  she  married. 
It  would  have  seemed  almost  ungrateful  to  pass 
her  over  without  mention ;  but  I  must  return  now 
to  aunt  Sarah's  parlour,  and  Lady  Emily  Rivers. 

The  first  subject  of  general  conversation,  when 
the  affair  of  the  school  was  settled,  was  Hester's 
invitation  to  Lowood.  Lady  Emily  was  half-afraid 
I  might  have  been  vexed  at  the  idea  of  losing  her 
just  when  we  were  going  away  from  East  Side; 
but  it  was  the  only  opportunity  they  were  likely  to 
have  of  offering  her  a  quiet  visit,  as,  in  the  course 
of  the  next  fortnight,  several  other  persons  were 
expected.  "  And  I  hoped  too,"  she  added,  "  that 
Hester  might  be  spared  a  little  pain  by  the  arrange- 
ment." I  suppose  my  manner  was  not  very  cordial, 
for  aunt  Sarah  scolded  me,  and  told  me  I  had  for- 
gotten how  to  say  "  thank  you ; "  and  Lady  Emily 
insisted  upon  ray  telling  her  exactly  what  my  objec- 
tions were.  I  had  none  to  make,  —  I  could  think 
of  none,  —  but  I  smiled,  and  owned  that,  being  the 
first  time  I  had  ever  allowed  my  child  to  go  away 
from  me,  I  had  conjured  up  a  little  anxiety  for  the 
occasion.     "  That's  your  fault,  Sally,  —  forestalling 
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trouble,"  said  my  aunt.  "  God  gives  you  medicine 
as  you  need  it.  Sometimes  it's  sorrow,  sometimes 
it's  care,  and  sometimes  it's  over^much  business. 
He  orders  it  in  fit  portions,  at  certain  times ;  but 
it's  your  fashion  to  take  it  all  at  one  time,  and  then, 
of  course,  it's  too  much  for  you.** 

"  I  do  not  really  think  there  can  be  anything  to  be 
anxious  about  now,"  continued  Lady  Emily; — "  only 
Mr.  Rivers  and  myself  there,  —  two  old  married 
people,  —  and  Sophia  Grant,  and  my  brother,  who 
leaves  us  to-morrow."  "Does  Mr.  Beresford  really 
go  so  soon?"  I  inquired.  "Yes,"  replied  Lady 
Emily,  "  and  much  to  his  own  annoyance,  I  sus- 
pect." She  smiled  as  she  said  this,  and  I  ventured 
to  remark,  that  "I  supposed  the  temptations  of 
Lowood  would  be  too  great  for  him  to  remain 
long  away."  "One  would  imagine  so,  to  judge 
from  appearances,"  answered  Lady  Emily  ;  "  but 
one  must  let  all  these  things  take  their  course  — 
men  don't  like  to  be  interfered  with.  My  brother 
says  he  shall  be  absent,  probably,  a  fortnight." 

The  news  was  a  relief  to  me ;  I  did  not  know 
why.  I  cast  off  all  thoughts  about  Hester,  and  re- 
turned to  the  ordinary  business  of  life.  The  after- 
noon was  wearing  away,  and  I  was  wishing  to  go  to 
Cross-street,  to  be  quite  sure  that  everything  had 
been  made  as  comfortable  as  it  could  be.  Aunt 
Sarah  did  not  object,  as  she  had  done  lately,  and 
Lady  Emily  offered  to  go  with  me.  She  liked  to 
know  exactly  what  we  were  proposing  to  do,  and  I 
told  her  of  all  we  had  settled  for  my  mother,  and 
we  made  a  few  calculations  as  to  the  household 
expense,  which  gave  me  hope  that  if  Joanna  could 
be  persuaded  to  do  her  part,  we  might  manage 
tolerably  well.  It  was  a  very  great  blessing  having 
some  one  who  could  understand  and  help  me  in 
all  these  points ;  and  Lady  Emily,  for  the  time. 
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seemed  to  have  no  thought  except  for  me.  But 
my  heart  sank,  I  confess,  as  I  opened  the  door  of 
our  new  abode.  I  could  scarcely  believe  that  I  was 
not  going  to  order  a  new  dress,  as  in  the  old  times. 
Nurse  had  been  sent  to  prepare  everything  for  us, 
but  she  did  not  come  to  open  the  door ;  and  instead, 
appeared  a  charwoman,  with  her  sleeves  tucked  up 
to  her  elbows,  who  had  been  occupied  in  scrubbing 
the  floors.  Sounds  of  knocking  and  hammering  were 
to  be  heard,  which  were  very  incomprehensible, 
and  brought  a  vision  of  carpenter's  work  and  car- 
penter's bills,  —  all  about  nothing ;  —  and  I  turned 
to  Lady  Emily  to  express  my  annoyance,  but  she 
had  gone  on  before  me ;  and  when  I  opened  the 
parlour  door,  she  was  in  the  middle  of  the  apart- 
ment, talking  to  a  man  with  a  hammer  and  nails  in 
his  hand.  And  the  room !  The  change  was  the 
most  marvellous  of  the  kind  that  I  could  have 
imagined.  A  bright  paper,  bright  curtains,  a 
pretty  carpet,  a  comfortable  sofa,  a  round  table, 
a  cottage -piano,  a  little  book-case,  quite  filled,  a 
vase  of  flowers,  ornaments  for  the  mantelpiece,  — 
it  was  as  pleasant  a  room,  always  excepting  the 
blank  wall  of  the  brewery,  as  could  possibly  be 
devised.  The  fairy  to  whom  we  were  indebted 
for  its  transformation,  I  recognised  directly.  Lady 
Emily's  deep  blush  and  embarrassed  air  belonged 
rather  to  the  person  who  receives,  than  the  one  who 
confers  a  favour.  She  was  full  of  apologies.  She 
only  trusted,  she  said,  that  we  should  not  consider 
it  a  liberty  ;  but  it  had  been  such  great  pleasure  to 
Mr.  Rivers  and  herself;  and  she  had  asked  aunt 
Sarah's  sanction,  so  that  the  fault  must  not  be 
considered  her  own,  if  she  had  ventured  too  far. 
"Aunt  Sarah  said,  that  the  house  belonged  to  her 
three  nieces,"  added  Lady  Emily  ;  and  I  thought, 
therefore,  that  we  might,  for  old  acquaintance  sake. 
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venture  to  put  a  few  little  ornaments  into  it.**  The 
sentence  was  repeated  twice,  and  I  quite  under- 
stood her,  and  thanked  her  for  myself  and  my  sis- 
ters. My  mother's  name  was  not  mentioned,  though 
it  was  of  her  that  we  all  thought. 

We  then  went  over  the  house.  The  old  furniture 
of  the  parlour  had  been  removed,  partly  into  the 
school-room,  and  partly  into  the  little  back  room, 
which  was  to  be  used  as  a  dining-room,  and  which 
now  began  to  assume  a  habitable  appearance.  Here, 
also,  a  careful  consideration  had  given  us  some 
dining-room  chairs  and  new  curtains,  and  in  the 
school-room  I  found  a  pair  of  globes ;  yet  I  was 
scarcely  allowed  to  say  what  I  felt.  If  we  would 
only  accept,  and  forgive  the  liberty,  that  was  all 
which  Lady  Emily  desired.  Persons  who  live  sur- 
rounded by  luxury,  or  even  those  who  have  always 
been  accustomed  to  the  reverse,  can  scarcely  ima- 
gine what  a  difference  there  was  in  my  feelings 
when  I  went  again  into  the  drawing-room,  and 
imagined  ray  mother  inhabiting  it.  I  hope  Lady 
Emily  believed  what  I  could  not  have  found  words 
to  say.  Half  the  sadness  of  the  change  that  had 
befallen  us  was  gone,  for  the  moment,  with  the  con- 
sciousness that  her  affection  could  never  alter. 

We  left  East  Side.  I  pass  over  the  details  of  the 
last  night  and  the  last  morning.  I  suspect  we  were 
all  peculiarly  endowed  with  the  organ  of  locality, 
and  our  feeling  for  the  inanimate  objects  surround- 
ing our  home  was  really  a  personal  attachment. 
And  we  had  made  the  place,  in  a  great  degree,  what 
it  was.  We  knew  every  plant  and  flower,  and  had 
associations  with  every  turn  in  the  walks,  every 
glimpse  of  the  distant  country.  If  we  had  left  East 
Side  under  happy  circumstances,  the  day  of  de- 
parture would  have  been  very  sorrowful ;  but  we 
had  given  up  ease  for  care,  brightness  for  gloom. 
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mirth  for  sadness  and  tears.  So,  at  least,  it  then 
seemed,  for  the  clouds  had  departed  from  the  days 
that  were  gone,  and  we  saw  them  soft  and  bright, 
shadowed  only  by  the  mists  of  memory.  Even  the 
satisfaction  of  knowing  that  the  home  we  loved 
would  pass  into  the  hands  of  persons  who  would 
appreciate  it  was  denied  us.  The  place  was  to  be 
let,  and  its  next  owner  would,  probably,  set  little 
value  upon  the  things  which  to  us  were  full  of  re- 
membrances. It  was  hard  not  to  feel  a  little  bit- 
terly when  I  saw  my  mother  standing  regretfully 
by  her  own  little  work-table,  and  opening  the  empty 
drawer ;  and  I  thought  of  Lady  Emily  furnishing 
our  drawing-room,  and  uncle  Ralph  exacting  to  the 
very  last  penny,  and  marvelled  that  beings  of  the 
same  flesh  and  blood  should  be  so  different. 

We  went  into  Carsdale  late.  My  dear  mother 
was  very  quiet  and  silent ;  she  tried  not  to  distress 
us  by  showing  her  grief,  but  it  was  too  plainly 
legible  in  her  face.  We  had  a  close  carriage  for 
her,  and  she  sat  back  in  it,  with  her  eyes  closed, 
and  never  opened  them  till  we  stopped  at  the  door 
of  the  little  house  in  Cross-street.  Joanna  cried 
nearly  the  whole  time,  and  was  continually  begging 
me  to  keep  my  head  back,  lest  some  one  should  see 
me.  My  own  tears  were  all  inward  ;  I  knew  that  if  I 
once  gave  way,  I  should  be  unable  to  recover  myself. 
Nurse  had  lighted  candles  in  the  drawing-room,  and 
made  the  fire  blaze  brightly,  so  as  to  show  it  off  to  the 
best  advantage.  I  had  buoyed  myself  up  with  the 
hope  that  the  prettiness  of  the  room  would  strike 
my  mother,  and,  for  the  moment,  please  her ;  but  a 
blank  chill  came  over  me  as  she  just  looked  round 
for  a  moment,  evidently  scarcely  seeing  anything, 
and  then  told  nurse  to  have  the  trunks  taken  up- 
stairs, for  she  should  soon  be  going  to  bed.  I  felt 
then  how  difficult,  how  next  to  impossible,  it  is  to 
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enter  into  the  depths  of  another's  grief.  There 
were  times,  and  this  was  one,  when  all  thought,  all 
fear  and  regret,  were  swallowed  up  in  the  conscious- 
ness of  the  one  great  loss  she  had  sustained  in  my 
father's  death.  We  could  do  nothing  for  her  then 
but  leave  her  to  herself,  and  to  the  comfort  which 
solitude  only  can  give. 

She  did  come  down,  however,  to  tea,  and  we  placed 
her  in  an  arm-chair  by  the  fire,  and  went  on  talking, 
without  addressing  her,  and  now  and  then  she  was 
induced  to  make  an  observation  herself ;  but  we  did 
not  venture  to  say  that  the  room  was  pretty,  or  to 
express  any  hope  of  finding  comfort  in  our  new 
home.  She  was  not  in  a  state  to  bear  it,  and  I  had 
been  obliged  to  exact  a  promise  from  Joanna  that 
she  would  not  draw  her  attention  to  the  furniture. 
It  was  a  very,  very  oppressive  evening,  —  I  have 
had  none  like  it  since.  But  I  was  thankful  that 
Hester  was  at  Lowood. 

A  week  will  sometimes  do  what,  at  a  distance, 
seems  as  if  it  must  be  the  work  of  months.  A 
week  saw  my  mother  domesticated  every  morning 
in  the  school-room,  listening  to  the  lessons,  and  ap- 
parently taking  a  little  interest  in  them  ;  and  a 
week  made  me  feel,  that  if  we  could  only  have  a 
sufficient  number  of  pupils,  so  as  to  save  us  from 
anxiety  in  money  matters,  life,  as  it  still  had  duties, 
would  still  have  pleasures.  There  was  a  great 
satisfaction  in  the  independence,  the  consciousness 
of  exertion,  the  definite  occupation,  even  when  the 
labour  of  teaching  was  irksome,  which  it  was  not 
always;  and  I  was  sure,  besides,  that  in  time  I 
should  become  fond  of  my  pupils.  Our  house  was 
really  comfortable,  and  the  new  furniture  con- 
tributed more  than  any  arguments  to  make  Joanna 
cheerful.  My  mother,  also,  after  the  first  mournful 
evening,  admired  it  as  much  as  I  could  possibly 
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have  wished,  and  dwelt  upon  the  point  which  I  was 
always  most  desirous  of  impressing  upon  her,  — 
Lady  Emily's  kindness  to  us.  I  could  ?  not  have 
endured  that  she  should  feel  it  as  an  obligation  to 
herself;  and,  indeed,  it  was  what  Lady  Emily  her-^ 
self  had  especially  wished  to  avoid.  Sad  as  the 
time  was,  it  was  not  without  hope ;  and  with  hope, 
what  may  not  be  endured  ? 

When  Hester  came  back  from  Lowood,  after  the  visit 
of  a  fortnight,  I  was  afraid  that  the  change  to  her 
would  awaken  my  mother's  sympathy,  and  arouse 
the  deep  regrets  which  were  still  latent  in  her 
mind.  But  sorrow  to  the  young  is  very  unlike  what 
it  is  to  the  old  ;  and  Hester's  lightheartedness  was 
of  that  kind  which  I  believe  is  scarcely  ever  entirely 
overcome.  She  was  charmed  with  the  furniture, 
interested  in  the  children,  a  little  proud,  and  a  little 
amused,  at  the  requirements  of  some  of  the  parents, 
and  relieved  to  find  that  Joanna  was  willing  to  help 
me  by  giving  the  children  music  lessons.  That  she 
should  consent  to  work  at  all  was  a  great  point;  and 
Hester  did  not  feel,  as  I  did,  that  it  was  Joanna's 
duty  not  to  choose  the  work  she  liked,  but  to  un- 
dertake that  which  would  be  the  greatest  assistance 
in  a  pecuniary  way.  I  could  have  managed  the 
music  lessons  of  my  own  pupils  w^ithout  her ;  but 
whenever  anything  was  said,  as  to  her  having 
pupils  of  her  own,  she  always  stopped  the  observa- 
tion, by  reckoning  up  all  she  had  done  in  the  day, 
and  adding,  that  she  really  could  not  undertake 
anything  more. 

The  Lowood  visit  had  no  perceptible  effect  upon 
Hester  that  I  could  discern,  and  I  blamed  myself,  at 
first,  for  my  absurd  anxieties.  There  could  be  no 
doubt,  she  said,  of  Mr.  Beresford's  intentions,  or  of 
Miss  Grant's  feelings.  Everything  said  or  done 
by  her,  she  was  certain,  had  reference  to  him,  and. 
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on  the  plea  of  their  being  cousins,  he  wrote  to  her 
every  other  day.  Her  visit  had  been  very  pleasant, 
for  Sophia  had  made  her  share  all  her  pursuits ; 
amongst  other  things,  they  had  learnt  a  great  deal  of 
poetry.  Hester  suspected  it  was  to  please  Mr. 
Beresford,  for  he  was  devoted  to  it,  and  was  con- 
stantly writing  to  Sophia  about  it. 

Mr.  Beresford,  she  added,  had  returned  two  days 
before  she  came  away,  and  on  one  of  these  days  So- 
phia had  been  obliged  to  go  out  with  Lady  Emily 
alone,  to  pay  some  visits  ;  and  Mr.  Beresford  went 
out  too,  but  became  back  before  them,  and  was  very 
kind  to  her,  and  read  aloud,  just  as  much  as  if  Sophia 
had  been  there.  I  thought,  as  I  looked  at  Hester, 
that  it  was  better  for  her  mind  to  be  teaching  little 
Kate  and  Emily  Blair  than  to  be  sitting  in  the 
drawing-room  at  Lowood,  hearing  poetry  read  aloud 
by  Mr.  Beresford  ;  and  again  the  old  anxiety  came 
over  me.  But  Hester  was  unaltered,  and  Mr. 
Beresford  was  all  but  engaged. 


CHAP.  XXXIII. 


**  When  is  the  East  Side  business  to  be  settled  ?  *' 
Aunt  Sarah  asked  me  the  question  every  time  I 
went  to  see  her,  and  so  did  Lady  Emily,  whenever 
we  were  alone,  for  upon  the  sale  of  the  East  Side 
furniture  depended  the  settlement  of  all  our  affairs. 
Mr.  Rivers  was  strong  in  his  opinion  that  it  was 
worth  more  than  the  valuation,  and  urged  us  to 
have  a  London  appraiser ;  but  it  had  been  left  en- 
tirely in  my  uncle's  hands,  and  my  mother  did  not 
like  to  do  what  would  appear  suspicious.  And, 
besides,  as  she  said,  if  the  London  man  did  not 
value  it  at  more,  there  would  be  all  his  expenses 
to  pay  and  nothing  gained. 
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Mj  uncle  put  off  the  sale  from  time  to  time,  in 
the  hope,  he  said,  that  the  house  and  furniture 
would  let  together.  But  no  offer  was  made ;  and  all 
this  time  I  felt  sure,  in  my  own  mind,  that  my 
uncle  was  reckoning  interest  against  us,  and  would, 
sooner  or  later,  bring  forward  an  increased  claim. 
He  had  paid  the  money  due  to  the  mining  com- 
pany, so  our  debt  now  was  to"  him.  What  I  wished 
was,  that  he  would  buy  the  furniture  himself  for  the 
sum  named  in  the  valuation  ;  but  he  did  not  appear 
to  like  this  notion.  The  furniture,  he  said,  would 
be  no  use  to  him, — we  must  have  patience.  I  did 
not  in  this  instance  consider  patience  to  be  a  virtue, 
and  I  talked  to  Mr.  Rivers,  and  was  persuaded,  by 
him,  to  urge  Vaughan  to  interfere ;  but  it  was  one 
of  those  interminable  family  affairs  which  can  only 
be  surpassed  by  a  suit  in  Chancery  ;  and  week  after 
week  went  on  and  nothing  was  done. 

It  was  during  this  state  of  things  that  we  re- 
ceived intelligence  of  the  increasing  illness  of  my 
aunt  Colston;  not,  however,  from  Horatia,  but 
from  my  uncle  Ralph.  He  came  to  see  us  one 
morning,  just  as  we  were  sitting  down  to  breakfast, 
and  mentioned  having  heard  it  accidentally  in  a 
letter  of  business;  he  did  not  say  from  whom; 
neither  did  he  give  us  any  reason  to  apprehend 
immediate  danger.  She  was  much  weaker,  he  said, 
than  she  had  been  before,  and  not  equal  to  seeing 
any  one — so  he  had  heard ;  and  as  she  had  been  ill 
so  long,  and  was  not  young,  such  symptoms  were  a 
cause  for  anxiety.  This  was  not  a  very  much 
worse  account  than  we  had  heard  long  before,  but  it 
frightened  my  mother,  and  made  her  write  herself, 
and  offer  to  go  up  to  London  and  be  with  her. 

The  next  day's  post  brought  intelligence  that 
aunt  Colston  was  dead !  That  was  a  very  painful 
and  bad  business.     I  would  fain  not  be  unjust,  or 

n  n 
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suspect  evil  without  proof,  but  we  had  great  cause 
for  complaint.  If  Horatia  really  kept  us  in  igno- 
rance of  my  aunt's  state,  as  she  said,  to  sare  U8 
from  increased  anxiety,  when  we  had  already  so 
much  to  bear,  it  was  a  great  error  of  judgment;  but 
I  could  never  myself  accept  that  excuse.  Such 
thoughtfulness  was  unlike  her  general  character; 
and,  moreover,  it  was  accompanied  by  misstate- 
ments which  nothing  could  justify.  When  aunt 
Colston  was  said,  some  weeks  before,  to  be  too  ill 
to  read  her  own  letters,  Caroline  offered  to  go  and 
see  her ;  but  this  was  prevented  on  the  plea  that  ex- 
citement would  be  injurious;  and  from  that  time 
we  were  told  she  was  getting  better,  and  hoped 
to  come  to  the  Cottage.  Now  and  then  messages 
were  sent  us,  full  of  delays,  but  giving  us  no  cause 
for  suspecting  that  my  aunt  was  not  at  least  recover- 
ing her  usual  state  of  health  ;  and  yet  all  this  time 
she  was,  we  found  afterwards,  rapidly  sinking. 
What  she  knew  of  us  must,  I  imagine,  have  been  as 
little  as  we  knew  of  her.  Whatever  might  have 
been  her  failings,  she  was  not  a  person  to  neglect 
my  mother,  or  act  with  wilful  injustice;  yet  she 
appeared  to  have  done  both. 

My  brothers  went  to  the  funeral.  My  uncle 
Ralph  went  also.  I  did  not  know  what  relationship 
he  claimed  to  be  entitled  to  show  this  mark  of 
respect.  When  he  returned  he  brought  back,  by 
Horatia's  request,  a  copy  of  my  aunt's  will,  and  a 
letter  in  her  own  hand-writing  addressed  to  me. 

Both  were  dated  ten  years  previously,  but  there 
was  a  postscript  to  the  letter,  added  about  a  year 
before  her  death.  I  read  the  letter  with  very  dif- 
ferent feelings  now  from  those  which  I  should  have 
had  whilst  my  aunt  was  living.  Death  softens  the 
dark  shadows  of  a  character,  and  brings  out  vividly 
its  brighter  lights.     Now,  when  aunt  Colston  could 
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no  longer  vex  me,  I  believed  that  I  had  been  often 
harsh  in  ray  judgment  of  her,  and  I  blamed  myself 
for  having  in  moments  of  pique  or  thoughtlessness 
given  occasion  for  the  very  severity  which  I  con- 
demned. Yet  the  letter  had  all  her  peculiarities. 
It  began  by  a  history  of  her  own  motives  in  coming 
to  East  Side,  narrated  in  round  sentences,  which 
might  have  been  printed  without  a  word  of  correc- 
tion. *'  It  was,"  she  said,  "  with  a  view  of  studying 
the  character  of  her  sister's  family,  in  order  to  form 
a  fair  estimate  of  the  claim  which  they  had  upon  her 
consideration.  Her  dear  child,  Horatia,  had  already 
in  those  early  days  gained  her  true  affection  ;  but, 
however  she  might  desire  to  evince  a  sense  of  her 
high  qualities,  by  treating  her  as  a  child  by  birth, 
as  well  as  by  adoption,  she  did  not  wish  to  put 
aside  the  claims  of  others  more  immediately  con- 
nected with  her.  If  we  required  and  deserved  help, 
she  had  been  quite  willing  to  give  it.  But" — then 
followed  a  description  of  what  we  were,  or  what 
aunt  Colston  believed,  and  Horatia  persuaded  her, 
we  were ;  —  a  strong  likeness,  but  grievously  cari- 
catured ;  the  result  being,  that  pur  style  of  living 
showed  that  we  were  in  no  need,  or  that  if  we 
were,  it  would  be  a  mere  waste  of  money  to  offer  it 
to  us.  Either  we  were  rich  or  we  were  extrava- 
gant ;  in  both  cases  equally  unsuited  to  participate 
in  aunt  Colston's  bounty.  She  had,  indeed,  at  one 
time,  believed  that  her  determination  would  be  dif- 
ferent. Upon  a  short  acquaintance,  she  had  hoped 
that  I  should  prove  the  exception  to  the  common 
character  of  the  family ;  but  late  events  had  proved 
my  vanity  and  instability  of  purpose ;  and  as  we 
were  not  likely  to  need  money,  except  for  the  pur- 
poses of  idle  luxury,  she  deemed  it  her  duty  to 
leave  her  fortune  in  hands  which  she  was  assured 
would  know  how  to  employ  it  rightly.     The  bulk 
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of  her  property  (about  eight  hundred  a  year)  was 
therefore  given  to  Horatia  Gray;  but,  as  a  mark  of 
sisterly  affection,  my  mother  was  to  receive  a  legacy 
of  two  hundred  pounds  ;  one  hundred  pounds  being 
also  left  to  me  as  the  fortunate  individual  who  was 
considered  to  deserve,  not  the  most  praise,  but  the 
least  blame.  The  postscript  stated  that  the  lapse 
of  nine  years  had  in  no  way  altered  my  aunt's 
opinion  as  to  the  right  disposal  of  her  property, 
especially  as  she  had  reason  to  believe,  from  ob- 
servations made  by  my  uncle  Ralph  to  Horatia,  that 
my  father  was  likely  to  leave  a  considerable  fortune 
from  some  successful  mining  speculations. 

What  a  mist  seemed  to  pass  from  my  eyes  as  I 
read  this  letter !  Horatia's  character,  her  aim,  her 
special  dislike  to  myself,  appeared,  as  if  in  a  mo- 
ment, revealed  to  me.  Doubtless  she  had  had  one 
fear  in  life  ;  that  we,  that  I,  more  particularly, 
might  come  between  her  and  my  aunt's  fortune. 
Well !  she  had  gained  her  object ;  and  I  am  thank- 
ful to  be  able  to  say  from  my  heart  that  I  did  not 
envy  her  its  attainment.  The  uppermost  thought 
in  my  mind,  when  I  laid  down  my  aunt's  letter, 
was  gratitude  for  the  mercy  which  had  sent  us 
assistance  at  the  very  time  we  most  needed  it.  My 
aunt's  legacy  would  have  been  thrown  away  if 
it  had  come  a  year  sooner ;  now  it  would  enable 
us  to  look  forward  for  many  months  without  un- 
easiness. 

As  to  my  uncle's  false  statement  of  our  prospects, 
it  perfectly  bewildered  me.  What  motive  could  he 
have  had  for  it  ?  Yet  it  was  only  hearsay,  and  I 
tried  to  believe  that  Horatia  might  have  misunder- 
stood him.  My  mother's  first  feeling,  when  I 
showed  her  the  will  and  the  letter,  was  like  my 
own,  —  gratitude  to  God.  Wounded  sisterly  af- 
fection and  regret  for  us  followed.     Not  that  she 
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was  disappointed  ;  that  could  not  be  when  she  had 
never  expected  anything;  yet  it  was  very  tan- 
talizing to  think  that,  but  for  prejudice  and  mis- 
representation, we  might  now  have  been  beyond 
the  reach  of  pressing  care. 

But  aunt  Sarah  set  that  feeling  right  both  for  her 
and  for  me.  "People's  faults,"  she  said,  "are  their 
own,  but  their  consequences  are  God's.  Not  all 
the  prejudice  in  the  world  could  have  kept  you 
from  money,  if  it  had  been  His  will  that  you  should 
have  it.  And  remember,  Sally,  that  poverty  teaches 
faith,  and  faith  is  a  mine  of  wealth,  which  no  one 
has  ever  yet  got  to  the  bottom  of." 

Dear  aunt  Sarah !  her  words  come  to  my  remem- 
brance all  the  more  frequently,  as  I  feel  how  soon 
there  will  be  none  to  recal. 

Her  infirmities  were  rapidly  gaining  ground 
upon  her,  but  her  powers  of  mind  were  astonish- 
ing, and  I  even  fancied  that  her  perceptions  grew 
more  keen  as  her  physical  strength  decayed.  For 
her  sake  I  was  quite  satisfied  to  be  living  in  Cars- 
dale.  I  saw  her  every  day ;  it  was  my  rest  when 
my  pupils  were  gone  ;  and  my  mother  saw  her  also. 
Aunt  Sarah  was  the  only  person  whose  house  she 
could  be  persuaded  to  enter ;  and  I  pleased  myself 
with  thinking  that  they  were  learning  to  know  and 
estimate  each  other  better  than  they  had  ever  done 
before.  We  had  a  year  of  quietness,  if  not  of  happi- 
ness, after  that  stormy  period  which  succeeded  my 
father's  death ;  yet  interrupted,  as  regarded  my- 
self, by  a  circumstance  which,  if  it  had  occurred  a 
few  years  before,  might  have  changed  the  whole 
current  of  my  life.  After  we  had  been  in  Carsdale 
about  three  months  I  received  an  offer  of  marriage 
from  a  clergyman,  living  in  the  neighbourhood, 
whom  I  had  frequently  met  at  Lowood.  He  was  a 
person   whom   I   thoroughly  esteemed,  and  liked, 
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personally,  more  than  any  one  I  had  ever  seen. 
If  we  had  met  when  we  were  respectively  twenty 
and  thirty,  instead  of  nearly  thirty  and  forty,  I 
might  probably  have  given  him  a  still  warmer 
feeling.  As  it  was^  I  will  not  pretend  to  say  that 
the  necessity  of  refusing  did  not  give  me  a  great 
pang.  But  to  leave  my  mother  and  sisters  was 
impossible;  and  he  was  not  rich  enough  to  offer 
them  a  home,  or  give  them,  indeed,  any  assistance. 
If  we  had  married  we  must  have  lived  for  our- 
selves alone.  He  offered  to  consider  it  an  engage- 
ment, and  wait  the  course  of  events.  But  this 
I  decidedly  objected  to.  He  was  not  young,  and  I 
was  sure,  from  my  knowledge  of  his  character,  that 
it  would  be  for  his  happiness  to  marry  at  once, 
I  esteemed  him  all  the  more  for  seeing,  as  I  did, 
that  my  prior  duty  was  to  my  own  family,  and  for 
giving  me  help  to  bear  the  sacrifice  I  was  making, 
rather  than  in  urging  his  owp  feelings  against  it. 
That  shows,  I  suppose,  that  he  was  not  desperately 
in  love,  as  people  call  it ;  but  I  felt  myself  that  the 
feeling  was  much  more  sterling  than  the  affection 
which  can  think  only  of  its  own  gratification. 

There  was  a  curious  mixture  of  sadness  and  re- 
lief in  my  mind  when  the  affair  was  quite  at  an 
end,  and  he  had  left  the  neighbourhood,  as  he  did 
almost  immediately.  My  spirits  had  been  so  worn, 
that  I  actually  dreaded  the  thought  of  any  change, 
even  though  it  might  be  for  happiness.  I  felt  as  if 
I  had  not  the  power  of  beginning  life  again,  —  as 
if  it  would  be,  in  a  certain  way,  going  backwards, 
creating  interests  for  this  world,  when  all  my  object, 
hitherto,  had  been  to  loosen  them.  And  yet  it  was 
very  pleasant  to  think  of  resting  upon  another,  in- 
stead of  depending  upon  oneself;  and  the  idea  of  an 
affection  exclusively  one's  own  was  more  tempting 
than  words  can  tell.     I  did  not  wonder  at  persons 
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wishing  to  be  married ;  but  the  day-dream  was  kept 
under,  and  nothing  was  said  by  me,  to  any  one,  of 
the  circumstances  which  led  to  it,  and,  in  time,  it 
ceased  to  give  me  pain. 

He  went  to  Australia  directly  afterwards,  and 
married  the  following  year.  He  has  probably 
never  heard  of  me  since,  but  I  often  see  his  name 
mentioned  as  one  of  the  most  hard-working  of  the 
Australian  clergy,  and  it  soothes  me  to  think  that 
the  only  feeling  approaching  to  love,  which  I  ever 
bestowed  upon  any  man  not  of  my  own  family, 
was  given  to  one  deserving  of  it. 

That  was  the  only  very  important  event  in  my 
life  which  I  ever  kept  from  aunt  Sarah.  It  was 
not  that  I  feared  she  might  disapprove  my  decision, 
but  I  wished  to  spare  her  unnecessary  pain,  for  she 
was  extremely  fond  of  me,  and  it  would  have  been 
hard  for  her  to  bear  the  thought  that  I  had  lost  a  pro- 
spect of  happiness.  It  was  just  possible,  also,  though 
I  did  not  think  it  probable,  that  she  might  have 
tried  to  induce  Caroline  to  come  forward  more 
largely  with  assistance,  and  then  the  whole  thing 
would  become  known  to  my  mother,  which  was 
what  I  e8j)ecially  wished  to  avoid;  so  I  kept  my 
secret  in  my  own  breast.  Yet  I  own  I  was  a  little 
galled,  for  the  moment,  by  hearing  the  next  week 
that  Reginald's  salary  had  been  raised,  and  that  he 
was  therefore  at  liberty  to  look  out  for  a  wife. 
Notwithstanding  all  that  had  been  done,  the  family 
burden  did  not  fall  quite  equally.  However,  that 
was  not  a  thought  to  be  encouraged ;  and  besides, 
even  if  my  sisters  had  been  provided  for,  it  would 
have  made  my  mother  wretched  to  part  from  me. 

One  other  circumstance  I  must  mention  as  occur- 
ring about  the  same  time, — an  offer  made  by  Mr. 
Rivers  for  the  purchase  of  East  Side,  which,  to  our 
excessivQ  surprise,  was  refused,  because  my  uncle 
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wished  to  have  the  place  and  the  furniture  himself. 
And  nothing  had  been  said  to  us  before,  but  we  had 
been  led  to  believe  that  my  uncle's  cliief  anxiety 
was,  like  ours,  to  find  a  purchaser,  or,  at  least,  a 
tenant!  My  mother  was  really  indignant,  and 
begged  to  know  how  long  my  uncle  had  made  up 
his  mind  upon  the  subject.  But,  as  usual,  there 
were  no  tangible  causes  for  offence.  There  had  been 
some  little  difficulties  in  the  way,  we  were  told,  and 
until  they  were  put  aside,  it  seemed  better  not  to 
talk  about  it.  He  took  it  for  granted  that  we 
should  part  with  the  furniture  for  the  sum  at  whicli 
it  had  been  valued.  My  mother  acquiesced ;  it 
seemed  that  there  was  nothing  else  to  be  done ; 
but  we  found,  some  time  afterwards,  that  Mr. 
Rivers  would  have  taken  the  farming  stock  separ- 
ately, and  have  given  fifty  pounds  more  for  it  than 
my  uncle  offered.  I  asked  Lady  Emily  why  appli- 
cation had  not  at  once  been  made  to  my  mother ; 
but  she  said  that  Mr.  Rivers  thought  it  could  be  of 
no  use,  as  he  was  assured,  when  talking  to  Mr. 
Hale,  the  lawyer,  to  whom  my  uncle  had  referred 
him,  that  Mr.  Mortimer  had  completed  the  purchase 
of  the  whole.  That  was  a  loss  of  fifty  pounds  to 
us ;  and,  moreover,  my  uncle  laid  claim  to  an  inter- 
est of  five  per  cent,  upon  our  debt  from  the  time  of 
my  father's  death  till  the  day  that  the  sale  was 
completed,  which  swallowed  up  the  small  surplus 
that  would  otherwise  have  been  left. 

It  would  be  hard  to  say  how  intensely  bitter  were 
the  feelings  sometimes  excited  upon  these  subjects. 
I  could  have  forgiven  far  more  easily,  if  my  uncle 
had  been  openly  dishonourable.  It  used  to  worry  me 
very  much  to  know  whether  I  really  was  in  charity 
with  him  ;  but  aunt  Sarah  made  my  mind  easy  by 
telling  me  not  to  try  an^  rake  out  my  feelings  and 
look  at  them,  but  to  judge  myself  by  acts-^whether  I 
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checked  myself  in  thinking  and  talking  upon  these 
causes  of  offence ;  if  I  did  that,  the  feeling  would  be 
kept  down,  and  I  should  find  that  I  was  quite  ready, 
when  occasion  required,  to  do  my  uncle  a  kindness. 
As  for  endeavouring  to  think  that  wrong  was  not 
wrong,  I  might  just  as  well  endeavour  to  persuade 
myself  that  the  sun  was  black. 

One  of  our  greatest  comforts  all  this  time  was  in 
having  Herbert  settled  so  near  us.  His  life  at  Mr. 
Harrison's  was  not  perfect  happiness,  but  jthere  was 
nothing  which  could  not  well  be  borne,  and  he  was 
cheerful  and  hopeful,  and,  for  the  present,  whilst 
his  friend  Mr.  Malcolm  remained  in  Carsdale,  I 
was  sure  he  would  have  no  wish  to  leave  the  place. 
We  saw  a  good  deal  of  them  both  upon  the  whole : 
Herbert's  half  holidays  were  always  spent  with  us; 
and  then  Mr.  Malcolm  was  asked  to  drink  tea;  and 
they  often  came  to  us  on  a  Sunday  evening.  Their 
society  enlivened  my  mother,  and  was  very  agree- 
able to  me.  Mr.  Malcolm  was  a  person  whom  no 
one  could  be  with,  and  not  derive  benefit,  if  it  were 
only  from  the  effect  of  his  exceeding  earnestness  of 
purpose.  But  he  was  a  very  thoughtful  person  also, 
and  many  of  his  ideas  were  new  and  interesting. 
I  did  not  always  agree  with  them,  especially  on  our 
first  acquaintance,  and  we  often  had  arguments  upon 
abstract  questions;  but  even  if  occasionally  I  fancied 
that  I  came  off  the  conqueror,  I  was  still  impressed 
with  my  antagonist's  quickness  of  perception  and 
powers  of  clear  reasoning.  What,  I  think,  he  chiefly 
wanted,  was  an  acquaintance  with  common  life  and 
common  modes  of  thought.  He  had  lived  in  the  at- 
mosphere of  a  college  till  he  insensibly  reasoned  as 
if  all  the  world  was  a  college  also;  but  a  little  inter- 
course with  general  society  would  soon  correct  this. 
And  he  had  the  best  possible  ingredient  for  the  for- 
mation of  a  superior  character  ;  he  was  thoroughly 
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humble,  and,  to  my  great  satisfaction,  never  talked 
of  himself.  Yet  he  did  more  than  I  could  have 
supposed  it  possible  for  any  one  man  to  do.  Mr. 
Benson  was  now  so  old,  that  the  whole  care  of  the 
parish  devolved  upon  the  curate,  and  he  worked  in- 
defatigably.  The  Carsdale  people  woke,  as  it  were, 
from  a  long  sleep,*  and,  for  the  first  time  in  their 
lives,  began  to  perceive  that  the  Church  was  a  real 
and  active  power,  capable  of  enormous  influence, 
and  clainjing  peculiar  privileges.  They  did  not 
quite  like  their  new  state  of  consciousness ;  it  in- 
terfered with  their  former  habits,  and  made  them 
uneasy,  and  Mr.  Malcolm  was  for  some  time  very 
unpopular.  But  the  most  inveterate  prejudice 
could  not  have  withstood  his  practical  goodness, 
and  even  the  Dissenters  were  forced  to  confess  that 
the  curate  was  "  a  true  Christian."  It  would  take 
a  long  time  to  trace  the  effect  of  his  opinions  upon 
the  persons  who  came  within  their  reach.  They 
certainly  had  a  great  influence  upon  me,  though  I 
did  argue  and  find  fault  with  him.  They  made 
me  study,  and  think  of  religion  in  a  way  which  I 
had  never  done  before,  —  controversially,  I  sup- 
pose I  must  call  it ;  yet  the  result  was  decidedly 
practical.  Many  of  the  old  difficulties  which  had 
harassed  me  in  the  early  days  of  my  intercourse  at 
Lowood, — questions  which  Miss  Warner  used  to 
bring  forward,  and  speculations  as  to  the  real  errors 
of  Dissent,  were  now  made  clear  to  me.  I  had 
always  been  a  Church  person  from  taste,  now  1  was 
one  from  principle,  and  I  could  feel  an  essential 
difference  in  my  own  mind  in  consequence.  My 
thoughts  were  carried  away  from  myself.  I 
had  interests  and  sympathies  beyond  the  sphere  of 
my  own  immediate  circle,  and  I  lost  much  of  the 
fear  of  loneliness  and  isolation  which  had  before  oc- 
casionally depressed  me  when  looking  forward  to  the 
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future.  These  were  external  blessings ;  the  inter- 
nal cannot  now  be  spoken  of.  Sometimes  Church 
subjects  were  discussed  at  Lowood,  when  I  went 
there  from  Saturday  till  Monday;  and  I  confess 
that  my  opinion  of  Mr.  Malcolm's  sense  was  strength- 
ened by  finding  that  his  opinions  were  those  upon 
which  Mr.  Rivers  had  been  acting  all  his  life, 
though  Lady  Emily  confessed  to  me  that  she  had 
never  thoroughly  understood  them  before. 

With  aunt  Sarah  I  was  never  controversial. 
"  There  are  stirring  days  coming,  Sally,"  she  would 
say  to  me ;  "  God  show  you  all  the  right  way.  For 
me  there  is  but  one  way,  —  to  say  my  prayers  and 
be  kind  to  my  neighbours,  and  wait  for  death. 
Nevertheless,  that  young  Mr.  Malcolm  is  a  good 
man." 

And  Mr.  Malcolm  would  marry  Hester !  —  that, 
of  course,  was  in  my  mind,  if  it  was  not  in  his.  I 
do  not  say  that  it  was  not ;  that  is,  I  did  not  do 
any  thing  to  excite  or  encourage  a  feeling  on  his 
part,  but  I  owned  to  myself  that  I  did  wish  it  might 
come  naturally.  I  suppose  no  person,  situated  as  I 
was,  could  have  helped  wishing  it.  Very  young, 
very  lovely,  very  impulsive,  Hester  was  just  the  per- 
son for  whom  one  might^magine  that  a  happy  mar- 
riage was  the  event  above  all  to  be  desired.  If  she 
could  like  Mr.  Malcolm,  and  if  Mr.  Malcolm  could 
like  her,  and  if  he  could  have  a  living,  then  I  should 
be  thankful ;  but  I  saw  no  signs  of  any  of  these 
circumstances  as  yet,  and  in  the  mean  time  I  waited 
contentedly,  being  quite  sure  that  the  ordering  of 
events  was  in  the  hands  of  One  who  loved  my 
darling  far  better  and  far  more  wisely  than  I  did. 
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CHAP,  xxxrv. 

The  winter  passed  quickly,  and  the  spring  came, 
with  its  soft  breezes  and  blue  skies,  —  spring  such 
as  it  used  to  be  twenty  years  ago.  I  sighed  the  more 
for  the  green  meadows  and  open  common  at  East 
Side,  because  my  dear  mother  felt  the  oppression 
of  our  small  house  and  the  atmosphere  of  a  town ; 
and  I  began  to  understand,  what  I  never  would  be- 
lieve as  a  child,  that,  unless  the  world  is  very 
bright,  autumn  and  winter  are  less  trying  to  the 
spirits  than  spring  and  summer. 

I  wondered  why  East  Side  was  unoccupied ;  I 
was  so  fond  of  the  place,  that  it  seemed  wonder- 
ful it  should  not  attract  everybody.  But  it  was 
not  let,  and  we  did  not  understand  that  it  was 
likely  to  be.  My  uncle  had  it  kept  in  beautiful 
order,  and  I  heard  that  the  early  vegetables  were 
the  best  in  Carsdale  market ;  but  none  were  sent  to 
us.  Happily  we  did  not  miss  them,  for  we  were 
constantly  supplied  from  Lowood.  Clifton  Cottage 
also  was  kept  up  well ;  from  time  to  time  it  was 
said  that  Horatia  Gray  was  coming  to  reside  there, 
but  I  did  not  think  it  likely.  Now  that  she  had 
money  and  freedom,  I  fancied  she  would  be  anxious 
to  go  to  some  gayer  place.  We  did  not  hear  much 
from  herself  personally,  but  my  uncle  occasionally 
gave  us  notice  of  her  movements.  Perhaps  I  did 
not  think  she  would  come,  because  I  did  not  wish 
it.  I  dreaded  meeting  her  above  all  things,  for  I 
felt  that  her  presence  would  excite  so  many  wrong 
feelings. 

My  pupils  had  holidays  for  five  weeks  in  the 
summer,  and  Lady  Emily  tried  to  persuade  me  to 
spend  a  portion  of  the  time  at  Lowood.  I  refused 
at  first,  for  I  did  not  like  to  leave  my  mother,  but  I 
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was  not  feeling  well,  and  wanted  change,  and  at 
length  I  consented  to  go.  If  I  had  been  easy  about 
my  home,  I  should  have  enjoyed  the  idea,  but  I 
feared  at  first  that  I  might  be  much  wanted. 
Joanna  was  very  trying  to  us  all  at  times;  slie 
was  still  so  fretful  and  restless.  More  than  a  year 
had  passed  since  we  began  our  new  life,  and  we 
were  not  at  all  nearer  the  point  of  persuading  her 
really  to  exert  herself.  I  had  heard  from  several 
persons  that  they  would  be  thankful  to  send  their 
children  to  us  for  music  lessons,  but  Joanna  still 
asserted  that  she  had  no  time  to  bestow  upon  them. 
She  could  consent  to  work,  as  she  called  it,  for  me, 
but  she  could  not  make  up  her  mind  to  own  that 
she  was  bound  to  work  for  herself.  It  was  too 
great  a  humiliation ;  yet  she  could  see  no  humilia- 
tion in  giving  pain,  and  adding  to  the  burden  of  those 
who  were  already  too  often  sinking  under  care.  The 
effect  of  thus  wilfully  shutting  her  eyes  to  her 
duties  was  exceedingly  distressing.  She  was  quite 
aware  that  it  was  wrong,  and  the  consciousness 
made  her  so  unhappy,  that  she  would  sit  in  her  own 
room  and  cry,  as  if  she  was  the  most  miserable 
being  on  the  face  of  the  earth  ;  all  the  time  deluding 
herself  by  laying  the  blame  of  her  depression  upon 
the  change  in  our  circumstances.  It  grieved  me 
very  much,  I  cannot  say  how  much,  to  see  day  after 
day  passing  from  her,  and  laying  up  an  arrear  of 
neglected  duty  which  would  surely,  sooner  or  later, 
rise  up  against  her.  It  was  wretchedness  for  this 
world  as  well  as  for  the  next ;  for  she  could  find  no 
enjoyment  in  the  little  incidents  which  were  a 
relief  to  us,  all  her  wishes  being  fixed  upon  impos- 
sibilities. We  kept  a  great  deal  of  this  from  my 
mother  ;  but  if  it  had  not  been  for  Hester,  I  really 
do  not  know  how  I  should  have  borne  it. 

But  I  was  to  go  to  Lowood  and  forget  all  trou- 
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bles,  and  Hester  promised  to  make  my  mother 
happy.  Herbert  had  holidays  also,  and  waa  able  to 
devote  himself  to  her,  and  promised  to  bring  Mr. 
Malcolm  frequently  ;  and  Joanna  was  engaged  to 
spend  a  few  days  with  Mrs.  Blair.  And  when  these 
arrangements  were  made,  I  hoped  all  might  go  well, 
and  set  off  for  Lowood  with  that  feeling  of  satisfac* 
tion  which  only  those  can  enjoy  who  live  under  a 
constant  pressure  of  work  and  home  cares. 

We  were  to  drive  out  by  East  Side.  It  was  my 
own  wish.  I  had  actually  never  before  summoned 
courage  to  visit  it  since  we  left  it.  The  evening 
was  lovely ;  a  few  white  clouds  flickering  across 
the  sky,  and  giving  the  most  exquisite  effects  of 
light  and  shade  to  the  distant  view.  The  folii^e  of 
that  year  was  a  peculiarly  rich  green,  for  we  had 
had  rather  a  wet  spring,  and  the  summer  had  burst 
upon  us,  as  it  were,  suddenly,  and  there  had  been 
no  time  for  dust  or  the  effects  of  a  scorching  sun. 
I  thought  I  had  never  seen  East  Side  look  more  in- 
viting. The  lawn  had  been  newly  mown,  and  the 
flowers  were  coming  into  perfection,  and  the  place 
looked  thoroughly  cared  for ;  the  fences  having  been 
well  trimmed,  and  the  gates  freshly  painted.  I  waa 
almost  faint  with  the  sinking  of  the  heart  which 
came  over  me,  when  we  left  the  carriage  to  walk  up 
to  the  house.  Lady  Emily,  who  was  with  me,  hesi- 
tated about  accompanying  me,  but  there  was  no 
feeling  which  I  could  not  share  with  her,  and  she 
drew  my  arm  within  hers,  and  we  went  on  together. 

Most  painfully  beautiful  it  all  was, —  so  calm,  and 
quiet,  and  free,  —  the  air  loaded  with  delicious 
scents,  the  birds  singing  gaily,  the  cattle  feeding  in 
the  meadows  before  the  house,  and,  in  the  distance, 
the  misty  town,  and  the  river  flowing  on  its  noise- 
less course.  We  stood  in  silence,  gazing  at  the 
view  from  the  porch,  till  at  length  I  turned  away, 
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saying,  "  One  does  oneself  no  good  by  regret,  and  it 
is  wrong."  "  Yes,  wrong  to  regret,"  said  Lady 
Emily;  "  but  not  wrong  to  hope ;  and  the  happiness 
that  is  past  is,  we  know,  only  the  prophecy  of  hap- 
piness to  come."  I  looked  again  at  the  view  with  a 
different  eye,  and  remembered  that  beauty  is,  of  all 
things,  the  type  and  earnest  of  Heaven ;  and  my 
heart  was  comforted.  We  walked  round  the  house. 
I  found  myself  recalling,  in  the  most  minute  par- 
ticulars, the  circumstances  which  had  attended  my 
last  sad  arrival  at  home  on  the  day  of  my  father's 
death ;  and  I  went  round  to  the  back  door  alone, 
and  stood  there  as  I  had  then  stood,  and  fancied  I 
heard  Nurse's  exclamation  of  surprise,  and  the  fatal 
information  which  had  taken  from  me  my  last  hope. 
It  was  all  horribly  real  to  me  again  ;  yet  the  impulse 
to  give  myself  pain  was  irresistible.  The  back 
door  was  left  a  little  ajar,  and  I  entered  the  house. 
The  woman  who  had  charge  of  the  place  was  not 
in  the  way,  and  I  went  on  along  the  old  familiar 
passage,  and  through  the  swing  door,  till  I  stood  in 
the  entrance-hall.  Then  I  heard  the  sound  of 
voices  near,  but  I  supposed  it  to  be  Lady  Emily 
speaking  to  the  gardener,  and  without  hesitation  I 
proceeded  to  the  drawing-room.  As  I  threw  open 
the  door  I  saw  a  gentleman  and  lady  seated  on  a 
sofa  by  the  window,  and  recognised  my  uncle  Ralph 
and  Horatia  Gray. 

I  must  have  looked  thunderstruck.  I  know  I 
did  not  speak ;  and  I  know,  also,  that  Horatia 
blushed ;  —  the  first  blush  I  had  ever  seen  upon 
her  cheek.  I  do  not  think  even  then  that  I  quite 
understood  what  the  circumstance  implied.  "  This 
is  a  very  unexpected  pleasure,  my  dear  niece,"  said 
my  uncle;  **very  unexpected,  indeed."  "Unex- 
pected on  all  sides,"  exclaimed  Horatia :  "  Sarah 

would  as  soon  have  thought  of  seeing  the  Great 
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Mogul  here  as  me."  '^  Tes,  indeed,"  I  said,  making 
an  effort  to  recorer  mjself;  "you  have  certainly 
taken  us  all  by  surprise."  **  A  very  agreeable  sur- 
prise,** said  my  uncle,  with  a  smile  and  a  bow, 
which  made  my  blood  curdle.  "I  came  to  the 
cottage  this  afternoon,"  continued  Horatia,  in  her 
usual  off-hand  way ;  "  and  as  Mr.  Mortimer  and  I 
had  a  little  business  to  transact,  he  was  kind  enough 
to  meet  me  there,  and  we  just  strolled  up  to  East 
Side  together.  It  is  a  pleasure  to  see  the  old  place 
again."  "  A  pleasure  we  shall  often  enjoy,  I  trust," 
said  my  uncle,  "  and  we  shall  be  glad  to  see  our 
friends  also."  We  !  I  looked  from  one  to  the  other 
for  an  explanation.  Horatia  threw  open  the  win- 
dow, and  declared  it  was  intensely  hot.  My  uncle 
cleared  his  throat,  began  a  speech  and  stopped,  and 
then,  to  my  consternation,  putting  his  hand  upon 
Horatia's  shoulder,  said,  "  My  dear,  you  must  assist 
me ;  we  must  together  claim  your  cousin  Sarah's 
congratulations  for  the  future  Mrs.  Ealph  Mor- 
t  imer." 

The  furniture  of  the  room,  the  pictures,  the 
people,  seemed  to  swim  before  my  eyes.  I  sat 
down,  and  actually  gasped  for  breath.  Horatia 
gave  me  no  time  to  reply.  She  came  forward  and 
kissed  me,  and  laughed  as  only  Horatia  Gray  could 
laugh.  ^  An  astounding  event,  is  it  not,  my  poor 
Sarah  ?  To  think  of  your  old  cousin  Horatia  being 
engaged  to  be  married!  I  declare  I  don't  quite 
believe  it  myself;  but  one  never  knows  what  foolish 
things  one  shall  be  tempted  to  do  in  one's  life.*' 
"  Not  foolish,  but  very  wise,"  said  my  uncle ;  "  at 
least  in  the  opinion  of  one  most  fortunate  indivi- 
dual; "  and  again  his  smile  was  so  extremely  dis- 
tasteful to  me,  that  I  was  tempted  to  jump  up  and 
run  away.  Yet  I  felt  that  I  must  command  myself, 
and  say  somethingy  and  I  mi 
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although  I  was  naturally  enough  surprised,  yet  I 
trusted  such  an  event  might  be  for  their  mutual 
happiness.  ''And  the  happiness  of  others  also, 
we  trust,'*  said  my  uncle ;  "  for  we  have  a  little 
plan  which  I  think  must  be  generally  approved." 
He  paused.  "  You  will  come  and  see  us  here,  dear 
Sarah,  won't  you  ?  "  said  Horatia.  "  Here  I  do  you 
mean  ?  Are  you  going  to  live  at  East  Side  ?  "  I 
exclaimed,  the  whole  extent  of  the  evil,  if  such  it 
might  be  called,  flashing  upon  me  suddenly.  "  Well, 
we  think  of  it,"  said  my  uncle ;  "  we  think,  upon  the 
whole,  it  would  be  most  desirable.  It  is  rather  far 
from  Carsdale,  but  I  hope  I  can  manage  to  make 
my  arrangements  so  as  not  to  render  it  a  great  in- 
convenience ;  and  dear  Horatia  is  so  fond  of  the 
country ;  and,  in  fact,  we  thought  that  for  every 
one  —  your  poor  dear  mother,  and  every  one  —  it 
would  be  a  comfort ;  so  we  have  been  talking  it 
over,  and  I  think  we  shall  manage  it, — I  think  you 
may  reckon  upon  it."  "  You  don't  say  anything, 
Sarah,"  said  Horatia ;  "  do  you  disapprove  ?  "  No,  I 
did  not  say  anything ;  I  felt  that  I  had  no  right  to 
disapprove, — yet  the  idea  was  odious  to  me.  "  It  is 
not  a  question  for  me  to  decide,"  I  replied,  when  I 
could  trust  myself  to  speak ;  *'  it  must  depend  upon 
your  own  convenience.  As  regards  my  mother,  I 
fear  it  can  be  of  little  consequence  to  her  into  whose 
hands  the  place  passes."  And,  as  I  said  this,  I 
stood  up  to  go.  "  Ah !  well,  we  shall  get  over  all 
that  old  feeling,"  exclaimed  Horatia ;  "  Ralph  and 
I  have  talked  it  well  over."  I  felt  myself  biting  my 
lips  with  irritation.  "  Yes,"  said  my  uncle,  "  with 
dear  Horatia's  kind  thoughtfulness,  I  have  every 
hope  that  we  shall  prevail  upon  your  poor  mother 
to  overcome  these  little  regrets."  I  held  out  my 
hand  to  take  leave.  "  Good-b'ye,  uncle  Ralph,"  I 
said,  "  unconsciously  laying  a  stress  upon  the  word 
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uncle.  Horatia's  laugh  again  echoed  through  the 
room.  **  Why,  Sarah,  I  shall  be  your  aunt,  I  de- 
clare !  I  never  thought  of  it  before.  Aunt  Horatia! 
—  how  will  it  sound  ?  "  "  Very  strange."  I  said 
the  words  from  my  heart,  and  hurried  away. 

Oh  I  the  unspeakable  relief  of  being  alone !  —  in 
the  free  air  —  with  the  unsullied  loveliness  of  na- 
ture—  beneath  the  purity  of  an  unclouded  sky! 
I  waited  for  a  few  moments  under  the  beech-tree 
by  the  entrance  of  the  shrubbery,  to  collect  my 
thoughts,  and  then  rejoined  Lady  Emily,  who  was 
walking  up  and  down  near  the  carriage. 

"  I  thought  you  were  lost,"  she  began ;  but  a 
glance  at  my  countenance  showed  her  that  some- 
thing was  amiss.  She  fancied  I  was  ill,  and  en- 
treated me  to  get  into  the  carriage.  But  I  could 
not  hear  of  that,  —  I  was  full  of  one  idea,  that  I 
must  return  to  Carsdale.  I  could  not  leave  my 
mother  to  hear  the  news  by  accident,  or  when  I  was 
not  present. 

Lady  Emily's  annoyance,  when  I  told  her  of  my 
interview,  was  more  openly  betrayed  than  she 
wished.  My  uncle  was  too  nearly  related  to  me  to 
admit  of  a  free  expression  of  her  feelings ;  but  they 
escaped  from  her  involuntarily.  All  that  she  said 
of  Horatia  was,  "  She  has  manoeuvred  cleverly,  yet 
not  as  I  should  have  expected."  Lady  Emily  did 
not  know  her  as  I  did  ;  she  did  not  understand  how 
little  Horatia  was  called  upon  to  sacrifice.  Cold, 
selfish,  domineering,  with  a  very  large  portion  of 
worldly  wisdom,  she  had  calculated  her  chances  of 
happiness  well  for  this  life.  My  uncle  would  be 
her  slave,  —  a  younger  man  might  have  been  her 
master ;  and,  as  mistress  of  East  Side,  she  would 
have  what  we  once  possessed  and  had  lost.  Even 
Horatia  herself  would  not,  I  suspect,  have  acknow- 
ledged how  large  an  ingredient  in  her  satisfaction 
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was  the  thought  of  triumphing  over  those  whom 
she  had  once  looked  upon  as  rivals. 


CHAP.  XXXV. 


If  it  had  been  possible  to  feel  amusement  upon 
such  a  subject  it  would  have  been  absurd  to  watch 
how  soon  the  subject  of  mj  uncle's  engagement 
with  Horatia  became  the  one  absorbing  topic  of 
interest  in  Carsdale  and  its  neighbourhood.  The 
remarks  made  upon  it  came  to  us  partly  through 
Mrs.  Blair,  partly  through  Miss  Cleveland^  who  still 
paid  us  occasional  visits,  and  was  as  merry  and 
good-natured,  and  in  appearance^  as  young  as  ever. 
One  was  the  purveyor  of  news  for  the  town,  the 
other  for  the  country.  Strange,  wonderful,  ludi- 
crous, were  all  epithets  applied  to  the  projected 
marriage  ;  but  these  soon  toned  down ;  —  people's 
minds  became  accustomed  to  the  idea  of  Mr.  Ralph 
Mortimer  a  married  man,  and  they  began  to  per- 
ceive that  it  was  really  the  best  thing  that  could  be 
done,  —  an  old  bachelor's  life  was  so  melancholy, 
and  Miss  Gray  was  not  so  young  herself,  and  she 
would  prove  an  admirable  manager,  and  really  be 
an  acquisition  in  the  neighbourhood,  for  she  was 
very  clever,  and  always  made  herself  agreeable. 
As  to  their  living  at  East  Side,  there  could  be  but 
one  opinion  upon  that  point ;  it  was  unquestion- 
ably the  best  possible  arrangement,  and  no  doubt 
Mr.  Mortimer  had  always  contemplated  it,  and 
that  was  the  reason  he  had  so  long  delayed  trying 
to  let  it.  So  clever  of  him,  and  so  cunning  too, 
not  to  mention  a  word  of  his  secret  to  any  one !  — 
though  all  the  world  were  wondering  what  he  was 
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at.  It  was,  indeed,  a  matter  of  general  congratu- 
lation tliat  East  Side  was  still  to  be  inhabited  by 
one  of  the  family. 

Oh  dear !  I  wished  the  world  would  give  up 
congratulations  upon  subjects  it  knew  nothing 
about !  — marriages  especially. 

My  dear  mother  was  more  patient  a  great  deal 
than  I  was.  Perhaps  I  may  add,  as  a  little  excuse 
for  myself,  that  she  was  not  quite  so  much  tried, 
for  she  was  able  to  keep  to  her  room,  and  decline 
seeing  visitors,  whereas  I  was  obliged  to  receive 
everyone.  But  I  must  also  do  Horatia  the  justice 
to  say,  that,  as  far  as  my  mother  was  concerned^ 
she  behaved  very  well.  If  she  had  the  smallest 
feeling  for  any  of  us  it  was  for  her ;  and  my  mother's 
calm  ftice  and  widow's  dress  must  have  procured 
for  her  outward  respect,  even  from  a  person  quite 
devoid  of  ordinary  tact,  which  certainly  was  not 
the  case  with  Horatia.  But  when  alone  with  us  — 
and  she  made  it  a  point  of  professed  kindness 
to  call  whenever  she  could  —  the  triumphant  spirit 
showed  itself  without  restraint.  The  projected  im- 
provements at  East  Side  —  the  press  of  business  — 
the  flattering  congratulations  —  we  were  deluged 
with  them.  It  was  "  dear  Ealph  and  myself,"— and 
"  our  garden," — and  "  our  greenhouse," — and  "  our 
farm," — and  even  "  our  poor  people  " — and  "  our 
school," — for  Horatia  was  taking  up  the  useful 
and  benevolent  line,  as  befitting  her  new  position, 
and,  of  course,  schools  and  poor  people  came  first 
on  the  list  of  duties. 

No  wonder  the  Carsdale  world  praised  her ;  no 
wonder  it  was  said  to  me,  five  times  in  the  course 
of  one  week,  that  the  future  Mrs.  Ralph  Mortimer 
was  a  charming  woman.  I  do  not  know  what  I 
might  not  have  been  induced  to  say  myself  at  last 
from  hearing  it  so  often  repeated,  if  Horatia  had 
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not  taken  such  a  deep  interest  in  the  welfare  of  my 
pupils,  and  insisted  upon  sending  us  presents  from 
East  Side. 

''A  basket  of  vegetables,  ma'am,  with  Miss 
Gray's  compliments."  **  Some  flowers,  ma'am, 
from  East  Side."  "  Miss  Gray's  love,  and  she  has 
sent  Miss  Hester  the  cuttings  she  promised."  The 
messages  were  daily;  and  what  could  one  do  but  be 
grateful  ?  only  that,  as  aunt  Sarah  said,  "  the 
woman  had  no  business  to  give  away,  as  her  own, 
things  which  did  not  yet  belong  to  her." 

The  marriage  was  not  to  take  place  for  some 
weeks.  If  my  own  pleasure  had  been  consulted,  it 
should  have  been  immediate.  All  I  longed  for  was 
to  have  it  over,  and  be  saved  the  annoyance  of  pre- 
paration, and  the  dread  which  was  always  hanging 
over  me  of  being  asked  to  be  bridesmaid.  Clifton 
Cottage  was  to  be  finally  disposed  of  after  Hora- 
tia's  marriage ;  and,  in  the  meantime,  a  great  deal 
of  the  best  furniture  was  removed  to  East  Side. 
This  involved  some  more  little  presents, — old  stray 
tables  and  chairs,  which  would  have  been  a  desight 
at  East  Side,  but  were  offered  to  us  as  perfect  trea- 
sures. Amongst  them,  however,  came  one  day  a 
box  of  which  I  had  long  desired  the  possession; 
the  identical  box  which  used  to  stand  junder  the 
table  in  the  dining-room  at  Castle  House.  It 
had  always  contained  family  papers,  and  some  of 
my  father's  letters,  and,  after  his  death,  I  had  made 
a  special  application  for  it;  but  my  uncle  ob- 
jected to  letting  any  one  have  it,  till  Mr.  Blair  and 
Vaughan  had  looked  over  the  contents ;  and  I  was 
told  by  them  that  the  letters  were  all  about  busi- 
ness, and  things  which  I  had  no  concern  with,  and 
that  I  had  better  leave  them  where  they  were  for 
my  uncle  to  do  what  he  liked  with  them ;  and  so 
the  box  remained  in  a  closet  in  my  father's  study^ 
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till  Horatia  Gray  gave  a  sadden  order  that  th6 
closet  should  be  cleared,  and  the  servants,  bj  mistake^ 
sent  us  in  what  they  naturally  considered  our  own 
property.  Once  in  possession,  and  I  was  not  to  be 
persuaded  to  part  with  it  again.  Horatia  discovered 
the  mistake,  and  begged  that  the  box  might  be  re- 
turned; but  we  informed  her  that  the  papers  were 
my  father's,  and  therefore  very  interesting  to  us, 
and  we  begged  to  keep  them.  She  took  the  matter 
coolly,  said,  of  course,  if  we  liked  to  trouble  our- 
selves with  a  box  of  old  papers  in  our  small  house, 
we  could  do  as  we  chose,  but  that  there  was 
plenty  of  room  for  them  in  the  lumber-room  at  East 
Side ;  and  so,  as  far  as  she  was  concerned,  the  mat- 
ter ended.  I  was  sure  she  would  not  say  anything 
to  uncle  Ealph,  and  I  was  equally  sure  that  we 
should  not ;  and  Herbert  and  I  undertook,  with  my 
mother's  consent,  to  examine  the  contents  of  the 
box  at  our  leisure.  The  letters  were,  as  we  had 
been  told,  for  the  most  part,  letters  of  business,  and 
if  we  had  had  no  clue  to  their  meaning,  they  would 
probably  have  appeared  unimportant.  There  were 
a  great  many  letters  from  my  uncle,  many  from 
persons  connected  with  the  mining  speculations, 
and  some  few  copies,  which  my  father  had  made,  of 
his  own  answers.  We  arranged  them  in  order,  and 
then  proceeded  to  study  them.  They  would  have 
made  a  curious  illustration  of  the  way  in  which  a 
true  but  weak  character  can  be  ruined  by  one  that 
is  cunning  and  unscrupulous.  My  father's  extrava- 
gance had  at  first  provoked  my  uncle,  but  after  a 
time  he  had  learnt  how  to  take  advantage  of  it,  not 
only  by  reckoning  a  high  interest,  but  in  other  ways. 
My  father,  being  in  his  debt,  was  in  his  power, — 
forced  to  follow  his  advice. — forced  to  enter  into  the 
schemes  proposed.  When  these  were  likely  to  pros- 
per, my  uncle  paid  himself,  both  the  capital  and  inter- 
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est  of  the  debt,  by  taking  my  father's  shares  at  a  low 
rate,  and  then  allowed  him  to  incur  fresh  obliga- 
tions which  were  to  be  redeemed  at  the  same  rate. 
He  had  certainly  calculated  most  carefully.  As  far 
as  we  could  afford, — that  is,  till  we  were  nearly  ruined, 
— ^^he  had  given  us  credit ;  after  that,  as  the  letters 
proved,  he  had  refused  any  more  assistance,  and  so 
the  last  debt  had  been  incurred  to  the  mining  com- 
pany. Herbert  actually  groaned  as  the  evidences 
of  all  this  trickery  on  one  side,  and  credulity  and 
thoughtlessness  on  the  other,  were  brought  to  light ; 
but  we  both  agreed  that  we  would  say  nothing  of 
the  conclusions  we  had  arrived  at.  No  good  could 
result  from  mentioning  them.  We  should  only  pain 
my  mother,  and  increase  her  feeling  against  my 
uncle.  If  there  had  been  facts  to  bring  forward, 
which  would  have  given  us  any  claim  to  assistance, 
it  might  have  been  different ;  but  we  both  said  that 
no  actual  injustice  had  been  committed  ;  and  the 
conduct  of  which  we  complained  was  of  a  nature  of 
which  no  human  tribunal  can  take  cognizance. 

We  had  sat  up  late  together,  and  Herbert  was 
just  saying  that  he  must  go  back  to  Mr.  Harrison's 
or  he  should  get  into  disgrace,  when,  in  replacing 
the  letters  in  the  box,  I  discovered  a  small  {>acket, 
which  had  been  tied  up  with  some  copies  of  ac- 
counts. Herbert  proposed  to  leave  them  till  ano- 
ther day,  for  they  were  discoloured,  and  would  be 
troublesome  to  decipher  ;  but  I  was  very  much 
wishing  to  finish  the  business  at  once ;  it  was  so 
disagreeable  to  me  that  I  could  not  bear  the  thought 
of  dragging  it  on  till  another  day.  The  packet  was 
marked,  "  Letters  from  my  father."  Herbert  and 
1  looked  at  them  together.  They  were  extremely 
touching  —  full  of  the  most  intense  affection.  It 
seemed  as  if  all  the  warmth  of  the  old  man's  heart 
had  been  concentrated  upon  his  favourite  son  ;  but 
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there  was  nothing  in  them  which  at  all  elucidated 
anj  circumstances  in  which  we  were  interested, 
until  we  came  to  the  last,  dated  the  year  before  my 
father  left  the  army.  It  was  shorter,  more  de- 
cidedly business-like  than  the  others,  but  equally 
affectionate.  My  father  was  implored  to  return 
home,  and  every  comfort,  it  was  said,  should  be 
provided  for  him.  He  might  be  certain  of  the 
interest  of  five-and-twenty  thousand  pounds  at 
four  per  cent,  during  his  life,  and  fifteen  thou- 
sand, it  might  even  be  more,  in  actual  capital  at 
my  grandfather's  death,  whatever  Ealph  might 
urge  to  the  contrary — Here  the  letter  ended;  the 
remainder  of  the  page  had  been  torn  off. 

I  pointed  to  the  words,  "  five-and-twenty  thou- 
sand pounds,"  and  said,  "I  was  right."  "No,** 
replied  Herbert,  "you  forget  my  grandfather's 
will.  There  must  have  been  some  change  in  the 
promise  afterwards."  Yes,  I  had  forgotten  the  will.; 
Herbert  was  right ;  —  the  letter  was  of  no  conse- 
quence to  us.  I  tried  to  feel  contented,  but  in  my 
heart  I  wished  I  had  never  read  it. 

I  pondered  upon  the  matter  a  good  deal  as  I 
was  going  to  bed,  and  thought  of  it  again  the  next 
morning,  and  the  result  was  that  I  went  to  aunt 
Sarah,  not  to  be  told  how  we  were  to  lay  claim  to 
more  money  than  we  possessed,  but  as  a  relief  to 
my  own  mind,  and  with  the  earnest  desire  to  be 
made  charitable.  I  was  sure,  if  any  person  could 
put  the  case  before  me  in  the  right  point  of  view, 
it  would  be  aunt  Sarah.  Those  words,  "  whatever 
Ralph  may  urge  to  the  contrary,**  haunted  me. 
They  so  clearly  pointed  out  my  uncle  as  the 
person  who  had  interposed  between  us  and  the 
sum  which  my  grandfather  had  originally  intended 
for  usr 

Aunt  Sarah  put  on  her  spectacles,  and  read  the 
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letters  herself,  more  easily  than  I  had  done,  for  the 
handwriting  was  more  familiar  to  her.  "  It's  a  sad 
business,  Sallv,"  she  said,  when  she  had,  finished. 
"  Your  uncle  Ralph  has  stood  in  the  way ;  there's 
no  more  doubt  of  that  in  my  mind,  than  there  is  of 
the  sun's  shining.  He  always  said  the  allowance 
was  too  large,  and  put  off  making  it  a  regular 
agreement.  I  knew  that  from  your  grandfather, 
but  I  was  always  told  the  promise  was  to  be  kept. 
Of  late  years,  though,  Ralph  had  it  all  his  own  way 
with  your  grandfather,  because  of  his  cleverness  in 
the  business."  "  I  wish  I  could  shut  my  eyes  to  the 
fact,"  I  said.  "  If  one  could  only  forget,  it  would 
be  easy  to  forgive."  "  We  are  not  told  to  forget," 
said  my  aunt,  "  if  by  forgetting  you  mean  not  own- 
ing the  offence.  Forget  we  must  all,  so  far  as  not  to 
allow  ourselves  to  dwell  upon  a  wrong,  else  we  cannot 
hope  that  God  will  forget  our  sins.  But  it's  like  all 
other  questions,  there  is  only  one  way  of  answering 
it :  —  *  If  thy  brother  trespass  against  thee,  rebuke 
him ;  and  if  he  repent,  forgive  him.'  This  cannot 
mean,  Sally,  putting  the  offence  in  your  pocket, 
and  trying  not  to  see  it."  "And  yet  that  does 
seem  at  first  sight  the  most  charitable  way,"  I  said. 
**  But  it  is  not  the  most  true,"  replied  my  aunt. 
"  Truth  and  charity,"  I  repeated  to  myself ;  **  they 
do  not  always  seem  compatible."  "  Which  of  them 
do  you  think  you  will  find  in  Heaven  ?"  said  my 
aunt.  "Both,  I  hope;"  and  I  could  not  help 
smiling  at  the  question.  "  Then  they  may  both  be 
met  with  upon  earth,  Sally.  Truth  and  false 
charity,  indeed,  cannot  live  together;  but  truth 
and  right  charity  can  never  be  separated.  And  we 
may  be  quite  sure,  therefore,  that  whatever  is  not 
true  is  not  charitable."  "  I  suppose  it  is  not,"  I 
said  ;  "and  I  hope  that  may  account  for  the  irrita- 
tion one  feels  when  yerj  good-natured  people  will 
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shut  their  eyes  to  actual  facts,  and  insist  upon 
taking  the  part  of  the  person  they  consider  accused." 
"  It  is  anpther  form  of  sinning  in  a  virtue,**  said  my 
aunt ;  "  and  it  ends  in  the  contrary  vice.  False 
charity  makes  us  uncharitable.  I  have  heard  six 
innocent  people  condemned  for  the  sake  of  charity, 
as  it  was  called,  to  one  who  had  acted  wrongly. 
No,  Sally,  there's  nothing  like  truth  in  all  -things  ; 
and,  what  is  more,  we  need  never  be  afraid  of  it.'* 
"Not  in  this  case,'*  I  said.  "No;  neither  in  this 
case  nor  in  any  case.  Did  you  ever  watch  your 
own  mind  when  you  had  buried  the  memory  of  a 
good  deed  in  the  bottom  of  your  heart,  and  tried  to 
forget  it  ?  "  "I  am  afraid  one  always  carries  about 
the  consciousness  of  it,"  I  said.  "  Yes  ;  and  a  much 
larger  consciousness  than  it  has  any  right  to ;  but 
take  it  out  and  look  at  it,  and  hold  it  up  to  the 
light,  the  true  light,  and  see  what  it's  worth,  and 
ten  to  one  but  it  shrinks  to  nothing.  And  so  it  is 
with  everything  else.  By  not  seeing  things  clearly 
we  exaggerate  them.  It  is  not  truth  which  ever 
does  us  harm  ;  and  when  we  want  to  forgive  those 
who  have  done  us  an  injury,  the  best  way  is  not  to 
try  and  persuade  ourselves  that  wrong  is  not  wrong, 
but  to  look  at  the  offence  fairly,  kneeling  before 
God,  and  praying  Him  to  give  us  a  true  under- 
standing, and  then  to  forgive,  because  we  ourselves 
are  sinners.  The  same  rule  holds  good  when  we 
would  make  others  charitable.  It  only  irritates 
and  aggravates  the  bad  feeling  to  endeavour  to 
convince  people  against  their  senses."  "And  in 
cases  where  there  is  no  repentance  shown,"  I 
said,  "  we  must  still  forgive."'  "  Yes  ;  fully  and 
freely.  God  only  can  make  conditions,  because  He 
only  is  perfect.  Yet  we  are  so  far  called  upon  to 
be  like  Him,  that  we  must  give  opportunities  of 
repentance ;  we  must  tell  our  brother  his  fault." 
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"  In  this  case,  however,  there  is  no  actual  fault  to 
tell,"  I  sai^  ;  "  and  it  would  be  wrong  and  unfitting 
for  a  niece  to  express  suspicion  of  an  uncle." 

"  Then  leave  the  letters  with  me,  Sally.  It's  not 
often  that  your  uncle  Ralph  and  I  have  words 
together,  but  I  will  give  them  to  him,  and  tell  him 
you  have  read  them."  "  And  make  him  desperately 
angry,"  I  said.  "  Let  it  be  ;  if  he  is  angry  it  will 
be  because  he  feels  he  has  done  wrong,  and  so,  one 
day,  maybe  there  may  come  repentance.  €rod 
grant  it  to  him,  and  to  us,  for  all  we  have  done 
amiss." 


CHAP.  XXXVI. 


I  DO  not  know  what  passed  between  aunt  Sarah  and 
my  uncle  on  that  occasion.  Aunt  Sarah  never 
mentioned  the  interview,  and  I  could  judge  of  it 
only  by  its  results.  My  uncle's  face,  when  I  met 
him  after  I  knew  that  it  had  taken  place,  brought 
the  recollection  of  the  November  mist  —  darker, 
more  intensely  gloomy,  than  I  had  ever  in  my  life 
seen  it.  But  when  my  mother  received  him  with 
her  usual  gentle,  though  somewhat  distant  courtesy, 
and  Joanna  and  Hester  appeared  as  unconstrained 
as  ever,  it  passed  oflf,  and  he  was  then  graciously 
attentive  to  all,  especially  to  me.  I  could  scarcely, 
indeed,  escape  from  his  solicitations  that  I  would 
go  with  him  to  East  Side,  and  give  my  opinion 
as  to  what  was  being  done  there.  Happily,  the 
holidays  were  then  fast  coming  to  an  end,  and  I 
was  able  to  make  my  constant  occupation  an  excuse 
for  declining. 

The  marriage  was  not  to  take  place  till  the 
winter,  and  in  the  meantime  our  daily  life  went  on 
much  in  its  usual  way.   Marriage  seemed  becoming 
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quite  an  ordinary  event,  for  Reginald  was  engaged, 
about  this  time,  to  a  friend  of  Caroline's,  ,an  amiable 
person  with  some  fortune,  and  likely,  we  hoped,  to 
make  him  happy.  He  was  urgent  that  one  of  us 
should  go  up  to  London  to  make  her  acquaintance, 
and  my  mother  wished  the  same ;  and  at  last  it  was 
settled  that  Joanna  should  pay  Caroline  a  month's 
visit.  I  was  glad  for  her  to  have  the  change,  but 
I  could  not  help  fearing  the  effect.  It  was  the  first 
time  she  had  been  away  from  Carsdale  since  our  mis- 
fortunes, and  I  was  afraid  the  contrast  of  the  two 
houses  would  make  her  more  than  ever  impatient  of 
home  cares.  My  own  thoughts  were,  in  a  measure, 
diverted  from  ourselves,  by  the  state  of  the  family 
at"  Lowood.  Lady  Emily's  father.  Lord  Aylmer, 
had  died  some  months  before.  It  was  a  terrible 
blow  to  the  family,  and  put  an  end  for  the  time,  as 
I  supposed,  to  the  idea  of  Mr.  Beresford's  marriage. 
His  grief  was  excessive,  and  he  devoted  himself  to 
comfort  his  mother  and  his  unmarried  sister,  and 
went  abroad  with  them.  Still  there  was  the  same 
tacit  understanding  between  him  and  Sophia,  as 
Lady  Emily  always  told  me ;  and  I  was  sure  she 
must  know,  for  Sophia  was  now  a  great  deal  at 
Lowood.  She  had  lost  her  step-mother,  who  died 
about  the  same  time  as  Lord  Aylmer,  and  her 
father  being  in  India,  she  had  no  other  home  till  his 
return.  I  do  not  think  that  she  and  her  step-mother 
had  ever  been  very  happy  together,  for  Mrs.  Grant 
possessed  a  hasty,  domineering  spirit,  and  I  had 
often  heard  from  Lady  Emily  of  the  trials  which 
the  poor  girl  had  to  endure.  But  Mrs.  Grant  had 
taken  the  care  of  her  from  infancy,  and  the  tie  be- 
tween them  could  not  be  severed  without  much 
pain  ;  and  though  I  had  no  doubt  that  Sophia  would 
eventually  be  much  happier  than  she  had  ever  been 
before,  yet,  for  the  time,  her  spirits  were  greatly  de- 
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pressed.  It  was  this  circumstance  which  induced 
my  mother  to  consent,  almost  more  willingly  than 
myself,  that  Hester  should  go  to  Lowood  frequently. 
It  was  a  relief  to  Lady  Emily  to  have  her  there, 
and  a  great  comfort  to  Sophia ;  and  my  mother  had 
taken  the  same  fancy  to  the  latter  that  I  had,  and 
was  always  inclined  to  grant  a  request  made  by  her. 
Old  people  — and  my  mother  was  really  looking  and 
feeling  old  —  are  very  much  attracted  by  warmth 
of  expression,  joined  to  a  respectful  manner,  in  the 
young  ;  and  Sophia  Grant  was  remarkable  for  both. 
I  used  often  to  laugh  and  tell  her,  that  she  never 
had  a  friend,  except  Hester,  younger  than  forty. 

I  would  rather,  myself,  that  Hester  should  have 
been  kept  steadily  at  work  with  me  ;  and  now  and 
then  I  almost  annoyed  Lady  Emily  by  the  difficul- 
ties I  put  in  the  way  of  the  visits.  She  saw  the 
matter,  however,  really  in  the  same  light  that  I  did, 
and  promised  that,  when  Mr.  Beresford  came  to 
Lowood,  she  would  not  ask  Hester  so  frequently. 
He  was  in  England  again,  but  kept  away  just  then 
by  business,  and  Lady  Emily  was  herself  engaged 
very  much  with  Mr.  Rivers  and  the  children,  so 
that  Sophia  really  needed  comfort  and  companion- 
ship. I  cannot  say  I  was  at  all  sorry  for  Mr. 
Beresford's  absence,  as  I  did  not  want  a  renewal  of 
the  poetical  readings  whilst  other  people  were  pay- 
ing visits.  It  might  be  safe  for  him,  with  a  pre- 
attachment ;  but  I  was  not  quite  so  sure  about  Hester. 

I  hope  I  shall  not  be  accused  of  match-making 
and  manoeuvering,  if  I  confess  tliat  I  watched,  with 
some  degree  of  anxiety,  the  effect  of  Hester's  ab- 
sence upon  Mr.  Malcolm.  But  he  was  the  most 
quiet  mannered,  unexcitable,  devoted  of  clergymen. 
If  he  had  been  one  degree  less  entirely  earnest,  I 
could  have  been  provoked  with  the  way  in  which 
he  used  to  exclaim,  "  Oh !  indeed !"  when  I  told  him 
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that  Hester  was  gone  away  for  a  few  days.  There 
was  no  occasion  for  him  to  fall  in  love  with  her  if 
he  did  not  like  it ;  hut  she  really  deserved  a  little 
more  thought  than  he  appeared  to  hestow  upon  her. 

He  came  to  me,  however,  one  day,  when  Hester 
was  at  Lowood,  and  said,  with  evident  delight, 
"that  he  and  Herbert  had  been  asked  to  dine 
there,  and  he  should  certainly  make  a  point  of 
going.*'  I  was  pleased  —  it  was  quite  impossible 
to  help  the  feeling ;  but  if  it  was  wrong  I  was 
punished  for  it  the  next  moment,  for  he  added, 
•*he  was  very  anxious  to  meet  a  celebrated  tra- 
veller, who  was  staying  there.*'  I  hope  he  did  not 
notice  the  cross  tone  in  which  I  answered  that,  *'  I 
did  not  much  care  for  travellers  myself,  they  were 
generally  dull,  and  kept  their  anecdotes  for  their 
books."  "Had  I  any  commands  for  Lowood ?** 
was  the  next  question.  "  He  had  been  asked  by 
Herbert  to  inquire."  "  No,  nothing,  I  was  much 
obliged,  I  had  sent  over  a  parcel  that  morning ; " 
and  he  took  up  his  hat  and  departed,  saying,  "  he 
saw  that  I  was  busy."  I  was  not  particularly  busy, 
but  I  felt  quite  put  out,  and  I  went  to  read  for  half 
an  hour  to  my  mother,  before  the  children  came 
for  their  afternoon  lessons,  in  order  to  divert  my 
thoughts. 

But  just  as  I  had  opened  the  book  we  were  in- 
terrupted. 

A  special  messenger  from  Lowood  had  brought  a 
note,  and  was  waiting  for  an  answer.  It  was  from 
Lady  Emily. 

"  My  dear  Sarah, — It  has  just  occurred  to  me  as 
a  possibility  that  you  may  be  persuaded  to  come 
over  to  us  this  evening  with  your  brother  and  Mr. 
Malcolm.  I  would  not  ask  you  to  leave  your 
mother,  but  we  have  a  special  attraction,  which  we 
may  never  have  again  —  Mr. ^  the  celebrated 
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traveller.  He  is  with  us  only  for  one  day.  We  don't 
dine  till  half-past  six,  so  you  will  have  quite  suffi- 
cient time  to  get  rid  of  your  children.  It  is  not  in 
the  least  a  formal  party,  and  you  can  leave  as  early 
as  you  like.  I  would  offer  you  a  bed,  but  I  know 
you  would  not  accept  it.  I  am  afraid  you  will  say 
no,  because  of  your  mother ;  but  do  find  some  one 
who  will  be  with  her  just  for  two  or  three  hours. 
I  shall  not  tell  Hester  I  have  asked  you,  hoping  to 
surprise  her." 

It  would  be  very  pleasant,  but  it  was  out  of  the 
question;  and  I  was  upon  the  point  of  sitting 
down  to  write  my  refusal,  when  my  mother  insisted 
upon  seeing  the  note.  "  What  was  I  going  to  say  ?  ** 
"  Decline  ?**  ^'  She  would  not  hear  of  such  a  thing  ; 
it  would  make  her  quite  unhappy.  I  had  so  few 
pleasures,  and  to  go  with  Herbert  and  Mr.  Malcolm 
would  be  such  a  treat.**  She  urged  and  entreated, 
till  at  length  I  really  felt  that  I  should  vex  her  by 
insisting  upon  having  my  own  way ;  and,  after 
making  her  consent  that  Mrs.  Blair  should  be 
asked  to  drink  tea  with  her,  and  that  she  would 
not  sit  up  for  me,  I  wrote  what,  I  must  own,  was 
a  very  willing  acceptance. 

A  great  change  it  was  from  the  school-room  in 
Cross-street,  to  the  brilliantly  lighted  drawing-room 
at  Lowood.  It  was  the  first  time  for  many  months 
that  I  had  been  in  a  large  party ;  and  my  last  re* 
collection  of  any  scene  of  the  kind  was  the  dinner 
party  in  Harley-street.  I  was  more  peaceful,  if 
not  happier,  now,  than  I  was  then.  The  worst  had 
come  and  was  over.  There  were  several  strangers 
in  the  room,  and  their  number  at  first  bewildered 
me,  and  I  could  not  see  whether  Hester  was  pre- 
sent ;  but  Sophia  Grant  was  sitting,  half-hidden  by 
a  screen.  I  went  up  to  her  and  began  talking,  and 
Mr.  Malcolm  joined  us.     Close  to  us  was  the  lion 
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of  the  evening — the  traveller;  but  so  many  per* 
sons  had  gathered  round  him  that  I  could  not 
hear  what  he  said,  and  could  only  see  a  good-hu- 
moured, clever,  bronzed-face,  which  looked  as  if  he 
had  firmness  and  decision  to  surmount  any  difficul-' 
ties.  Mr.  Malcolm  was  soon  drawn  into  the  magic 
circle,  and  I  thought  he  was  quite  engrossed. 

I  began  asking  where  Hester  was.  "  She  did 
not  feel  very  well  this  afternoon,"  replied  Sophia ; 
"  that  is  the  reasoij  she  is  so  late."  Mr.  Malcolm 
turned  round  quickly  just  at  this  moment,  and 
twisted  Sophia's  chair  so  awkwardly  that  he  was 
obliged  to  apologise.  She  smiled^  and  went  on.  **  It 
is  only  a  headache  —  nothing  to  look  grave  about ; 
and  here  she  is."  No  one  noticed  her  when  she 
came  into  the  room,  not  even  Mr.  Malcolm,  though 
he  was  standing  where  I  should  have  thought  he 
must  have  seen  her.  Her  start  of  delight,  when 
she  perceived  me^  was  really  charming ;  and,  safe 
from  observation,  thanks  to  the  celebrated  man,  she 
gave  me  a  kiss,  and  whispered,  that  I  was  worth  all 
the  travellers  that  were  ever  heard  of.  **  And  you 
came  with  Herbert  ?  "  she  said.  "  Yes  ;  Herbert  and 
Mr.  Malcolm."  Her  eye  glanced  quickly  round  the 
room.  "  Herbert !  I  don't  see  him."  He  was  nearly 
opposite  to  her,  but  she  passed  him  over.  "  I  don't 
see  him ;  where  do  you  say  he  is  ?  "  She  moved 
impatiently,  and  stood,  by  accident,  side  by  side  with 
Mr.  Malcolm.  He  perceived  her  then,  and  spoke, 
but  in  the  very  coldest  tone  possible.  It  was  really 
tiresome  to  see  a  person  who,  in  general,  was  so 
pleasing,  and  so  soon  at  his  ease,  put  on  such  a  stiiF 
manner.  Dinner  was  announced,  and  the  guests 
moved  off.  Mr.  Malcolm  offered  his  arm  to  me. 
Hester  came  behind  with  an  elderly  gentleman, 
whose  name  I  did  not  know.  Mr.  Malcolm  might 
have  managed  to  sit  between  us,  but  instead,  he 
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made  rather  a  point  of  placing  himself  on  the  other 
side,  80  as  to  be  near  an  old  lady  whom  I  believed 
he  had  never  met  before. 

The  dinner  was  exceedingly  agreeable,  totally 
unlike  an  ordinary  dinner-party.  Mr.  Rivers 
always  knew  how  to  make  people  talk,  and  the 
great  traveller  was  too  simple-minded  and  kind- 
hearted  to  refuse  to  be  agreeable.  He  had  interest- 
ing things  to  tell,  and  he  told  them  pleasantly ;  and 
every  one  who  had  questions  to  ask  was  attended 
to ;  and  at  last  all  shyness  was  at  an  end,  and  even 
Hester,  the  youngest  of  the  party,  ventured  to 
raise  her  voice,  and  inquire  if  he  had  ever  met 
with  some  peculiar  kind  of  serpent,  of  which  she 
had  been  reading.  She  was  listening  with  the 
greatest  interest  to  the  answer,  and  every  one  else 
was  listening  also,  and  therefore,  I  suppose,  insen- 
sible to  other  sounds,  when  the  dining-room  door 
was  thrown  wide  open,  and  the  butler  announced 
Mr.  Beresford.  Lady  Emily  scarcely  looked  sur- 
prised, and  only  remarked,  that  she  thought  he 
would  come  if  he  possibly  could.  Mr.  Beresford 
entered,  full  of  apologies,  but  no  one  seemed  to  re- 
quire them,  for  he  was  a  universal  favourite.  He 
had  travelled  fifty  miles,  he  said,  for  the  pleasure  of 
meeting  his  friend,  the  traveller,  and  the  compli- 
ment implied  was  received  as  cordially  as  it  was 
offered.  Mr.  Beresford,  I  found,  was  as  much 
at  home  in  scientific  questions  as  in  poetry.  All 
this  time  Sophia  Grant  had  scarcely  lifted  her  eyes 
from  the  table,  —  she  was  perfectly  pale  with  plea- 
sure. Mr.  Beresford  looked  across  the  table,  and 
smiled,  as  he  saw  her ;  and  then  some  other  feeling 
came  over  him,  and  his  eyes  sparkled,  and  he  hurried 
round  and  shook  hands  with  her  ;  but,  whilst  the 
colour  mounted  to  her  cheeks,  and  she  slightly 
moved,  as  if  to  make  room  for  him  by  her  side,  I 
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heard  him  say  to  Hester,  —  "  Miss  Mortimer ! 
what  a  delightful  surprise ! "  Hester's  satisfaction 
was  entirely  unconstrained.  She  was  exceedingly 
pleased  to  see  him,  and  she  showed  it.  He  sat 
down  between  Sophia  and  herself,  and  they  were 
all  quickly  engaged  in  conversation.  Hester  had 
been  reading  some  book  he  had  recommended,  and 
was  prepared,  she  said,  to  have  an  argument  with 
him  ;  and  I  almost  thought  the  subject  would  have 
been  entered  upon  at  once,  Mr.  Beresford  seemed  so 
bent  upon  hearing  what  she  thought ;  but  he  was 
obliged  to  attend  to  his  dinner,  which  was  disturb- 
ing the  general  order  of  the  table.  I  had  time  for 
all  these  remarks,  for  my  neighbours,  on  each  side, 
were  wonderfully  silent.  One  was  listening  to  the 
traveller,  the  other,  —  Mr.  Malcolm,  told  me  he  had 
a  headache. 

The  gentlemen  sat  long  after  dinner,  enjoying,  I 
supposed^  the  recital  of  anecdotes  and  adventures. 
Hester  and  Sophia  went  away  to  their  own  rooms, 
before  coffee  was  brought ;  and  whilst  two  ladies, 
cousins  of  Mr.  Rivers,  and  the  only  lady  guests  pre- 
sent, besides  myself,  were  looking  over  some  prints, 
I  had  time  for  a  little  conversation  with  Lady 
Emily,  and  urged  upon  her  that  Hester  should  re- 
turn with  me,  now  that  Mr.  Beresford  was  come. 
"  Certainly,  if  I  wished  it,"  she  said ;  **  but  I  must 
not  think  that  Hester  was  the  least  in  the  way. 
Her  brother  and  Sophia  were  always  charmed  to 
have  her,  she  suited  them  both  so  well ;  and,  be- 
sides, it  was  not  likely  Mr.  Beresford  would  be 
able  to  stay  more  than  a  day ;  he  only  came  for 
the  purpose  of  seeing  the  traveller."  One  is 
ashamed  to  confess  some  fears.  I  could  not  say 
how  uncomfortable  Mr.  Beresford's  manner,  and 
his  insidious  flattery  made  me,  but  I  urged  again 
that  Hester  should  return  very  soon,   and  it  was 
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settled  that  she  was  to  come  back  to  us   at  the 
end  of  the  week. 

Tea  came,  and  soon  afterwards  the  gentlemen,  wan- 
dering into  the  room,  one  after  the  other,  and  looking 
about  them,  as  if  they  expected  to  see  that  some  won- 
derful transformation  had  taken  place  in  us  since  we 
parted  ;  but  Mr.  Beresford  was  not  amongst  them. 
Herbert  came  up  to  me,  and  asked  what  had  become 
of  Hester ;  he  had  seen  nothing  of  her  all  the  eve- 
ning. I  supposed  she  was  with  Miss  Grant.  "No,  that 
could  not  be,"  he  replied,  "for  Miss  Grant  was  sitting 
in  the  ante-room,  alone."  I  made  some  other  excuse 
for  her  absence,  but,  in  my  heart,  I  was  fretted  at 
it.  There  was  something  missishy  and  in  bad  taste, 
in  thus  withdrawing  from  the  general  society,  whe- 
ther she  was  with  Sophia  or  by  herself,  and  I 
planned  a  little  lecture  for  her  upon  the  subject. 
Sophia  came  in  soon  afterwards,  and,  being  engaged 
in  conversation,  I  did  not  like  to  interrupt  her  by 
inquiring  where  Hester  was ;  and,  at  last,  as  I 
knew  her  bed-room,  I  thought  I  would  go  myself 
and  find  her.  The  library-door  was  open  as  I 
passed,  and  there,  to  my  surprise,  seated  at  a 
table,  with  pen,  ink,  and  paper  before  her,  I  saw 
Hester,  writing  as  if  her  very  existence  depended 
upon  the  speed  she  was  making.  She  was  copying 
a  letter ;  I  did  not  know  the  handwriting,  but  it 
was  a  gentleman's.  "  Oh  !  mammy  dear,"  she  ex- 
claimed, as  she  saw  me,  ^' don't  come  near  me,  for 
I  have  such  a  quantity  of  work  to  do ; "  and  she 
pointed  to  four  closely-written  pages,  much  inter- 
lined. "  All  this  to  be  finished  before  ten  o'clock  !  " 
"  But,  my  dear  child,"  I  exclaimed,  "  for  whom?" 
"Oh!  Mr.  Beresford;  and  I  like  doing  it  for  him, 
of  all  things,  because  he  has  been  so  kind.  He  has 
just  as  much  to  copy  himself;  it  is  something  of 
law  business,  and  he  is  going  away  to-morrow,  and 
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must  have  it  all  done  to-nigbt ;  and  he  asked  Sophia 
to  help  him,  but  she  has  hurt  her  finger,  and  could 
not,  and  so  I  said  I  would.  It  was  worth  taking 
any  trouble  to  hear  him  say  how  much  obliged  he 
felt.  He  has  been  very  thoughtful  about  me,  and 
made  the  servants  bring  me  some  coffee,  and  he  has 
been  several  times  himself  to  know  how  I  am 
getting  on.  I  don't  know,"  she  added,  "  whether  it 
is  not  pleasanter  being  here  than  in  the  drawing- 
room,  except  missing  the  amusing  stories." 

I  was  a  great  deal  too  old  to  be  thought  missish^ 
so  I  said,  "  Well,  perhaps  it  may  be.  I  think  I 
shall  sit  here  a  little  while  also."  Hester  was  quite 
glad,  she  said,  to  have  me,  and  amused  herself  with 
thinking  how  strange  Mr.  Rivers  would  think  it,  if 
he  came  in  and  found  how  quietly  we  had  taken 
possession  of  his  library. 

The  remark  made  me  remember  that  it  might  be 
better  just  to  let  Lady  Emily  know  where  we  were, 
and  I  went  back  to  the  drawing-room  to  tell  her. 
She  looked  annoyed  at  such  a  task  being  inflicted 
upon  Hester,  and  said  her  brother  was  very  thought- 
less ;  but  Sophia  assured  her  that  Hester  had  in- 
sisted upon  undertaking  it,  and  would  not  allow  Mr* 
Beresford  to  be  blamed  ;  so  the  matter  was  taken 
very  quietly,  and  I  returned  to  the  library,  having 
ordered  the  carriage  in  half  an  hour's  time.  Hester 
was  not  alone ;  Mr.  Beresford  was  there,  explain- 
ing a  sentence  which  had  some  Latin  terms  in  it, 
and  which  was  not  very  legible.  I  felt  angry  with 
him,  and,  as  he  began  an  excuse,  I  said,  **  You  ought 
to  keep  a  lawyer's  clerk,  Mr.  Beresford."  "But 
I  like  doing  it  exceedingly,"  exclaimed  Hester ; 
"  I  should  not  care  if  it  were  twice  as  long." 
"  The  value,  in  my  eyes,"  began  Mr.  Beresford,  — 
and  then  he  stopped,  and  looked  very  confused.  I 
was  thankful  I  was  there,  for  I  was  sure  some 
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senseless  compliment  was  coming.  He  lingered  for 
a  few  minutes ;  but  when  I  took  up  a  book»  and 
seated  myself  with  the  most  determined  air  of  not 
intending  to  move,  he  went  away. 

The  carriage  was  announced  before  Hester  had 
completed  her  task.  I  made  her  promise  that  she 
would  leave  it  for  Mr.  Beresford  to  finish.  It  would 
not  be  much  trouble  for  him,  and  it  was  getting  late, 
and  she*  could  not  sit  up  by  herself  when  every  one 
else  was  going  to  bed.  She  wanted  to  take  it  to 
her  room,  but  I  would  not  hear  of  this,  and  I  car- 
ried oiF  the  letter,  and  the  copy,  to  give  to  Mr. 
Beresford  myself,  when  I  wished  him  good  night. 

Hester  went  back  to  the  drawing-room  with  me ; 
almost  every  one  was  gone  except  ourselves,  and 
we  stood,  for  a  few  moments,  talking  round  the 
fire,  enjoying  what  are  almost  always  the  plea- 
santest  minutes  of  a  party.  Hester's  copying  was 
the  subject  of  generii  raillery.  Herbert  declared 
she  was  a  good  clerk  spoiled,  and  that  it  was  a  great 
pity  she  did  not  .immediately  apply  for  a  situation. 
The  traveller  wished  he  could  take  her  abroad,  to 
copy  inscriptions  and  manuscripts ;  whilst  Lady 
Emily  was  a  little  severe  upon  her  brother,  and 
said  it  was  a  proof  what  a  tyrant  he  was  by  nature. 
Mr.  Beresford  listened  to  all  that  went  on,  almost 
as  quietly  as  Mr.  Malcolm,  whose  head,  I  was  sure, 
must  be  aching  terribly,  he  looked  so  pale  and  de- 
pressed. He  and  Mr.  Beresford  were  near  toge- 
ther, and  Mr.  Beresford  was  leaning  against  a 
table,  upon  which  stood  a  handsome  lamp.  Mr. 
Rivers  asked  his  brother-in-law  whether  he  was 
really  obliged  to  leave  them  the  next  day.  "  He  was 
doubtful,"  he  replied ;  "  he  ought  to  go,  but  really 
the  temptations  were  so  great !  If  he  could  only  find 
a  fair  excuse  to  his  conscience,  he  did  not  know 
what  he  might  be  tempted  to  do."     "  Lady  Emily 
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talked  of  some  excursions  which  were  to  be  made 
this  week,"  said  Hester,  laughing ;  "  and  you  will 
certainly  be  required  to  join  them."     "  I   don't 
think,  my  dear  child,"  I  observed,  "  that  you  must 
yourself  enter  into  any  plans  of  that  kind,  for 
you   are  rather  wanted    at  home."      Mr.  Beres- 
ford's  face  became  clouded;  but  Hester  said,  with 
the  most  perfect  good  humour,  **  of  course,  if  she 
was  wanted  at  home,  she  would  go  directly ;  but 
that  would  not  interfere  with  Mr.  Beresford's  duty 
in  staying ;  in  fact,  it  would  make  it  all  the  more 
right  that  he  should,  because  the  party  would  be 
smaller."     Poor  Sophia  looked  upt  at  him  timidly 
and  anxiously ;  but  he  was  moody,  and  did   not 
reply    at    the    moment ;    and  when    Mr.   Rivers 
asked  him  again  what  he  had  determined  upon,  he 
replied  that  he  could  not  tell,  he  should  wait  till  the 
morning  to  decide.     I  do  not  know  what  made  Mr. 
Malcolm  so  particularly  awkward  just  at  that  in- 
stant, but  he  started,  as  if  he  had  suddenly  been 
awakened  from  sleep,  and,  by  some  unhappy,  ener- 
getic movement,  pushed   the  table,  and  down  it 
came,  falling  upon  Mr.  Beresford,  as  he  was  trying 
to  save  it,  and  giving  him  a  severe  blow  on  the 
head.    Every  person's  attention  was  instantly  given 
to  him ;  and  some  eau  de  Cologne  was  brought  to 
bathe  his  temples,  for  he  was  a  little  faint.     I  did 
not  believe  that  the  injury  could  be  of  any  material 
consequence,   and,    the  carriage    being  ready,   I 
thought  we  should  be  better  away ;  so  I  said  good 
night  to  Lady  Emily,  and  was  looking  round  for 
Hester,  when  I  saw  that  she  had  gone  to  the  other 
end  of  the  room,  to  say  something  to  Mr.  Malcolm, 
who  had  quite  the  air  of  a  criminal.     It  was  a  little 
specimen  of  thoughtfulness  which  pleased  me.     He 
was  so  entirely  the  person  to  be  pitied,  but  no  one, 
except  Hester,  seemed  aware  of  it ;  yet,  I  think^ 
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Upon  the  whole,  the  accident  did  him  good,  for  he 
was  quite  lively  as  we  were  going  home,  and  did 
not  once  complain  of  his  head. 


CHAP.  XXXVIL 


That  dinner  party  was  rather  a  pleasant  diversion 
to  my  round  of  duties,  and  I  liked  to  remember  it ; 
especially  when  my  mother  had  Hester  back  again 
safely  under  her  wing,  and  I  saw  how  entirely  she 
had  escaped  any  spoiling  from  Mr.  Beresford's 
nonsense,  though  he  did  remain  at  Lowood  two 
days  longer  than  he  said  he  should, — in  fact,  all  the 
time  she  was  there.  I  could  not  bring  myself  seri- 
ously to  believe  that  he  had  any  feeling  for  Hester. 
If  he  had,  he  was  acting  so  dishonourably,  that  I 
should  have  shrunk  with  terror  from  the  thought  of 
the  poor  child's  trusting  her  happiness  to  him.  Yet 
his  manner  was  very  suspicious,  and  to  me,  therefore, 
excessively  annoying.  Whether  Lady  Emily  and 
Sophia  saw  it,  I  could  not  tell ;  but  I  had  great 
trust  in  Sophia's  simplicity  and  sincerity.  I  hoped 
she  was  too  confiding  to  be  jealous,  and  that  Mr. 
Beresford's  real  affection  would  bring  him  back  to 
her,  when  once  the  attraction  of  Hester's  pretty 
face  was  removed.  Lady  Emily,  I  remembered, 
had  once  said  that  he  was  fickle,  and  from  the  light 
way  in  which  she  had  used  the  term,  I  quite  under- 
stood that  he  was  a  person  likely  to  be  caught  by 
beauty,  and  say  silly  things,  and  pay  attentions 
just  for  the  sake  of  amusement ;  and  I  was  pro- 
voked beyond  expression,  at  the  idea  that  Hester 
should  be  brought  in  contact  with  such  folly. 
Possibly,  he  took  advantage  of  his  position  in 
regard  to  Sophia,  to  say  and  do  things  which,  under 
other  circumstances,  must  have  had  a  serious  ap- 
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pearance.  Altogether,  I  disliked  Hester's  being  with 
him  more  than  I  can  say,  and  thought  of  her  with 
especial  satisfaction  when  I  knew  that  she  was  set- 
ting copies,  or  hearing  lessons,  instead  of  listening 
to  the  meaningless  flatteries  of  a  man  who,  with  ail 
his  professed  high  principles,  had  not  sufficient  con- 
sideration to  see  the  bad  effect  thej  might  have 
upon  her. 

I  did  at  one  time  think  of  speaking  upon  the  sub- 
ject to  Ladj  Emilj,  but  there  was  something  re- 
pugnant to  me  in  the  suggestion  that  her  brother 
could  be  so  silly  and  wrong,  and  I  always  hoped  she 
would  see  it  herself.  In  the  meantime  there  was 
nothing  to  be  done  but  to  keep  Hester  away  from 
Lowood,  as  much  as  possible,  till  Mr.  Beresford  and 
Sophia  were  married.  As  for  the  child  herself,  as 
I  always  considered  her,  she  was  really  erery  day 
more  and  more  charming  to  me.  Her  gaiety,  and 
energy,  and  sweet  temper,  seemed  never  to  fail; 
and  she  was  becoming  so  thoroughly  good,  too  — 
so  earnest  and  watchful.  A  great  deal  of  that  was 
owing  to  Mr.  Malcolm,  I  was  sure.  I  could  always 
trace  the  effect  of  any  particularly  striking  remark 
he  had  made, —  sometimes  practically,  and  some- 
times by  a  sudden  question, — ^which  showed  how 
the  idea  had  been  working  in  her  mind. 

I  was  more  especially  sensible  of  the  peculiar 
brightness  and  hopefulness  of  her  disposition  at  that 
time,  for  I  was  very  much  tried  by  the  near  ap- 
proach of  the  marriage  of  my  uncle  Balph  and 
Horatia  Gray. 

The  first  of  January  was  fixed  upon.  Horatia 
said  she  liked  a  remarkable  day,  though,  as  aunt  Sarah 
observed  when  she  heard  it,  "  there  was  no  occasion 
to  put  herself  out  of  the  way  to  choose,  there  being 
some  events  which  would  make  any  day  remarkable." 
My  mother  and  I  were  told  all  that  was  to  be  done 
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on  the  occasion ;  but  Horatia  did  not  think  it  neces- 
sary to  ask  any  person's  advice,  and  really  I  am  not 
sure  that  she  in  the  least  required  it.  She  cer- 
tainly managed  very  cleverly;  but  the  cleverest 
thing  of  all  was,  the  mode  in  which  she  made  every 
one  believe  that  we  liked  the  marriage.  By  dint  of 
the  constant  repetition  of  "  our  family,"  and  '"  my 
dear  cousins,''  she  made  us  all  one  in  the  eyes  of  the 
world;  and  I  was  again  and  again  seriously  con- 
gratulated upon  the  fortunate  family  arrangement 
which  had  kept  East  Side  still,  as  it  wer^,  in  our 
own  hands.  The  marriage,  too,  was  to  be  a  family 
concern.  Clifton  Cottage  being  Horatia's  residence 
till  her  marriage,  she  was  able  to  accommodate 
Caroline,  and  her  husband  and  children ;  and  Caro- 
line had  promised  to  act  as  the  mistress  of  the  house, 
and  to  preside  at  the  great  breakfast  which  was  to  be 
given  when  my  uncle  and  Horatia  had  departed. 
That  was  one  of  the  points  which  had  puzzled 
me  very  much;  but  Horatia  was  never  baffled. 
Yaughan  and  Reginald  had  rooms  at  my  uncle's,  and 
Joanna  returned  to  us,  though,  as  she  took  care  to 
tell  us,  it  was  only  for  the  time,  for  she  was  very 
much  wanted  in  London. 

Presents  are  one  of  the  important  appurtenances 
of  a  wedding,  and,  as  every  one  knows,  nothing  can 
be  more  difficult  to  choose.  But  Horatia  did  not 
leave  it  to  us  to  choose,  or,  at  least,  she  managed 
to  give  us  a  hint  which  we  could  not  well  refuse 
to  accept  Anything  valuable,  she  quite  knew  it 
would  be  out  of  our  power  to  offer ;  but  she  con- 
trived, through  my  uncle,  to  suggest  to  Caroline, 
that  she  should  be  charmed  to  have  a  bracelet 
made  of  the  hair  of  her  "  dear  cousins,"  and  fast- 
ened by  a  clasp,  inclosing  some  of  my  father  and 
mother's.  Caroline  entered  into  the  notion,  and  said 
at  once,  that  she  was  sure  the  idea  would  please 
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US  all ;  and,  in  fact,  she  made  inquiries,  and  gave 
a  half  order,  before  mentioning  the  subject  to  me. 

Caroline  lived  in  London ; — we  lived  in  Carsdale. 
It  may  not,  therefore,  be  surprising  that  we  felt 
differently  on  the  point ;  but  I  gave  some  of  my 
hair,  as  I  was  requested,  because  I  had  no  reason 
but  my  own  excessive  dislike  to  offer,  for  not 
doing  so. 

The  day  before  the  wedding  arrived,  and  I  went 
to  the  Cottage  to  see  Caroline,  and  look  at  the 
presents  .  which  Horatia  insisted  upon  exhibiting. 
Their  number  was  marvellous.  Where  Horatia 
had  met  with  such  dear  friends,  I  could  not 
imagine.  There  were  fancy  brooches  and  forget- 
me-not  rings,  and  embroidered  bags,  and  orna^ 
mented  paper  knives,  enough,  one  might  have 
thought,  to  stock  a  bazaar ;  and  there  were  really 
handsome  things  also,  — ^  a  dressing  case,  and  an 
Indian  shawl,  and  a  Honiton  lace  veil,  and  others  of 
equal  value,  —  which  still  more  perplexed  my  mind. 
The  world,  I  thought,  must  have  a  very  different 
opinion  of  Horatia  from  mine.  I  wonder  whether 
it  was  wrong  in  me  to  find  an  explanation  in  that 
verse  of  the  Psalms  :  "  So  long  as  thou  doest  well 
unto  thyself  men  will  speak  good  of  thee."  Ho- 
ratia was  emphatically  one  of  those  persons  who 
know  how  to  do  well  unto  themselves.  We  were 
looking  at  the  presents,  and  making  our  remarks 
upon  them,  when  a  parcel  was  brought  in,  directed 
in  Miss  Cole's  handwriting.  Horatia*s  face  evinced 
a  greater  degree  of  gratification  than  her  words. 
She  merely  said,  "  From  aunt  Sarah,  I  suppose  ; 
rather  late  —  but  old  people's  peculiarities  must  be 
excused."  But  I  observed  that  she  unfastened  the 
parcel  in  a  great  hurry. 

It  contained  a  Bible,  handsomely  bound,  and  on 
a  slip  of  paper  was  written,    "  The  only  present 
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which  an  old  woman  of  eighty -five  considers  of  any 
value."  I  think  Horatia  was  softened  by  the  re- 
membrance, and  the  mode  in  which  it  was  shown. 
"  Aunt  Sarah  is  very  good,"  she  said  ;  "  one  could 
almost  wish  we  were  all  like  her."  It  was  the  only 
expression  of  genuine  respect  for  any  individual 
which  I  had  ever  heard  her  utter. 

I  went  to  see  aunt  Sarah  that  evening,  when  we 
returned  from  the  Cottage.  I  knew  she  would  wish 
to  know  how  everything  would  be  managed,  and 
it  was  a  comfort^to  be  able  to  talk  to  a  person 
who  could  so  thoroughly  understand  all  the  dis- 
agreeables. I  told  her  how  pleased  Horatia  was 
with  her  present,  and  this  pleased  her.  "  You 
will  look  at  things  very  differently,  Sally,  when 
you  are  as  old  as  I  am,  from  what  you  do  now," 
she  said.  "  We  are  learning  charity  all  our  way 
through  life,  but  there's  nothing  makes  the  lesson 
perfect  like  looking  at  death.  We  want  mercy 
ourselves  then,  and  so  we  would  fain  have  it  for 
others.  The  woman's  an  unprincipled  woman,  — 
I  don't  doubt  it,  —  but  more's  the  pity ;  and,  per- 
chance, if  those  about  her  do  their  duty,  she  may 
become  better*  Anyhow,  it*s  fitting  that  an  effort 
should  be  made,  and  there  can  be  none  where  there's 
no  kindness."  "  I  must  try  and  remember  that,"  I 
said,  **  for  it  is  the  only  thing  that  will  help  me 
forward.  I  know  I  am  like  a  piece  of  ice  to  her, 
continually,  and  the  moment  I  try  not  to  be,  I  feel 
as  if  I  were  a  hypocrite."  "  Don't  force  yourself  to 
be  too  much  with  her,"  replied  my  aunt,  "  there 
can  be  no  good  in  that.  When  there's  a  barrier 
between  folks,  such  as  there  must  be  between  you, 
a  civil  distance  is  the  only  safety  ; — only  let  it  be 
civil,  and  then,  if  ever  the  time  should  come  for 
something  better,  you  won't  have  to  begin  by 
begging  pardon,   which,   with  most  folks,   is  an 
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awkward  business."  "  Happily,"  I  said,  "  she  is 
so  entirely  determined  not  to  be  offended,  that  it  is 
not  difficult  to  keep  on  good  terms  with  her."  *^  She 
is  as  clever  a  woman  in  her  way  as  one  might  wish 
to  meet,"  observed  aunt  Sarah.  She  knows  quite 
well,  that  if  she  rules  herself  first,  she  may  rule  the 
world  afterwards.  If  she  had  but  one  grain  of 
honesty,  and  two  of  kind-heartedness,  in  her  com- 
position, she  might,  with  such  self-command,  be- 
come a  saint."  I  never  looked  at  that  possibility 
before,  I  must  confess,"  I  said,  smiling.  But 
aunt  Sarah  did  not  smile.  **  It's  a  serious  matter, 
Sally,"  she  said.  "  We  may  laugh  now,  but  it  will 
be  no  laughing  matter  by-and-by  to  her  that  she's 
not  one,  or  at  least,  that  she  did  not  try  to  be 
one  ;  nor  to  us,  that  we  made  a  joke  about  it. 
It  does  not  do,  child,*'  she  added,  and  her  eye 
lighted  up  for  an  instant,  and  she  almost  raised  her- 
self in  her  chair,  with  the  instinct  of  long  habit,— 
"  it  does  not  do  ever  to  let  light  words  pass  upon 
such  matters.  It's  the  evil  habit  of  the  world,  and 
of  good  folks  in  it  too  ;  but  depend  upon  it,  a  light 
word  is  the  Devil's  keenest  sword."  **  And  yet  one 
uses  it  very  often,"  I  replied,  "  to  conceal  a  deeper 
feeling."  "  Even  so ;  but  watch  yourself  after  you 
have  said  it,  and  you  are  not  what  you  were  before. 
People  go  to  church,  and  say  their  prayers,  may  be 
with  all  their  hearts,  and  then  they  come  out,  and 
say  something  droll  about  the  clergyman's  voice,  or 
the  clerk's  reading ;  and  if  they  could  measure  the 
warmth  of  their  souls,  as  they  can  the  warmth  of 
their  bodies,  they  would  find  they  were  colder  by 
ten  degrees  after  the  words  were  said  than  before 
it.  But  I  did  not  mean  to  preach  a  sermon  to 
you  Sally,  only  there's  nothing  like  a  joke  for 
rubbing  the  dust  off  the  butterfly's  wing  of  religion. 
And  now  tell  me  about  to-morrow,  —  who's  to  be 
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there  ?  "  "  Every  one,"  I  said,  "  except  my  mother ; 
I  wanted  to  stay  at  home  with  her,  but  she  would 
not  hear  of  it.     Horatia  has  insisted   also  upon 
having    Mr,    Rivers    and    Lady    Emily    asked." 
**  What  business  had  she  to  do  that?  "  asked  my 
aunt.     '*  Because  she  went  out  as  companion  to 
Lady  Emily's  sister  ?  "     "  Not  quite,  I  suppose  ; 
but  she  makes  herself  one  of  the  family,  and  Lady 
Emily  takes  such  an  interest  in  our  concerns,  that 
she  felt  herself  entitled  to  claim  something  of  the 
same  intimacy."     **  And  Lady  Emily  said  *no,'  of 
course,"  observed  aunt  Sarah.      "  She  talked  to  me 
about  it,"  I  replied,  "  and  said,  that  if  I  thought  my 
mother  would  care,   or  if  it   would   at  all  show 
respect  to  us  as  a  family,  she  would  go  directly ; 
but,  otherwise,  she  had  no  feeling  for  Horatia,  and 
did  not  think  herself  called  upon  to  pay  her  more 
attention  than  other  people.     Of  course,  she  should 
call  and  ask  them  to  dine,  but  she  did  not  think 
that   more  was  required.     You   know/'    I  added, 
"  that  Lady  Emily  is  very  particular  about  these 
matters  of  etiquette  and  propriety,  and  would  not, 
on    any    account,    omit    what    she  considered    a 
necessary  civility.     She  told  me,  only  the  other 
day,  that  she  was  beginning  to  think  them  more 
and  more  of  consequence."    **  To  be  sure  she  is,"  re- 
plied my  aunt.     "  She*s  a  kind-hearted  woman,  and 
she  knows  that  if  persons  wish  to  obtain  the  pri- 
vilege of  conferring  favours,  they  must  purchase 
it  with  the  current  coin  of  society ;    no  other  will 
pass,  let  it  be  ever  so  sterling,  —  folks  don't  under- 
stand what  it  means."     "  I  suppose  there  is  some- 
thing in  that,"  I  said ;  "  otherwise,  I  have  now  and 
then  thought  that   Lady  Emily  was  too  anxious 
about  not  giving  offence.      Mr.  Rivers,  however,  is 
particular,  and  I  imagine  that  has  helped  to  make 
her  so."    "  Ask  round  the  neighbourhood,  and  see 
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the  influence  for  good  they  have  gained  by  such 
attentions,"  said  aunt  Sarah.  "  Dinner  parties, 
and  all  those  fusses  which  are  called  such  a  waste 
of  time,  are  good  for  nothing  in  themselves,  but 
they  are  good  for  what  you  can  get  by  them. 
They  may  be  dull  and  heavy,  as  the  money  of  the 
Spartans,  but  they  serTe  as  the  medium  of  ex- 
change ;  and  we  grave,  stiff  English  folks  are  not 
fit  for  anything  else,  —  if  we  were  we  should 
have  found  it  out  before  this."  "Well,"  I  said, 
^*  Horatia,  at  least,  is  determined  to  make  the  most 
of  them,  for  she  has  asked  every  one,  far  and  near ; 
and  Caroline  is  quite  in  her  element,  settling 
about  it  all.  I  don't  remember  to  have  seen  her 
in  such  a  state  of  excitement  since  the  eventful 
party  at  East  Side,  at  which  I  was  not  present.  I 
think  upon  the  whole,"  I  added,  "  that  it  is  a  good 
thing  for  me  individually,  that  no  persons  but  my- 
self and  Herbert  know  all  the  causes  of  offence 
against  my  uncle  and  Horatia :  it  helps  me  on  very 
much  in  the  way  of  cordiality ;  —  and  I  really  re- 
quire help,  for  I  blame  myself  continually  for  my 
cold  manner  to  them."  '^Persons  of  sober  minds  are 
worse  off,  in  that  respect,  than  quick-changing 
folks,"  said  my  aunt.  "  When  they  are  possessed 
with  an  idea  or  a  feeling  they  can't  alter,  whilst 
the  others  say  a  sharp  word  one  minute,  and  give  a 
kiss  the  next;  and  the  kiss  remains  when  the 
sharp  word  is  forgotten.  But  we  must  take  our- 
selves as  we  are,  Sally,  and  if  you  can't  twist  and 
turn  as  often  as  you  would  wish,  you  must  remem- 
ber that  you  help  to  keep  the  family  steady."  "  I 
feel  so  often,"  I  said,  "that  if  I  were  Horatia 
I  could  not  endure  myself;  but  she  never  appears 
to  see  anything  cold  or  distant.  She  asked  me  to 
be  bridesmaid,  and  I  had  the  greatest  difficulty  in 
getting  off,  and  only  succeeded  because  I  could  not 
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be  certain  of  being  able  to  leave  my  mother  when 
the  day  came.  But  she  took  it  quite  quietly,  though 
my  manner  was  so  miserably  constrained,  that  I 
could  scarcely  bear  the  consciousness  of  it.  Now, 
Joanna,  and  Caroline's  two  little  girls,  are  to  be 
bridesmaids.  Hester  managed  to  escape  by  putting 
the  children  in  her  place ;  but  I  am  afraid  any  one 
but  Horatia  would  have  been  annoyed."  "  The 
child  is  wilful,"  said  aunt  Sarah ;  "  she  will  leam 
before  long,  that  we  must  make  sacrifices  of  feeling 
as  well  as  of  other  things.  There's  no  good  in 
making  an  enemy,  except  in  cases  of  right  or  wrong. 
And  so  Caroline  is  busy  with  the  grand  breakfast,  is 
she  ?  "  "  Yes ;  they  are  to  be  at  the  church  at  ten 
o'clock,  and  afterwards  they  go  back  to  the  Cottage, 
and  my  uncle  and  Horatia  set  off  for  London  in 
the  afternoon.  And,  in  three  weeks  time,  they 
come  back  to  East  Side.  Oh!  aunt  Sarah,  who 
could  have  imagined  that  I  should  ever  have  men- 
tioned the  fact  so  calmly  ?  '*  "  It's  the  mercy  of 
God,"  said  my  aunt,  "step  by  step,  leading  us 
on.  People  wish  to  know  the  future  at  the  be- 
ginning ;  if  the  wish  were  granted,  three-fourths 
of  us  would  go  mad." 


CHAP,  xxxvin. 


Horatia  Gray's  wedding  day  stands  out  distinctly, 
with  its  forced  light  and  dark  shadows,  amongst 
my  reminiscences  of  the  past.  We  met  in  the  old 
church  of  Car sd ale  —  a  brilliant  assemblage,  gay 
with  dresses  of  the  colours  of  the  rainbow  ;  but  too 
many,  who  had  no  personal  interest  in  the  scene,  only 
retaining  their  gravity  from  the  sacredness  of  the 
place  and  the  service.  I  had  scarcely,  indeed,  ever 
seen  the  church  so  full ;  from  one  cause  or  another 
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all  Carsdale  had  a  desire  to  be  present  at  Mr.  Ralpli 
Mortimer's  marriage.  I  heard  loud  whispers  apropos 
to  the  quaintness  of  the  bridegroom,  and  the  age  of 
the  bride ;  and  I  felt  something  of  the  absurdity  for 
them,  and  a  good  deal,  perhaps,  for  ourselves.  But 
it  was  a  real  and  solemn  ceremony  to  me  —  all  the 
more  solemn  because  I  felt  in  my  own  mind  how 
much  of  mockery  there  might  be  in  it.  Horatia 
looked  well  and  handsome,  my  uncle  smooth  as 
polished  marble,  and  both  as  cold.  Mr.  Benson* 
the  old  rector,  married  them.  Mr.  Malcolm  was 
present,  but  only  as  a  spectator,  and  as  he  stood  by 
Hester  and  myself,  grave  and  earnest,  and  sharing^ 
as  I  well  knew,  our  feelings,  I  could  not  but  think 
how  differently  I  should  listen  to  the  same  words, 
and  look  upon  the  same  scene,  if  I  were  present  to 
see  my  darling  intrusted  to  him,  to  guard  her  in  her 
journey  through  life.  That  thought  carried  me 
away  farther  than  it  should  have  done,  to  a  quiet 
parsonage,  and  a  country  village,  and  a  home  for 
my  mother,  and  myself  near — a  dream  of  an  earthly 
future  from  which  I  was  awakened  to  bestow  the 
first  kiss  of  cordiality  upon  Horatia  Mortimer. 

**  And  all  went  merry  as  a  marriage  bell.*' 

At  the  wedding  of  two  persons  who  had  neither 
parents,  nor  sisters,  nor  brothers,  to  grieve  for  the 
breaking  up  of  a  home,  why  should  not  all  be  merry? 
The  laugh  and  the  jest  went  round,  and  healths 
were  proposed,  and  speeches  were  made,  and  my 
uncle  and  Horatia  bore  their  parts  well,  assuming 
no  airs  of  youth,  but  contented,  as  they  said,  with 
the  "  sober  certainty  of  waking  bliss,"  belonging  to 
a  more  advanced  age ;  and  then  Horatia  confided 
her  guests  to  the  hospitality  of  Caroline  and  Mr. 
Blair,  "  and  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Ralph  Mortimer  set  off 
in  a  dark  green  chari'^t  with  four  horses  for  London.** 
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1  quote  from  the  county  paper,  in  which  a  full  ac- 
count of  the  marriage  and  the  festivities  appeared 
the  next  week. 

Joanna  remained  with  Caroline.  I  went  back  to 
my  mother.  Hester  was  persuaded  to  stay,  and  I 
thought  not  much  against  her  inclination,  since  she 
was  to  return  with  Herbert  and  Mr.  Malcolm,  who 
were  to  dine  at  the  Cottage.  The  carriage  which 
took  me  back  was  a  return  fly,  and  as  it  passed 
aunt  Sarah's  door  I  thought  I  would  stop  and  see 
her  first.  I  opened  the  door  as  usual,  and  went  into 
the  parlour ;  but  not  finding  her  there,  I  supposed 
she  might  be  lying  down  in  the  drawing-room. 
Whilst  I  was  debating  whether  I  should  ring  the 
bell  and  inquire.  Miss  Cole  came  in.  She  had 
heard  my  step,  and  was  come  to  tell  me  that  this 
was  a  bad  day  with,  aunt  Sarah,  who  had  passed  a 
restless  night,  and  was  suffering  from  great  oppres- 
sion on  the  chest ;  in  fact,  Miss  Cole  was  anxious 
about  her,  and  wished  very  much  that  I  could  per- 
suade her  to  see  a  medical  man. 

I  found  her  sitting  up  in  her  great  chair,  close  to 
the  fire,  and  wrapped  up  in  a  large,  heavy  shawl ; 
but  she  complained  bitterly  of  the  cold,  and  her 
hands  were  like  ice.  She  was  very  languid,  and  I 
could  not  enliven  her  by  anything  I  said,  though  I 
tried  to  amuse  her  by  the  details  of  the  marriage 
party.  Her  cheeks  were  quite  sunken,  and  her  eyes 
dark  and  dim,  and  yet,  now  and  then,  she  looked  up 
at  me  vdth  a  smile,  —  which  soon,  however,  passed 
away  into  a  sigh  —  trying  to  make  me  feel  that  she 
liked  to  have  me  with  her.  Having  finished  all  I 
could  remember,  I  stopped  and  told  her  I  was  afraid 
I  should  tire  her  ;  but  she  answered,  **  No,  child ; 
there's  not  enough  in  it  all  to  tire  me ;  and  it's 
pleasant  enough  to  hear.  Go  on ;  'tis  an  odd 
story  of  a  world  that  I  once  lived  in."     "  Not  a 
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very  pleasant  world,"  I  said.  "No,  indeed,  one 
may  well  be  glad  to  leave  it ;  —  glad  from  one's 
heart.  It's  a  longing  feeling  that  comes  at  last, 
Sally ;  but  Gt)d's  time  is  the  best "  "  And  whilst 
there  is  life  there  is  work,"  I  said ;  "  at  least,  I  am 
sure  you  make  me  think  so."  "Even  so,  child; 
work  to  the  last  and  latest  breath ;  and  who  would 
not  work  for  Him  ?  "  She  clasped  her  fingers  to- 
gether, and  I  saw  that  she  was  praying.  "  Oh ! 
aunt  Sarah,"  I  said,  after  a  short  pause,  "  if  you 
could  only  teach  me  to  feel  always  that  it  is  work 
for  Him,  the  burden  of  life  would  be  light  indeed." 
"  There's  no  teaching  it,"  replied  my  aunt ;  "  it's 
the  one  thing  which  each  must  learn  for  himself. 
But  when  we  set  ourselves  to  do  His  will  we  are 
learning  it,  even  though  we  don't  know  it.  There's  a 
sore  trial  in  middle  life,  Sally.  Hearts  grow  cold 
with  care,  and  the  life  He  gives,  too  'often  se^ms 
buried,  because  of  the  load  of  earthly  thought  above 
it ;  and  then  we  appear  to  ourselves  to  live  to  this 
world,  whilst  the  things  of  this  world  crowd  upon  us^ 
in  church,  and  in  prayer,  and  when  we  open  our 
Bibles  to  read.  But  where  the  will  is  stedfast,  and 
sin  withstood,  the  true  life  springs  forth  again  as  the 
earthly  tabernacle  decays.  Old  age  is  a  blessed  time. 
It  gives  us  leisure  to  put  off  our  earthly  garments  one 
by  one,  and  dress  ourselves  ibr  Heaven."  Miss  Cole 
came  into  the  room,  just  then,  and  interrupted  us, 
I  suspect  on  purpose,  for  she  brought  with  her  a 
biscuit  and  a  glass  of  wine,  which  she  wished  aunt 
Sarah  to  take,  saying,  our  conversation  had  been 
very  long.  But  my  aunt  was  not  willing  to  part 
from  me.  "If  you  must  go  now,  come  again,  and 
bring  your  mother  back  with  you,  Sally,"  she  said  ; 
for  may  be,  when  the  evening  comes,  I  shall  be  good 
for  more  than  I  am  now,  and  it's  a  pleasant  sight 
to  see  you  by  me."    I  lingered  still,  and  took  her 
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cold  hand,  and  held  it  between  mine,  feeling  how 
dear  it  was  to  me,  and  hoping  to  give  it  warmth 
and  life,  and  so  we  sat  for  some  time ;  until  at  length 
she  leant  her  head  against  her  chair,  and  fell  asleep, 
and  then  I  stole  awaj  to  my  mother,  and  in  the 
afternoon  we  returned  again. 

Whilst  the  merriment  of  the  marriage  feast  was 
to  be  heard  at  Clifton  Cottage,  my  mother  and  I 
sat  in  aunt  Sarah's  bedroom,  talking  quietly  of  the 
events  of  the  past,  and  the  *^  mercies  that  had  fol- 
lowed us  all  the  days  of  our  lives.*'  We  were  cheer- 
ful and  hopeful  when  we  parted,  but  I  could  not 
conceal  from  myself  that  a  change  had  taken  place 
for  the  worse,  and  the  tears  which  I  shed  that  night 
when  I  laid  my  head  upon  my  pillow,  were  mourn- 
ful as  the  tears  of  a  death-bed. 

Three  weeks  passed  rapidly  away ;  yet  they  did 
not  seem  rapid  to  me.  My  thoughts  were  fixed 
with  dread  upon  Horatia's  return,  and  I  longed  to 
have  the  first  visit  over.  After  that  I  felt  we  should 
be  more  certain  of  our  future  footing.  Caroline 
remained  at  the  Cottage  for  about  a  fortnight,  and 
then  returned  to  London,  and  Joanna  with  her.  I 
saw  in  what  way  events  were  tending  there ;  Caro- 
line was  making  Joanna  useful  to  her,  and  so  did 
not  object  to  taking  her  back  ;  but  the  life  she  was 
compelled  to  lead,  would  to  me  have  been  nothing 
less  than  a  humiliating  slavery.  Aunt  Joanna  was 
required  to  work  for  the  children,  to  assist  the  go- 
verness, and  to  do  anything  that  no  one  else  chose  to 
do, — ^not  as  a  matter  of  kindness,  but  of  obligation, 
because  she  was  an  expense.  The  servants  neglected 
her  when  they  saw  others  do  so,  and  this  made  her 
ftJ^gry ;  and  she  was  cross,  and  they  were  imperti- 
nent. It  was  a  wretched  life,  and  she  complained 
to  me  sadly  of  it ;  but  she  could  not  make  up  her 
mind  even  then,  to  that  which  would  have  given  her 
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independence,  and  self-respect;  and  what  was  even* 
more  vexatious,  she  could  not  see  that  she  was 
neglecting  a  duty.  Yet  we  were  called  upon  to  pay 
her  bills,  because  she  dared  not  ask  Caroline  for 
money,  and  she  had  no  claim  upon  any  one.  I  gave 
her  ten  pounds  the  morning  she  left  us,  and  she  took  it 
quite  as  her  right,  as  part  of  aunt  Sarah's  allowance ; 
and  when  I  told  her  plainly  that  aunt  Sarah  only 
paid  the  rent  of  the  house,  and  therefore  it  came 
rather  heavily  upon  us  to  give  her  such  assistance, 
she  was  angry,  and  said,  we  ought  to  consider  that, 
at  least,  we  were  not  called  upon  to  keep  her  when 
she  was  absent. 

But  she  went  away,  and  I  was  obliged  to  put 
aside  the  thought  of  what  would  be  the  end. 

I  could  not  ask  aunt  Sarah  what  she  would  advise 
us  to  do.  Weakness  and  pain  were  doing  their 
errand  stealthily,  but  surely.  I  never  missed  a  day 
in  seeing  her ;  but  our  words  diminished  as  our  love 
and  our  prayers  increased.  Her  doctor  said  it  was 
a  state  in  which  she  might  linger  for  many  weeks, 
— there  was  no  actual  disease ;  but  a  general  break- 
ing up  of  the  system.  Humanly  speaking,  she 
could  never  rally  to  be  what  she  had  been.  Some- 
times I  tried  to  realise  what  the  words  meant ;  but 
I  shrank  from  the  self-inflicted  pain,  and  only  clung 
the  more  closely  to  the  thought  that  she  was  still 
with  me. 

A  peal  of  bells  from  the  old  church  at  Carsdale 
announced  the  return  of  Mr.  Ralph  Mortimer  and 
his  bride.  They  passed  through  the  town  gaily 
as  they  had  left  it,  and  I  heard  that  the  school- 
mistress and  the  village  children  at  Hurst  went  out 
to  meet  them  with  flowers  and  rejoicing.  They 
were  right, — to  them  Horatia  was  a  friend,  and  my 
uncle  an  important  and  influential  benefactor 

I  was  to  go  to  East  Side  myself  the  next  day,  and 
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my  mother  said  that  Hester  should  go  with  me.  It 
was  a  Saturday  and  a  holiday ;  we  could  both  be 
spared,  and  she  thought  we  should  support  each 
other.  Hester  was  a  great  deal  more  upset  than  I 
was.  She  was  less  accustomed  to  the  change  of 
life,  and  her  heart  still  turned  fondly  to  the  recollec- 
tions of  her  happy  childhood*  I  would  fain  have 
saved  her  the  pain,  but  I  felt  that  it  was  better  to 
have  it  over  at  once.  But  to  drive  up  to  the  house 
formally, — ^to  ask  if  Mrs.  Ralph  Mortimer  was  at 
home, — to  be  ushered  by  a  footman  in  livery, 
through  the  entrance  hall,  with  the  chairs  standing 
in  it  which  I  used  to  sit  down  upon  when  we  were 
waiting  for  the  pony-carriage,  and  the  stand  on 
which  my  father's  hat  used  to  hang  still  in  the  same 
position,  and  then  to  have  the  drawing-room  door 
opened,  and  one's  name  announced,  even  as  a 
stranger  who  had  no  right  to  be  there, — these 
things  are  not  great  trials,— ^very  one,  perhaps,  has 
to  bear  them,  in  some  form  or  other,  at  some  time 
or  other, — 'but  they  are  most  bitter,  all  the  more 
so,  perhaps,  because  they  are  so  common  that  one  is 
ashamed  to  confess  the  suffering  they  bring. 

The  drawing-room,  I  was  thankful  to  see,  was 
considerably  altered.  Horatia  and  we  had  always 
differed  as  to  the  taste  and  arrangement  of  furniture, 
and  she  had  exercised  her  own  fancy  in  discarding 
much  which  had  belonged  to  us,  and  placing  the 
different  articles  in  new  positions.  What  with  the 
addition  of  a  chaise  longue  and  an  ottoman,  and  the 
removal  of  a  bookcase  and  some  pictures,  I  was  able 
almost  to  fancy  myself  in  a  neW  room,  and  certainly 
the  splendidly  dressed,  showy  woman  who  occupied 
one  end  of  the  sofa,  and  commanded  her  guests  with 
a  glance,  and  whose  voice  sounded  loudest  and  full- 
est amongst  the  murmurs  and  congratulations  of  ii 
crowded  apartment^  was  as  unlike  my  meek  and 
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gentle  mother,  as  the  inhabitants  of  two  distind 
worlds  could  be. 

Horatia  came  forward  to  meet  us  with  an  air  of 
delighted  patronage.  She  had  half  hoped,  she  said, 
that  we  might  have  been  there  to  receive  them^  the 
night  before,  when  they  arrived.  "It  is  such  a 
pleasure  to  be  welcomed  to  a  home^  is  it  not  ?"  she 
added,  addressing  one  of  her  visitors  ;  "  and  Ralph 
will  be  so  sorry  not  to  have  seen  you,"  she  continued, 
to  me,  "  but  he  could  not  possibly  stay.  However, 
we  must  make  some  engagements  presently.  And 
now  tell  me  a  little  about  your  poor  mother  and  our 
dear  aunt  Sarah.  I  have  been  most  dreadfully  anxi- 
ous about  her."  I  gave  as  short  an  answer  as  I 
could,  consistent  with  civility,  and  tried  to  talk  to 
some  one  else ;  but  I  was  not  to  escape.  A  conver- 
sation about  the  alterations,  which  had  been  begun 
before  we  entered,  was  now  resumed,  and  Hester 
and  I  were  appealed  to  at  once  by  Horatia.  *'  In 
your  days,  Sarah,  it  was  different.  You  never  had 
a  tree  cut.  I  believe  it  was  your  mother's  fancy." 
It  was  my  father's  wish,  but  I  could  not  bring 
myself  to  mention  his  name ;  so  I  merely  said, 
"  The  place  was  a  little  overgrown."  "  Oh ! 
sadly!  you  were  such  people  for  shade  and  pri- 
vacy. As  to  the  moss-house,  it  is  a  mere  cave ; 
but  how  fond  your  poor  father  was  of  it  !**  "  Lady 
Emily  Rivers  and  Mr.  Beresford" — announced  the 
footman.  I  could  have  given  them  public  thanks 
upon  the  spot  for  the  interruption,  but  I  was  not 
allowed  to  say  even  that  I  was  glad  to  see  them. 
Horatia  took  possession  of  them  with  such  a  rush  of 
words  and  rustling  of  her  silk  dress,  that  poor  Lady 
Emily  was  glad  to  sit  down  in  the  first  vacant  seat, 
where  she  might  be  quiet,  and  not  be  obliged  to 
«iake  herself  the  principal  object  in  the  room.  Mr. 
'l3eresford  withdrew  into  the  background,  after  his 
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first  bow,  and  when,  after  watching  the  little  scene 
at  Lady  Emily's  entrance,  I  looked  round  for  him, 
I  observed  him  sitting  apart  and  watching  Hester, 
with  a  countenance  upon  which  some  great  disquie- 
tude of  mind  was,  to  my  eyes,  legibly  written. 
Hester  was  trying  to  make  herself  agreeable  to  the 
lady  who  was  next  her,  but  tears  often  gathered  in 
her  eyes,  even  when  she  tried  to  speak  smilingly;  and 
I  thought,  at  last,  that  we  had  endured  the  penance 
sui&ciently  long,  and  therefore  proposed  to  Mrs. 
Blair,  who  had  come  with  us,  that  we  should  return. 
The  room  was,  however,  by  this  time,  much  thinned; 
and  Horatia  feeling  herself,  as  she  declared,  quite 
amongst  friends,  insisted  upon  our  staying  to  luncheon. 
Lady  Emily  was  pressed  also,  and  consented ;  and 
I  appreciated  what  I  was  sure  was  the  motive. 

We  went  in  to  luncheon.  Horatia  had  evidently 
determined  beforehand  that  some  of  her  guests 
should  be  entertained  on  the  occasion,  for  the  pre- 
parations were  large.  It  had  all  been  provided, 
she  said,  for  chance  visitors,  and  she  did  the  honours 
of  the  table  with  great  hospitality  ;  and  Hester  and 
I  used  the  knives  and  forks  which  had  been  our 
own,  and  had  the  dishes  and  plates  put  before  us 
which  we  had  always  been  accustomed  to  on  what 
were  called  state  occasions;  and,  as  Horatia  consider- 
ately remarked,  it  was  quite  home-like  with  such  a 
snug  party.  Hester's  head  was  bent  down  lower  than 
ever  at  this  speech,  and  I  saw  a  tear  drop  from  her 
eye.  I  was  extremely  distressed,  and  yet  afraid  to 
take  any  notice  lest  I  might  make  matters  worse  ; 
but  at  length  I  asked  her  if  she  would  go  into  the 
drawing-room,  and  fetch  a  little  bottle  of  eau  de 
Cologne,  which  I  had  left  there ;  and  taking  advan- 
tage of  the  excuse  she  went  away,  and  did  not 
return  again.  Nothwithstanding  Horatia's  home- 
like feelings,  we  were  all  remarkably  dull     Mr. 
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Beresford^  in  particular,  was  excessively  moodj ;  he 
ate  nothing,  and  often  glanced  impatiently  at  the. 
door,  as  if  longing  to  be  away.  A  ring  at  the 
bell  announced  another  visitor  before  luncheon  was 
ended,  but  it  was  only  Mr.  Malcolm ;  and  Horatia, 
who  always  piqued  herself  upon  being  on  free  and 
cordial  terms  with  the  clergy  of  the  neighbourhood,' 
begged  that  he  would  come  into  the  dining-room* 
The  offer,  however,  was  declined ;  but  Mr.  Malcolm 
was  in  no  hurry,  we  were  told,  and  begged  that  Mrs. 
Mortimer  would  not  disturb  herselS  We  waited 
whilst  Mrs.  Blair  finished  her  cake,  and  then  returned 
to  the  drawing-room.  Horatia  kept  Lady  Emily 
and  Mrs.  Blair  behind  for  a  minute  to  look  at  some 
picture  which  was  a  new  purchase,  and  it  so  happened 
that  Mr.  Beresford  and  I  went  into  the  room  alone. 
The  first  thing  which  struck  us  both  was  the  sight  of 
Hester  in  earnest  conversation  with  Mr.  Malcolm, 
and  the  first  words  we  heard  were  spoken  by  her» 
"  And  you  don't  really  think  it  is  wrong  to  have 
such  feelings?"  I  saw  Mr.  Beresford's  face  in  a 
glass  opposite  to  us,  and  its  expression  of  anger 
and  jealousy  dismayed  me.  He  turned  from  me, 
and  rushed  out  of  the  room.  Hester  came  up  to 
me  instantly,  simple,  true-hearted,  confiding,  as  ahe 
had  always  been  :  "might  she  go  away?"  she  asked. 
"  She  was  afraid  to  see  any  one ;  but  Mr.  Malcolm 
had  been  very  kind ;  he  had  given  her  a  great  deal 
of  comfort,  and  he  did  not  think  her  very  wicked ;  ** 
and  then  she  held  out  her  hand  to  him,  and  begged 
him  always  to  talk  to  her  in  the  same  way,  for  she 
was  sure  it  would  do  her  more  good  than  anything 
else.  He  was  far  more  confused  than  she  was,  and 
said  to  me,  in  a  hurried  way,  that  he  hoped  he  had 
not  done  wrong ;  only,  he  had  found  her  there  in 
distress,  and  it  seemed  natural  to  say  he  could  un- 
derstand it  all,  for  indeed  he  could.     I  thanked  him. 
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and  begged  him  to  be  her  friend  always ;  and  I  am 
sure  at  the  moment  I  said  it  without  the  least  thought 
that  he  could  ever  be  anything  else ;  and  then  Lady 
Emily,  and  Horatia,  and  Mrs.  Blair,  came  in,  and 
we  were  all  on  the  point  of  departure. 

But  Mr.  Beresford  was  not  to  be  found ; — in  the 
garden,  the  shrubbery,  the  stables,  the  fields,  the  vil- 
lage ;  —  everywhere  he  was  sought  for,  but  in  vain. 
I  dared  not  say  how  much  I  knew  or  guessed  of  the 
cause  of  his  absence.  He  had  been  with  me,  and 
had  left  me,  that  was  all  I  could  answer  for ;  and  at 
last  we  were  told  that  he  had  been  seen  walking 
very  fast  on  the  road  to  Carsdale.  My  heart  sank 
within  me.  I  looked  about  for  some  one  to  advise 
me  —  some  one  to  whom  I  could  tell  the  fears  which 
had  taken  possession  of  me ;  but  there  was  no  one. 
They  were  all  quiet,  unconcerned,  unsuspicious. 
Lady  Emily  apologising  for  her  brother's  freaks; 
even  Hester,  looking  bright  again,  as  she  said,  "  It 
was  just  like  one  of  his  wild  fancies;  he  was  always 
saying  that  it  was  a  useless  waste  of  time  to  form 
plans  beforehand ;"  and  Horatia,  joining  in  the 
laugh^  and  talking  of  his  character  in  the  natural 
style  belonging  to  "  one  of  the  family.'*  Mr.  Mal- 
colm alone  saw  I  was  grieved,  and  thought  I  was 
yielding  to  the  old  painful  reminiscences,  and  he 
did  his  best  to  hurry  the  carriage,  and  get  us  away. 
But  I  was  not  at  East  Side  then  —  in  thought  or 
feeling.  I  had  forgotten  all  personal  pain,  or  dis- 
like, or  regret.  I  could  only  remember  that  look  of 
intense  anger  and  pique,  and  think  of  what  it 
might  portend. 

All  the  time  we  were  driving  into  Carsdale  I  was 
pondering  upon  Mr.  Beresford's  object  in  going 
there.  Mrs.  Blair  and  Hester  talked,  and  I  believe 
I  answered  them,  but  if  I  did  it  was  mechanically. 
I  was  possessed  by  one  idea,  —  that  Mr.  Beresford 
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was  reallj  false  to  Sophia  Grant,  and  would  see* 
Hester  again,  and  betray  himself,  and  what  would  be 
the  result  ?  Did  she  love  him  now?  Would  she  have 
strength  of  mind  to  reject  him  ?  If  she  listened  to 
him,  what  would  be  the  consequence?  The  anti- 
cipation of  all  that  might  happen  was  alarming  to 
me — most  especially  the  dread  lest  the  perfect  sim- 
plicity of  heart  of  my  sweet  child  should  be  dis- 
turbed by  the  tumult  of  an  affection  to  which  she 
had  no  right.  I  am  afraid  I  was  unjust  to  Mr. 
Beresford ;  —  unkind  to  Sophia.  Calm  and  unex- 
citable  on  such  subjects  myself,  I  could  think  only 
of  guarding  my  treasure  from  harm,  and  I  dwelt 
but  little  upon  the  agony  which  others  might  be- 
called  upon  to  bear.  Neither  did  I  then  feel  what 
at  another  time  would  have  been  one  of  the  first 
ideas  present  to  me ;  —  that  Mr.  Beresford's  family 
would  have  just  reason  to  complain,  and  that  even 
Lady  Emily  herself,  sincere  and  long-tried  as  her* 
affection  for  me  and  for  Hester  undoubtedly  was, 
might  well  object  to  a  connection  which  even,  in 
the  days  of  our  prosperity,  could  not  have  been 
such  as  her  brother  was  by  birth  and  fortime  en- 
titled to  form. 

As  we  entered  Carsdale  I  scanned  every  face  and 
figure  in  the  dread  of  seeing  Mr.  Beresford.  I 
half  hoped  that,  in  his  excited  state,  he  might  have 
taken  a  sudden  resolution  to  leave  the  place ;  but  it 
was  not  like  him, — he  would  not  yield  his  place  to 
another  without  a  struggle  ;  he  would  see  Hester ; 
I  was  convinced  of  that,  upon  consideration ;  and 
the  only  question  was,  how  to  avoid  the  interview.. 
Mrs.  Blair  wanted  Hester  to  remain  with  her  for 
an  hour  or  two,  but  I  dared  not  trust  her  there ; 
and  making  some  trifiing  excuse,  hurried  to  aunt 
Sarah's,  where  I  had  an  idea  of  leaving  her  whilst  I 
went  home  to  consult  my  mother.     Mr.  Beresford 
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was  not  likely  to  intrude  into  aunt  Sarah's  house, 
and  Hester  would  not  go  out  alone.  Afterwards  I 
could  not  tell  what  was  to  be  done.  I  thought  of 
sending  her  away, — making  Herbert  take  her  away; 
but  there  was  no  place  to  which  she  could  go,  and, 
certainly,  none  where  she  could  be  safe,  if  Mr. 
Beresford  chose  to  follow.  Then  I  thought  of  see- 
ing Lady  Emily,  and  telling  her  what  I  feared ;  but 
it  was  all  conjecture  on  my  part ;  and  how  could  I 
go  to  her  with  what,  after  all,  might  be  an  un- 
founded suspicion.  Oh  !  how  I  longed  that  Hester 
could  be  safe  under  any  other  protection !  If  Mr. 
Malcolm  had  only  seen  her  with  my  eyes,  and 
known  her  gentleness  and  humility,  and  perfect 
truth  and  warmth  of  affection,  he  must  have  loved 
her^  and  I  could  have  trusted  her  to  him  with  en- 
tire confidence. 

Even  my  dear  mother,  who  never  spoke  upon 
such  subjects,  had  once  said  to  me  that  he  was  just 
the  person  she  should  like  for  a  son-in-law.  But  it 
was  useless  to  think  of  that  now. 

We  stopped  at  aunt  Sarah's  and  dismissed  the  fly, 
and  I  told  Hester  that  I  wished  her  to  remain  there 
till  I  could  come  back  for  her,  and  that  she  might 
amuse  aunt  Sarah  with  the  account  of  her  visit ;  and 
then  I  sent  for  Miss  Cole,  and  begged  her  to  go 
and  take  a  Ifttle  walk,  and  leave  Hester  to  be  with 
my  aunt,  and  said  to  myself  that  I  had  managed 
very  cleverly.  It  struck  me  when  I  was  half-way 
down  the  street,  that  probably  Mr.  Malcolm  would 
call  to  see  aunt  Sarah  on  his  way  back  from  East 
Side,  as  he  usually  did  see  her  every  day.  But  I 
did  not  know  why  I  should  trouble  myself  about 
that.  I  was  really  becoming  quite  silly  and  ro- 
mantic in  my  sober  age,  —  fancying  that  every  one 
was  going  to  fall  in  love  with  Hester  ;  and  I 
quite  scolded  myself  for  allowing  such  thoughts  to 
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haunt  me,  when  Mr.  Malcolm's  heart  was  so  evi* 
dently  indifferent.  I  said  so  to  myself  one  moment, 
and  the  next  I  found  myself  recalling  his  hurried 
manner,  —  the  kind  interest  he  had  taken  in  her. 
It  was  possible  the  indifference  was  feigned.  I 
walked  leisurely  through  the  streets,  satisfied,  at  all 
events,  in  the  conviction  that  I  had  left  Hester  in 
safe  custody,  and  looking  about  still  for  Mr.  Beres- 
ford,  and  thinking  what  I  should  say  to  my  mother; 
and  actually  passed  our  own  door  before  I  was 
aware.  But  I  was  stopped  by  hearing  some  one 
say,  "Are  you  going  farther.  Miss  Mortimer?  "  It 
was  Mr.  Malcolm,  on  horseback.  His  face  was  so 
very  pale,  I  really  doubted  for  the  moment  who  he 
was.  I  laughed  at  my  mistake,  and  he  dismounted, 
and,  calling  to  a  boy  to  hold  his  horse,  came  up  to 
me,  and  said,  in  a  voice  scarcely  articulate  from 
agitation :  ^'  Might  I  be  allowed  a  few  minutes' 
conversation  with  you  ?  **  I  led  the  way  into  the 
house,  but  he  waited  to  speak  to  the  boy ;  and  as  I 
looked  back  to  see  what  detained  him,  I  observed, 
at  the  further  end  of  the  street,  a  person  crossing  the 
road,  whom  I  directly  recognised  as  Mr.  Beres- 
ford.  I  think  he  must  have  seen  us,  for  he  stopped 
for  an  instant,  and  then  strode  on.  He  went 
towards  High-street.  Aunt  Sarah's  house  was  in 
High-street;  but  how  could  he  guess  that  Hester 
was  there  ? 


CHAP.  XXXIX. 


Mr  Malcolm  followed  me  into  the  drawing-room  : 
we  sat  down  opposite  to  each  other.  He  waited 
for  me  to  speak,  and  I  said,  in  order  to  do  away 
with  the  awkwardness,  that  he  had  ridden  fast 
after  us.     Yes,  very  fast,  as  fast  as  he  could  come ; 


THE  EXPERIENCE  OF  LIFE.  409 

not  —  and  his    voice    trembled  —  as  fast    as    he 
could  wish.     A  gleam   of  hope   came  over  me ; 
I  pitied  him  certainly,  yet  I  could  not  think  of 
a  word  to  say  to  help   him.      The  colour  in  his 
face  went  and  came  rapidly :  there  was   a  mo- 
ment's pause  of  excessive  embarrassment  on  both 
sides,  and  then,  as  with  a  sudden  impulse  of  moral 
strength,  came  the  question,  which,  after  such  pre- 
paration, I  could  scarcely  fail  to    anticipate,  put 
abruptly,  but  with  an  honest  openness  which  became 
him.     He  loved  Hester  devotedly ;  did  I  think  — 
could  I  give  him  the  faintest  hope — ^that  she  would 
return  his  affection  .f'     He  buried  his  face  in  his 
hands,  shrinking  from  the  answer.     How  thankful 
I  was  words  can  never  say.     I  could  not  tell  him 
there  was  no  hope ;  I  could  give  him  my  cordial 
good  wishes  ;  and,  as  I  said  the  words,  he  seized  my 
hand  with  expressions  of  overpowering  gratitude, 
and  the  whole  history  of  his  fears  came  out.     He 
had  seen  what  I  saw  at  East  Side,  and  alarm  — 
jealousy,  he  called  it  —  had  goaded  him  to  do  what 
he  never  meant  to  do,  until  he  could  come  forward 
to  offer  what  Hester  deserved,  and  we  were  bound 
to  require  —  a  home  and  a  competency.     "Within 
the  last  week  he  had  had  the  half-promise  of  a 
living ;  it  was  all  but  sure,  but  it  was  not  quite, 
and  be  had  therefore  still  thought  that  it  might  be 
his  duty  to  delay ;  as  he  had,  from  the  beginning, 
dreaded  to  disturb  the  peace  of  her  present  life, 
and  shackle  her  by  a  long  engagement.  Now,  how- 
ever, he  felt  that  it  would  be  impossible  to  continue 
his  present  manner,  and  he  had  therefore  come  to 
me.     Perhaps  I  could  understand  that  it  was  more 
easy  to  talk  to  me  than  to  make  a  formal  proposal 
to  my  mother,  knowing  that  he  had  nothing  but 
hope  to  offer.     His  request  was,  that  I  would  gain 
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mj  mother's   sanction  to  his  eDdeavours  to  win 
Hester's  affections. 

I  would  have  taken  liim  at  once  to  my  mother, 
but  he  stopped  me ;  a  cloud  came  over  his  face,  and 
lie  said  he  must  ask  one  question  more,  —  the  an- 
swer might  be  agony,  but  he  must  hear  it.  I  had 
only  said  that  I  could  not  tell  him  there  was  no 
hope; — did  that  mean  there  was  any  fear  of  a  pre- 
vious affection  ?  Was  it  possible  that  —  "  Mr, 
Beresford's  feeling  is  returned,"  I  said,  forcing 
myself  to  be  unreserved,  though  with  a  great  strug- 
gle. Yes,  that  was  what  he  meant.  ''Mr.  Beresford 
has  long  been  considered  engaged,"  I  said.  ''  True," 
he  replied,  whilst  the  cloud  still  rested  on  his  face ;. 
''  but  it  sometimes  happens,  in  such  cases,  that  per- 
sons, after  a  time,  find  themselves  unsuited  to  each 
other,  and  that  others  are  aware  of  it.  Mr, 
Beresford  has  never,  I  believe,  been  definitely  en- 
gaged? and  your  sister  has  lately  been  much  at 
Lowood."  "  Not  whilst  he  was  there,"  I  replied. 
Mr.  Malcolm  smiled.  "  Perhaps  I  am  not  a  fair 
judge,"  he  said ;  ''  but  I  should  say,  that,  even  with 
a  comparatively  slight  acquaintance,  some  excuse 
might  be  found  for  him ;  and  your  sister  may  have 
perceived  his  attachment.  It  might  be  so  without 
any  intentional  fault  on  her  part."  I  felt  he  might 
be  right;  at  the  bottom  of  my  heart  I  had  an 
aching  dread  that  he  was.  It  was  the  secret  mis- 
giving which  had  made  me  tremble,  lest  Mr. 
Beresford  should  have  the  opportunity  of  disclosing 
his  feelings,  and  discovering  to  Hester  the  state  of 
hers. 

"  They  would  be  sadly,  miserably  wrong,"  I  said ; 
"may  God  save  my  darling  from  such  a  tempta- 
tion I "  And  a  host  of  recollections,  bringing  self- 
reproach,  flashed  upon  me,  as  I  felt  that,  if  it  were  so, 
I  might  be  the  person  to  blame,  in  having  shut  my 


THE   EXFBBIEllCE  OF  LIFE.  411 

eyes  to  a  possibility,  and  trusted  to  a  man  whose 
principles  I  had,  from  the  very  first,  felt  to  be 
insecure. 

What  I  now  most  earnestly  desired  was,  that  Blr. 
Malcolm  should  see  Hester  at  once,  but  he  was 
afraid.  His  manner,  he  said,  had  always  been  so 
cold,  he  had  so  studiously  avoided  anything  that 
might  be  construed  into  an  attention,  that  he  trem- 
bled for  the  result  of  a  sudden  explanation.  All  he 
wished  was  to  be  at  liberty  to  show  what  his  wishes 
were, — ^to  win  her  affections,  if  he  could,  fairly  and 
openly.  He  looked  very  unhappy,  and  I  read  the 
doubt  which  remained  in  his  mind;  but  he  had 
marked  out  for  himself  the  line  that  he  would  be 
right  to  pursue,  and  I  felt  that,*  at  any  sacrifice,  he 
would  follow  it. 

He  had  an  interview  with  my  mother  afterwards ; 
it  was  what  I  was  sure  it  would  be.  Every  word 
he  uttered  gave  us  a  deeper  insight  into  his  strength 
of  mind,  his  honourable,  candid,  upright  character. 
We  could  wish  for  nothing  better,  —  nothing  more 
likely  to  make  Hester  happy.  But  all  the  time  we 
were  talking  my  thoughts  were  wandering.  What 
was  Mr.  Beresford  doing  in  EGgh-street  ? 

I  was  to  go  and  fetch  Hester.  Mr.  Malcolm  was 
to  return  and  drink  tea.  I  did  not  think  it  worth 
while  then  to  disturb  my  mother  with  the  fears  I 
had  been  conjuring  up.  For  one  night  she  should 
at  least  enjoy  the  prospect  of  that  bright  future  for 
her  child  which  had  once  been  her  own.  But  I  was 
not  at  rest ;  there  was  the  same  fear  hanging  over 
my  heart,  —  the  same  doubt  whether  Hester  might 
not  be  safer  and  better  away.  But  then,  again,  if 
Mr.  Malcolm  was  with  her  constantly,  showing  her 
what  now  he  was  at  full  liberty  to  sliow, — his  real 
affection,  — it  might  fairly  be  hoped  that  her  own 
feelings,  already  those  of  deep  respect,  would  par- 
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take  of  the  nature  of  his.    All  that  seemed  required 
was,  that  the  ground  should  not  be  preoccupied. 

It  was  growing  dusk  when  I  reached  aunt 
Sarah's  door.  I  thought  it  probable  she  might  be 
asleep,  so  I  stole  into  the  house,  making  as  little 
noise  as  possible,  and  went  first  through  the  long 
passage  towards  the  kitchen,  to  find  one  of  the  ser- 
vants, and  ask  whether  I  had  better  go  up  stairs. 
If  aunt  Sarah  was  asleep,  however,  the  servants 
were  doing  their  best  to  waken  her,  for  Richard,  the 
old  gardener,  was  hammering  nails  into  a  box,  and 
the  sound  was  heard  all  over  the  house.  Molly  and 
Betty  were,  I  supposed,  as  usual,  hidden  in  the  re- 
cesses of  the  laundry,  far  beyond  mortal  ken,  or,  at 
least,  such  ken  as  mine ;  and  old  Richard  was  so 
deafened  by  the  sound  of  his  own  hammer,  that  he 
did  not  know  I  was  near  him  till  I  touched  his 
arm,  and  then  he  looked  very  cross  at  being  inter- 
rupted, and  said,  he  supposed  they  were  all  up- 
stairs with  '^Missus."  Miss  Cole  had  been  in  the 
kitchen  a  few  minutes  before,  and  Miss  Hester,  he 
believed,  was  talking  to  some  one  in  the  parlour. 
Some  one!  The  old  man  must  have  thought  me 
mad.  I  did  not  wait  to  hear  another  word,  but 
rushed  back  along  the  passage,  and  had  just  laid  my 
fingers  upon  the  handle  of  the  dining-room  door, 
when  Miss  Cole  came  down  the  stairs.  Dear,  kind 
Miss  Cole !  with  her  slow  speech  —  oh !  how  in- 
terminably slow  at  that  instant !  —  informed  me 
that  she  was  very  glad  I  was  come,  for  there  was  a 
message  for  me,  she  believed,  from  Lady  Emily 
Rivers.  She  had  met  Mr.  Beresford,  close  to  Long's 
shop,  and  he  had  asked  where  I  was  to  be  found, 
and  she  had  told  him  that  I  was  gone  home,  and 
that  Hester  was  at  her  aunt's;  and  then  he  had 
asked  if  he  might  say  five  words  to  Hester,  for  he  was 
just  going  back  to  Lowood.     "  So,  of  course,"  con- 
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tinued  innocent  Miss  Cole,  "I  was  quite  glad  to 
have  met  him.  I  was  afraid  he  was  ill,  for  he  looked 
dreadfully  white,  and  his  manner  was  flurried ;  but 
he  said  there  was  nothing  the  matter  with  Lady 
Emily,  and  I  did  not  like  to  ask  for  Miss  Grant" 

"  I  asked  how  long  he  had  been  there  ?  "  "  About 
ten  minutes  ;  it  might  be  a  little  more.  Probably 
he  is  waiting  to  see  you,"  added  Miss  Cole,  "  as  I 
told  him  you  would  be  here  again  soon." 

Alas,  for  the  mischief  that  might  be  done  in  those 
ten  minutes  I  but  I  let  Miss  Cole  go  up  stairs  again, 
and  waited  till  she  was  out  of  sight,  and  I  had  heard 
her  go  into  aunt  Sarah's  bedroom,  and  then  with  a 
feeling  of  desperate  calmness,  I  once  more  touched 
the  handle  of  the  door.  It  was  turned  on  the  other 
side  ;  the  door  was  thrown  open,  and  when  I  drew 
back,  Mr.  Beresford  rushed  wildly  past  me,  and  left 
the  house. 

I  went  in.  My  darling  was  leaning  back  upon 
the  sofa,  burying  her  face  amongst  the  cushions,  and 
sobbing  as  if  her  heart  would  break.  I  spoke  to 
her,  but  she  would  not  reply  till  I  sat  down  by  her, 
and  forcing  her  to  turn  to  me,  bade  her  tell  me 
what  was  amiss,  that  I  might  comfort  her.  She 
looked  up  then,  and  her  eye  glanced  rapidly  round 
the  room,  and  in  a  hollow  whisper  she  said,  ^'  Is  he 
gone  ?  Mammy,  dear,  are  you  sure  ?"  "  Yes ;  we 
are  alone.  But  Hester,  my  treasure,  my  own  child, 
what  has  he  said?"  She  started  from  her  seat, 
threw  herself  on  her  knees  before  me,  and  exclaimed, 
"  It  was  not  my  doing  ;  —  God  knows  it.  Oh  I 
Sarah,  are  they  dl  as  wicked  ?  "  **  All  ?  —  all  men, 
do  you  mean  ?  "  "  Yes,  alL  Are  they  like  him  ?  — 
will  they  deceive? — will  they  tempt  ?  Save  me  from 
him,  Sarah;  dont  let  me  listen  to  him."  "You 
shall  never  see  him  again,  my  darling,"  I  said,  "  if 
I  can  help  it:  but  you  do  not  wish  to  do  so,  do 
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you  ?  "  My  heart  grew  sick  with  fear  ad  I  asked 
the  question  ;  but  she  raised  her  bright,  pure  face 
to  mine,  and  clasped  her  hands  together^  and  so« 
lemnly  and  earnestly  she  said,  "  Never  —  never !  " 
The  next  minute  there  was  a  burst  of  agonising 
repentance,  and  she  hid  her  face  in  my  lap,  and 
murmured,  '^  But  it  pleased  me  to  hear  him  say  he 
loved  me." 

Poor  child !  She  was  frail  and  weak,  and  he  had 
touched  her  vanity.  I  saw  the  truth  in  an  instant, 
through  the  bitter  tears,  the  anguish  of  self-re- 
proach. I  saw  that  she  was  distressing  herself  un- 
necessarily, dreading  lest  she  had  in  heart  consented 
to  feelings  which  in  truth  she  abhorred.  Again  and 
again  she  asked, — ^were  all  men  so  wicked  ? — ^would 
they  all  deceive  ? — should  she  ever  be  treated  herself 
as  he  had  treated  Sophia  ?  and  then  once  more  came 
the  sorrow,  the  penitent  confession,  the  entreaty 
that  I  would  not  hate  her;  but  she  had  liked  to  hear 
him  say  he  loved  her.  Oh  !  how  I  hated  him !  at 
the  moment  it  was  actual  hatred,— a  feeling  so 
strong,  that  when  I  look  back  upon  it,  it  frightens 
me,  for  it  was  sin.  She  became  more  composed 
after  a  little  time,  and  gave  me  the  details  of  what 
had  passed,  though  still  in  broken  sentences,  and 
interrupted  by  entreaties  that  I  would  not  cast  her 
off,  but  help  her  to  forget  that  she  had  ever  heard 
the  words  which  haunted  her.  He  had  told  her 
that  Sophia  was  cold  to  him,  and  did  not  love  him, 
and  that  he  could  not  be  happy  without  affection ; 
and  then  he  made  the  poor  child  confess  that  she 
had  no  feeling  for  any  other  person,  and  taking  ad- 
vantage of  her  simple  acknowledgment, — that  she 
had  never  thought  about  such  things  before,  —  pres- 
sed his  own-love,  he  called  it, — selfishness,  I  called  it. 
"  He  wanted  me  to  say  I  would  try  to  love  him," 
she  added ;  "  but  I  could  not.     Oh !  mammy,  dear. 
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when  I  thought  of  Sophia,  and  of  my  mother,  and 
of  you,  I  could  not  say  so.  Yet  I  liked  his  talking, 
—-indeed,  I  did.  You  will  think  me  as  wicked  as  I 
am,  won't  you  ?  But  I  told  him  he  must  go  hack  to 
Sophia,  and  that  he  must  never  repeat  such  things 
to  me  again  ;  and  I  said  how  wrong  he  was  to  think 
Sophia  did  not  care  for  him ;  and  that  she  thought 
about  him  all  day  long,  and  that  she  was  so  good 
he  must  be  happy  with  her.  I  don't  think,  I  said 
anything  I  ought  not ;  but  I  felt  wrong  things  I  am 
sure.  Only,  at  last,  I  was  angry,  because  he  de- 
clared I  had  deceived  him,  and  behaved  to  him 
as  if  I  cared  for  him»  He  had  no  right  to  say 
so,  Sarah,"  and  Hester  drew  herself  up,  and  her 
womanly  dignity,  for  the  moment,  got  the  better 
of  her  grief.  "  How  could  I  care  for  him  when  I 
considered  him  engaged.  He  was  kind  to  me,  and 
Sophia  loved  him ;  that  was  why  I  liked  him,  and 
I  told  him  so,  and  then  he  was  quite  silent  and  cold ; 
and,  at  last,  he  rushed  away,  and,  I  think, — I  think, 
Sarah,  I  felt  sorry  when  he  left  me." 

The  intense  selfishness  of  some  men's  love  I  for 
the  moment  I  could  think  of  nothing  else. 

But  he  was  gone,  never,  I  hoped,  to  venture  a 
second  time  to  disturb  the  peace  of  my  darling's 
mind  ;  and  all  that  could  now  be  done  for  her  was 
to  take  her  home,  and  leave  her  to  the  quiet  sooth- 
ing tenderness  of  my  mother's  care.  She  could  not 
see  ]VIr.  Malcolm  that  night;  but  though  I  was 
sorry  for  what  would  be  his  disappointment,  I  felt 
that  if  he  should  in  the  end  succeed  in  his  wishes, 
he  would  obtain  a  prize,  the  value  of  which  till  that 
day,  even  I  had  never  estimated. 

Of  Sophia  Grant  I  dared  not  trust  myself  to  speak, 
— scarcely  to  think.  Mr.  Beresford  called  her  cold  t 
yes,  she  was  cold,  compared  to  him, — cold  in  her 
self-command,  her  perfect  delicacy  of  feeling,  her 
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utter  unselfishness  I  Cold,  because  to  humour  hid 
tastes  she  would  sacrifice  her  own  ;  to  save  him  pain^ 
she  would  endure.  She  was,  in  my  eyes,  as  far  su- 
perior to  him  as  the  calm  purity  of  an  angel  is  to  the 
excited  feeling  of  a  fallen  creature ;  but  she  was  to 
be  sacrificed, — to  be  cast  aside :  the  happiness  of  her 
life  was  to  be  blighted,  and  the  excuse  was — love ! 

Hester  was  very  unwell  for  several  days;  she  was 
naturally  of  a  very  excitable  temperament,  and  the 
agitation  of  that  evening  did  not  cease  with  the  cir* 
cumstance  which  had  caused  it.  She  was  under  a 
perpetual  nervous  dread,  either  that  Mr.  Beresford 
would  return,  or  that  Lady  Emily  would  call ;  and 
this  latter  fear  was  increased  by  the  self-reproach 
which  no  reasoning  could  entirely  remove.  If  Mr. 
Beresford  thought  she  had  shown  by  her  manner 
that  she  cared  for  him,  Lady  Emily  would  have 
thought  the  same,  and  then  she  must  hate  and 
despise  her.  And  Sophia!  It  seemed  impossible 
she  could  ever  believe  that  all  which  had  passed 
was  unintentional  ;  and  this  doubt  would  be  fol- 
lowed by  a  closer  self-examination  into  her  own  feel- 
ings ;  whether  she  had  ever  encouraged  Mr.  Beres- 
ford,— whether  it  had  not  once  or  twice  crossed  her 
mind  that  she  should  like  him  to  like  her ;  andthen, 
perhaps,  she  would  break  ofl^,  and  say,  that  it  was 
better  not  to  think  so  much  of  herself,  it  was  Sophia 
whom  she  ought  to  care  about.  If  it  could  all  be  put 
right  again  with  her,  she  should  care  for  nothing  else. 

"  That  which  is  crooked  cannot  be  made  straight." 
It  was  a  truth  which  Mr.  Beresford  was  now  to  learn. 

I  saw  Lady  Emily  alone  the  following  day.  We 
met  by  appointment  at  aunt  Sarah's.  She  would 
not  come  to  us,  lest  her  presence  might  distress 
Hester.  She  was  looking  so  ill,  that  it  quite  shocked 
me  to  see  her.  Of  course  she  knew  all.  Whatever 
might  be  Mr.  Beresford's  faults,  he  was,  to  a  certain 
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extent,  candid.  He  had  never  returned  to  Lowood; 
but  he  had  written  a  full  confession  to  his  sister, — 
not,  however,  generous,  as  it  should  have  been, 
towards  Hester,  but  trying  to  offer  some  excuse 
for  himself  in  the  belief,  which  he  declared  he  en- 
tertained, that  Hester  was  attached  to  him.  **  But 
the  whole  proceeding,"  said  Lady  Emily,  "was  the 
result  of  wounded  vanity  and  pique.  On  the  morn- 
ing that  we  met  at  East  Side,  he  and  Sophia  had 
had  some  slight  misunderstanding,  and  he  com- 
plained to  me  of  her  coldness.  I  confess  that  I  had 
just  begun  to  suspect  his  fancy  for  Hester, — fancy 
I  call  it,  because  I  cannot  now  believe  that  his  real 
feeling  for  Sophia  is  changed  ;  and  I  spoke  to  him 
seriously  about  it,  and  said,  that  it  was  quite  enough 
to  make  Sophia  cold.  He  was  angry,  and  accused 
her  of  jealousy ;  and,  altogether,  we  had  a  most  un- 
comfortable conversation,  and  I  began  to  be  afraid 
I  had  done  more  harm  than  good.  However,  I  per- 
suaded him  to  go  with  me  to  East  Side,  hoping  that 
he  would  recover  himself  before  he  saw  Sophia 
again  :  and  it  was  in  that  state  that  Hester  and  he 
met.  It  is  the  only  extenuation  I  can  offer  for  his 
conduct.  He  had  worked  himself  up  to  the  belief 
that  Sophia  did  not  care  for  him,  and  he  believed, 
he  says  himself^  that  Hester  did.  Then  came  the 
feeling  of  jealousy  of  your  friend  Mr.  Malcolm,  and, 
in  a  fit  of  desperation,  he  determined  to  make  his 
fate  sure.  Hester's  conduct,"  she  added,  "  opened 
his  eyes.  He  has  lived  too  much  in  the  world,  and 
is  not  sufficiently  simple-minded  to  understand  her. 
He  writes  with  the  irritation  of  a  man  who  has  been 
refused ;  but  if  it  can  be  any  consolation  to  you,  he 
is  utterly  miserable."  I  asked  what  Sophia  knew  ? 
"  Everything,"  replied  Lady  Emily.  "  As  regards 
her,  he  has  acted  as  humbly,  and  as  well  as  any  man 
could  do  who  has  committed  such  a  fatal  mistake. 
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But  he  has  marred  her  happiness  for  life."  "  Yet 
you  seem  to  saj  that  he  still  loves  her,"  I  said. 
Possibly  that  in  time  they  may  be  friends  again?*' 
Lady  Emily  shook  her  head.  "If  it  were  Hester 
it  might  be,  but  not  with  Sophia.  It  is  the  pe- 
culiarity of  her  character.  Once  to  love,  is  to 
love  for  ever.  Once  to  be  disappointed  in  that 
love,  is  to  be  disappointed  for  ever.  Her  respect  is 
lowered;  and  without  entire  respect,  she  could 
never  marry."  '*  Some  people,"  I  said,  "  might  find 
an  excuse  in  the  impulse  of  the  moment  after  a 
misunderstanding."  "  But  I  am  afraid  there  is  no 
excuse  for  the  weakness  which  led  to  such  a  result," 
said  Lady  Emily.  There  was  the  folly, — it  has  been 
his  folly  always.  **  He  was  vain.  He  liked  to  be- 
lieve that  he  could  make  his  way  with  any  woman 
to  whom  he  chose  to  devote  himself;  and  so,  with- 
out serious  meaning,  he  allowed  himself  to  say  silly 
things,  and  pay  attentions  which  were  likely  to  be 
misunderstood.  Long  before  his  attachment  to 
Sophia,  I  warned  him  of  the  consequences,  again  and 
again ;  afterwards,  I  hoped  he  was  safe ;  and,  as 
regarded  Hester,  she  was  so  perfectly  childlike  and 
unconcerned  herself,  and  so  entirely  a  favourite  with 
them  both,  that  I  confess  I  never  opened  my  eyes 
to  the  danger  till  it  was  too  late.  How  bitterly  I 
reproach  myself  for  my  blindness  I  cannot  say. 
My  only  comfort  is,  that  I  have  not  been  the  means 
of  bringing  them  together  lately."  It  was  a  miser- 
able affair.  K  it  was  not  wickedness,  it  was  such 
weakness,  that  I  quite  agreed  with  Sophia,  it  could 
never  be  forgetten,  I  said  so  to  Lady  Emily.  "  Yes," 
she  replied,  '*  that  is  the  expression  of  Sophia's  own 
feelings.  If  he  loved  Hester,  she  says,  he  was  false 
to  her.  If  he  did  not,  he  deceived  the  poor  child 
with  delusive  words.  Either  way,  she  feels  that  he 
is  unworthy  of  her  affection.    Poor  fellow  I  he  will 
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receive  to-morrow  a  letter  from  me  which  will  tell 
him  what,  I  believe,  he  has  not  even  yet  ventured 
to  realise, — that  he  is  parted  from  Sophia  for  ever." 
He  was  bitterly  punished ;  but  I  thought  of  Hes- 
ter and  Sophia,  and  again  I  said  to  myself,  '^  Oh ! 
the  selfishness  of  some  men's  love !" 


CHAP.  XL. 


The  comfort  of  turning  to  a  love  which  was  not 
selfish  was  excessive.  Mr.  Malcolm  was  with  us 
daily,  but  he  never  asked  to  see  Hester ;  and  when, 
after  the  third  evening,  she  came  down  stairs  of  her 
own  accord,  and  said  she  should  like  to  be  with  us, 
he  would  not  distress  her  with  attentions,  or  urge 
her  into  conversation,  or  in  any  way  make  his  pre- 
sence oppressive  to  her ;  but,  with  the  thoughtfulness 
of  a  brother,  he  talked  to  my  mother  and  myself  of 
the  subjects  likely  to  interest  her,  or  brought  her 
books  which  she  might  read  to  herself,  or  played 
chess,  or,  in  fact,  did  anything  which  opportunity 
might  suggest,  that  would  be  Ukely  to  distract  her 
thoughts  and  give  her  the  repose  of  mind  which  he 
knew  she  required.  For  I  had  told  him  all  that 
had  passed,  and  I  could  see  through  his  assumed 
calmness  the  impetuous  disposition  which  would 
fain  have  gone  to  her  at  once,  and  entreated  to  be 
allowed  to  make  her  happy.  But  he  had  the  most 
perfect  self-command  of  any  person  I  ever  knew, 
and  the  most  entire  forgetfulness  of  self,  and  he 
saw  what  I  saw,  —  that  she  had  been  too  much  dis- 
turbed as  yet  to  know  her  own  mind,  and  that  to 
confess  his  affection  would  only  be  to  make  her 
wretched.  She  had  admired  and  trusted  Mr. 
Beresford,  and  believed  him  perfect,  on  Sophia*s 
assurance ;  and  now  that  she  was  undeceived,  her 
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faith  in  all  men  was  shaken.  Even  Mr.  Malcolm,  t 
could  perceive,  was  at  times  distrusted.  She  used 
to  say  to  me  that  she  never  knew  before  what  per- 
sons meant  by  saying  that  they  could  not  put  con- 
fidence in  men.  She  had  always  looked  up  to 
them  so  much ;  many  of  those  she  had  known  had 
seemed  so  wise  and  good,  she  could  scarcely  believe 
they  were  not  so  now ;  and  it  seemed  at  times  as  if 
she  were  walking  in  a  horrible  dream ;  and  then  shfe 
had  had  such  wrong  feelings  herself,  and  sometimes 
they  came  back,  and  she  actually  loathed  hersel£ 
She  wished  Mr.  Malcolm  knew  how  wrong  she 
was.  He  was  so  kind  to  her,  and  always  put  right 
thoughts  into  her  head.  Did  I  think  it  possible 
that  he  could  ever  be  like  Mr.  Beresford? 

Time  was  to  prove  that;  but  time  just  then  went 
slowly  and  very  sadly.  I  could  soothe  Hester,  and 
cheer  my  mother ;  and  write  to  Lady  Emily,  and 
give  hope  to  Mr.  Malcolm ;  while  deep,  at  the  bot- 
tom of  my  heart,  lay  the  aching  pain,  the  know- 
ledge of  a  coming  grief,  which  no  one  on  earth 
would  to  its  full  extent  share  with  me. 

Who  could  fill  aunt  Sarah's  place  when  she  was 
gone  ?  And  she  was  going,  —  fast  it  was  said  ; 
but  in  that  journey,  upon  which  all  have  entered, 
there  is  neither  fast  nor  slow,  but  the  one  infi- 
nitely rapid,  never  ceasing  progression, — swifter 
than  light,  outspeeding  thought, —  towards  the  world 
of  Eternity.  She  was  near ;  we,  it  might  be,  were, 
as  yet,  far  from  it.  It  was  a  difference  of  distance, 
not  of  speed. 

I  felt  very  much  drawn  towards  poor  Miss  Cole 
at  this  time.  I  was  learning  to  understand  other 
person's  hearts,  —  and  I  could  imagine  what  the 
grief  to  her  must  be;  though  I  fancied  that  none 
could  love  aunt  Sarah  as  I  loved  her.  It  was  a 
satisfaction  to  me  to  sit  in  the  twilight,  whilst  aunt. 
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Sarah  dosed  in  her  arm  chair,  and  say  a  few  words 
of  comfort  to  the  friend  who  had  waited  upon 
her  for  so  many  years ;  and  I  began  then  to  esti- 
mate the  quiet,  untiring  patience  which  could  tend 
the  infirmities  of  age,  day  after  day,  with  no 
thought  of  self,  but  with  the  energy  of  unwearied 
love.  One  comfort  I  had,  when  I  thought  of  Miss 
Cole,  that  aunt  Sarah  had,  in  some  degree,  provided 
for  her,  and  that  she  had  herself  been  able  to  put  by 
money.  She  was  not  to  be  left  to  battle  with  the 
world  now,  when  age  was  creeping  upon  her  also ; 
but  though  I  could  feel  thus  for  her,  she  did  not 
then  think  of  it  herself;  she  could  only  say  to  me, 
with  the  tears  rolling  down  her  cheeks,  — "  She 
has  been  quite  my  mother.*' 

I  made  Hester  attend  to  my  pupils  as  much  as  I 
could  at  that  time,  and  my  dear  mother  used  to  in- 
sist upon  helping  her.  Aunt  Sarah  required  so 
much  attention,  that  I  was  sure  Miss  Cole  would  be 
worn  out,  if  some  one  did  not  occasionally  relieve 
her.  I  went  to  her  always  at  five  o'clock,  and 
sometimes  earlier,  and  staid  till  eight,  and  at  last 
I  begged  to  be  allowed  to  sleep  in  the  house ; 
but  Miss  Cole  did  not  like  the  idea,  and  I  was 
afraid  also  it  might  worry  the  servants,  and  put 
them  out  of  their  way,  and  this  would  worry  aunt 
Sarah ;  for,  with  all  her  determination,  she  was 
now  a  little  under  the  control  of  Molly  and  Betty, 
and  old  Richard,  and  their  comfort  was  a  first  con- 
sideration. 

I  still  occasionally  talked  to  my  aunt  as  in  the 
old  days,  and  I  told  her  of  Mr.  Malcolm's  attach- 
ment to  Hester;  but  I  did  not  trouble  her  with 
the  unfortunate  history  of  Mr.  Beresford.  A 
feeling  had  lately  come  over  me,  whenever  I  was 
with  her,  which  made  me  shrink  from  distressing 
her  by  the  account  of  anything  wrong.     It  was 
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somethiog  of  the  same  consideration  "which  induces 
one  to  keep  the  knowledge  of  evil  from  a  child  ; 
only  in  the  one  case  the  evil  has  never  heen  known, 
in  the  other  it  had  been  known  and  forgotten.  For 
aunt  Sarah  had  few  thoughts  now  of  anything 
belonging  exclusively  to  this  world.  She  would 
sit  for  hours,  with  her  hands  folded  one  over  the 
other,  and  her  eyes ;  shut  not  sleeping,  as  she  often 
told  me,  but  with  peaceful  fancies,  something  be- 
tween dreams  and  realities,  soothing  her  like  the 
lulling  sound  of  falling  waters.  Mr.  Malcolm's  daily 
visits  formed  the  point  in  the  day  to  which  she 
looked.  Five  o'clock  was  the  hour  at  which  she 
saw  him;  and,  to  me,  there  was  an  indescribable 
tranquillity  in  passing  from  the  business  of  the 
school-room,  to  the  still  chamber  from  whence  arose 
the  solemn  tones  of  prayer,  or  the  deep  thankful- 
ness of  the  Psalmist.  The  service  took  us  far  away 
from  this  world,  and  gave  us  the  support  we  needed ; 
for  we  all  knew  and  spoke  of  what  was  coming  near. 
"  I  would  rehearse  my  death-bed  daily,  Sally/*  said 
my  aunt,  "  that  so  I  may  be  perfect  when  God  calls 
me  to  it." 

Horatia  made  frequent  efforts  to  see  her,  and  was 
angry,  I  am  afraid,  because  we  sometimes  put  ob- 
stacles in  the  way.  But  we  knew  that  aunt  Sarah  did 
not  like  to  refuse  her  admittance,  and  at  the  same 
time  we  were  sure  that  the  visits  were  harassing,  and 
did  no  good.  As  for  real  affection,  it  was  impossible 
there  should  be  any.  It  was  only  the  wish  to 
show  that  she  was  one  of  ourselves ;  which  I  was 
willing  enough  should  be  gratified  elsewhere,  if  she 
liked  it.  She  was,  indeed,  fast  assuming  the  posi- 
tion of  head  of  the  family.  Mrs.  Mortimer,  of  East 
Side,  was  quite  an  influential  person  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood. Her  name  was  first  on  every  subscription- 
list,  her  energy  was  the  theme  of  perpetual  remark. 
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She  was  making  her  way  in  society,  dragging 
my  uncle,  a  willing  slave,  at  the  wheels  of  her 
chariot.  And  what  she  worked  for  that  she  had ; 
for  so  it  is  ordered  by  God,  that  we  all  have  what 
we  really  strive  for,  though  we  may  not  be  able  to 
perceive  it.  Horatia  worked  for  power,  and  she 
gained  power.  For  myself,  I  knew  I  could  not 
submit,  and  I  kept  aloof.  But  still  we  never 
quarrelled,  not  even  upon  the  subject  of  admittance 
to  aunt  Sarah's  room,  for  Miss  Cole  took  upon  her- 
self to  refuse  that. 

Horatia's  house  (I  never  thought  of  calling  it 
uncle  Ralph's)  was  a  convenience  in  some  ways, 
and  therefore  I  was  bound  to  be  grateful  for  it. 
Reginald,  always  my  uncle's  favourite,  was  invited 
to  spend  a  few  days  there,  and  at  the  same  time 
Horatia  asked  the  young  lady  who  was  to  be  my 
future  sister-in-law.  This  gave  my  mother  an 
opportunity  of  making  her  acquaintance  without 
trouble,  and  I  think  it  did  something  towards 
creating  a  more  kindly  feeling  on  all  sides.  I  began 
to  hope  that,  after  all,  I  was  not  of  such  a  very  un- 
charitable disposition.  I  was,  at  least,  willing  to 
see  good  if  I  could ;  and  I  took  care  to  say  that  we 
were  all  grateful  for  the  hospitality,  which,  from 
whatever  motive  it  arose,  was  a  redeeming  trait  in 
Horatia's  character.  Aunt  Sarah  was  certainly 
wise  in  telling  me  not  to  put  myself  much  in  her 
way,  but  to  take  care  always  to  be  civil.  The 
keeping  out  of  her  way  had  guarded  us  from  jarring 
upon  each  other,  and  the  civility  was  an  opening 
for  something  better,  when  occasion  offered. 

My  future  sister-in-law  was  a  gentle,  little  person, 
very  good-tempered,  but  without  much  mind.  I 
wished  Reginald  could  have  married  some  one 
who  would  raise  the  tone  of  his  character ;  but  that, 
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perhaps,  was  too  much  to  expect ;  and  he  certainly 
might  have  made  a  far  worse  choice. 

Lady  Emily  was  absent  from  Lowood  all  this 
time.  Sophia  was  far  from  well,  and  they  went 
away  for  change  of  air  for  her.  The  happiness  ot 
the  whole  family  was  very  much  broken  up,  and  I 
did  not  see  what  the  end  could  be,  for  Sophia  had 
no  other  home  but  Lowood  till  her  father  came 
back  from  India;  and  whilst  she  was  there  Mr. 
Beresford  would  remain  away.  So  far  it  was  a 
consolation  to  me  that  he  would  not  come  in  Hester's 
way. 

Another  event,  which  occurred  just  at  that  period, 
was,  an  offer  made  to  Herbert  to  travel  with  a 
young  man  in  bad  health,  who  had  for  some  time 
been  under  Mr.  Harrison's  care.  It  was  only  an 
idea  as  yet,  but  it  brightened  his  prospects,  and 
made  my  mother  much  happier.  We  had  before 
felt  that  he  must  not  linger  out  the  best  years  of 
his  life  as  usher  at  a  school;  but  I  had  always  argued, 
that  if  he  took  the  work  placed  before  him,  and 
really  gave  his  energies  to  it,  something  better  would 
in  the  end  be  provided  ;  and  so  it  seemed  likely  to 
prove.  The  young  man's  father  had  a  good  ap- 
pointment under  government,  and  if  Herbert  made 
friends  with  him,  every  one  said  it  would  be  a  great 
advantage. 

It  was  strange  to  have  all  these  cares  for  this 
present  life  brought  before  one,  and  to  go  from  them 
to  aunt  Sarah's  sick-room ;  but  it  was  excellent 
practice  in  teaching  one  to  see  Heaven  in  the  things 
of  earth. 
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CHAP.  XLI. 

Mr.  Malcolm  and  I  were  alone  with  aunt  Sarah 
one  evening,  aboat  a  month  after  the  unfortunate 
affair  with  Mr.  Beresford.  He  often  lingered  in 
conversation  when  prayers  were  over;  like  me,  he 
felt  the  influence  of  that  quiet  chamber,  — the  spell 
by  which  the  souls  about  to  depart  from  earth  bind 
the  hearts  of  those  they  leave  behind.  But  we  had 
touched  this  night  upon  a  more  worldly  subject ;  or, 
at  least,  upon  one  which  might  have  been  worldly, 
if  it  had  not  concerned  a  man  like  Mr.  Malcolm, 
and  been  referred  to  by  aunt  Sarah.  She  was  more 
her  former  self  than  she  had  been  for  some  time, 
and  a  gleam  of  the  deep  interest  of  by-gone  days 
brightened  her  face,  as  she  took  his  hand  when  he 
was  preparing  to  go,  and  said,  that  he  must  not 
quarrel  with  an  old  woman  for  speaking  freely,  but 
must  let  her  tell  him  that  she  wished  him  well  in  all 
he  wished  for  himself. 

He  understood  her,  and  turned  very  pale ;  for  he 
could  not  bring  himself  to  hope  as  I  did.  "  You 
will  remember  that  you  had  my  wishes,  if  it  is  not 
for  me  to  see  you  happy,"  continued  my  aunt.  "And 
if  the  child  should  one  day  be  yours,  tell  her  that 
aunt  Sarah  loved  you  both,  and  prayed  God  to  bless 
you."  Mr.  Malcolm  raised  her  hand  to  his  lips,  and 
thanked  her ;  but  he  did  not  trust  himself  to  say 
more,  and  turned  away.  "  He  will  have  fresh  life 
now,"  I  said,  when  he  was  gone.  "  He  has  been 
desponding  the  last  few  days,  because  Hester  has 
given  so  much  of  her  attention  to  Herbert  and  his 
plans  ;  before  that,  I  am  sure  he  had  made  up  his 
mind  to  the  venture.  "  Ah !  well,"  said  my  aunt ; 
"  it's  no  wonder ;  'tis  a  question  of  life  or  death, 
Sally.     But  I  would  fain  have  it  settled.     I  thought 
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I  had  done  with  caring  for  such  things ;  but  old 
hearts  are  long  in  growing  cold,  and  to  see  the 
child  happy  would  gladden  me  still." 

I  thought  of  parting  with  her, — of  aunt  Sarah 
gone  also,  — of  mj  mother's  failing  health,  and 
Herbert's  absence, — of  the  long,  lonely  life, — and  I 
could  not  echo  the  words.  "  Sit  down  by  me,  my 
child,"  said  my  aunt,  and  she  pointed  to  the  stool  at 
her  feet,  and  as  I  sat  down,  laid  her  hand  upon  my 
head,  and  smoothed  my  forehead,  as  in  the  days  of 
childhood.  "It's  not  gladness  for  you;  there's  a 
weary  way  before  you,  and  none,  it  may  seem,  to 
travel  it  with  you.  But  Sally,  there  is  One  to  go 
with  you  dearer  far  than  the  best  loved  of  those 
who  part  from  you ;  and  the  love  which  He  gives 
<jan  make  up  for  all  other  love."  **  I  know  it,"  I 
said ;  "  I  feel  it  often ;  but  then  comes  the  thought 
that  I  might  have  had  both.  "  And  have  loved 
Him  less,  and  man  more,"  said  my  aunt.  "You 
will  not  wish  that,  my  child,  when  you  are  about  to 
enter  into  His  joy." 

"  No,  no,"  I  exclaimed ;  "  but  the  human  love 
would  have  been  second."  "  Not  with  you,  Sally  ; 
if  it  would,  it  would  have  been  given  you.  He  who 
formed  the  heart,  can  best  apportion  its  discipline. 
When  He  summons  us  into  the  wilderness,  it  is  be- 
cause He  sees  that,  without  that  call,  we  never 
should  be  His  alone;  and  when  we  listen  and 
obey,  and  check  the  pining  for  human  solace,  He 
visits  us  in  love,  and  the  longing  of  our  souls  is 
satisfied." 

**  Yes,  in  one's  best  moments ;  but  human  weak- 
ness would  linger  still,"  I  said,  "  even  were  we 
saints." 

"  Even  so ;  and  therefore  He  sends  us  human 
consolation ;  and  of  that  I  would  speak  also.  But  it 
is  the  giving  up  our  hearts  to  Him  which  is  the 
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first  comfort ;  I  need  not  say  that  to  you,  Sally." 
"  Indeed,  indeed,  you  must,"  I  said  ;  "  but  too  often 
I  am  tempted  to  despair,  and  think  that  I  have  no 
heart  to  offer."  "The  love  comes  like  all  other 
love,"  said  my  aunt ;  "  there  are  outward  means  to 
be  used ;— intercourse  by  prayer,  study  of  His  Word, 
reference  to  His  pleasure  in  every  little  duty  of  life, 
above  all,  frequent  Communion.  If  we  are  these, 
love  must  follow,  even  though  we  may  not  always 
be  able  to  feel  it.  It  is  so  with  human  affections,  of 
which  we  never  doubt.  "We  are  cold  to  our  dearest 
friends  at  times;  but  the  secret  feeling  is  unchanged. 
And  I  would  say  this  the  more  to  you  now,  Sally, 
because  your  day  of  trial  is  at  hand.  There  are 
hundreds  left  like  you  who  would  fain  seek  God, 
and  find  Him  all  in  all;  but  they  yearn  for  a  present 
feeling,  and  because  it  does  not  come  at  once,  they 
grow  weary,  and  pine  after  human  love,  which  they 
cannot  have;  and,  at  last,  throw  themselves  back  into 
the  world  to  distract  their  thoughts,  and  so  they  are 
lost; — lost  to  that  glorious  place  which  they  might 
have  had  in  God's  Kingdom,  though  it  may  be  saved 
at  length,  by  His  mercy,  as  '  brands  plucked  from 
the  burning.' "  She  paused,  and  as  she  sank  back 
in  her  chair,  I  heard  her  say  to  herself,— "My 
soul  waiteth  still  upon  God,  for  my  trust  is  in  Him." 
I  turned  to  the  psalm  to  which  she  referred,  and 
read  it  through  to  myself.  Her  eye  rested  upon 
jne  till  I  had  finished,  and  then  she  said;  "  You 
may  well  thank  Him,  Sally,  that  you  are  not  learn- 
ing all  this  for  the  first  time.  Long  ago,  the  first 
yearnings  of  your  heart  were  offered  to  Him,  and 
the  treasure  has  been  laid  up  where  ^  moth  and  rust 
cannot  corrupt,'  and  will  surely  be  rendered  back  to 
you  tenfold.  It  is  a  hard  task  only  to  begin  to  love 
Him  when  all  human  affection  has  deserted  us ; 
but  if  we  have  made  Him  our  shadow  when  life's 
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sky  was  clear,  He  will  surely  be  our  light  when  it 
is  clouded.** 

I  could  scarcely  answer  her,  for  my  heart  was 
very  fuU  ;  but  I  thanked  and  blessed  her  for  her 
comfort,  though  I  still  begged  her  to  rest  herself. 
She  exerted  herself,  however,  to  continue.      "  My 
time  is  short,  Sally,"  she  said ;  '^  and  when  the  end 
may  be,  none  can  think  or  prophecy.     It  may  come 
suddenly,  *  as  a  thief  in  the  night,   and  therefore  I 
would  say  now  what  then  I  shaU  have  wished  I  had 
said.   Eighty-five  years  is  a  long  experience.    Some 
things  I  have  learnt  by  practice,  some  by  neglect ; 
but  both  may  alike  be  useful  to  you.     When  you 
are  left  alone,  child,  don*t  shut  yourself  up,  and  get 
odd  ways.     Odd    ways    are,    most   times,    selfish 
ways.     Live  with  your  fellow-k;reatur«s  as  they 
live,  so  long  as  they  live  innocently ;  and  remember, 
that  when  God  cuts  off  the  shoots  of  our  own  inter- 
ests, it  is  that  we  may  graft  upon  our  hearts  the 
interests  of  others."     "  I  sometimes  think,"  I  said, 
**  that  I  should  like  to  lead  such  a  life  as  one  hears 
described  by  Romanists ;  not  exactly,  perhaps,  the 
life  of  a  nun,  but  of  a  sister  of  charity."     "  It 
might  be  a  good  and  holy  life  for  many,"  replied 
my  aunt ;  ''  and  it  might  be  better  for  us  Church 
people,   if  such   things  were  possible ;    the   time 
may  come  when  it  may  be.     But  there  must  be 
numbers  still  who  can*t  live  the  life,  and  yet  they 
must  be  single,  and,  as  most  folks  think,  lonely. 
And  so,  Sally,  most  probably  it  will  be  with  you. 
Your  mother  will  be  your  care,  perchance,  for  years 
to  come;  that  will  save  you  from  much  of  the  lonely 
feeling,  but  not  from  all ;  for,  as  infirmity  increases, 
we  are  less  companions  to  each  other.     When  it 
shall  please  God  to  part  you,  life  may  be  too  far 
gone,  and  health  like  yours  too  much  broken,  for 
anything  but  the  stillness  of  age.     It  is  better. 
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therefore,  that  you  should  look  to  such  a  future, 
.and  not  dream  of  that  which  it  seems  you  have  no 
chance  of  enjoying."  "Definite  work  is  what  I 
always  longed  for,'*  I  said ;  "  and  what  I  am  so  thank- 
ful to  have  now."  "  It's  a  great  help,"  replied  my 
aunt ;  "  and,  doubtless,  there  might  be  much  more  of 
it  than  there  is.  But  folks  trouble  themselves  often 
because  they  think  they  haven't  it,  when,  in  fact,  it 
is  close  at  their  doors.  Definite  work  is  not  always 
that  which  is  cut  and  squared  for  us,  but  that  which 
comes  as  a  claim  upon  the  conscience,  whether  it's 
nursino^  in  a  hospital,  or  hemming  a  handkerchief. 
The  Church  of  God  is  built,  as  we  are  told,  of 
living  stones,  but  it  does  not  follow  that  they  are  to 
be  all  of  the  same  size,  or  that  some  of  them  may 
not  be  intended  to  fill  up  the  holes  and  corners,  and 
keep  the  others  firmly  together.  It  would  be  a 
hard  world  to  live  in,  Sally,  if  there  were  none  to 
do  the  odds  and  ends  of  the  work  in  it."  **  Cer- 
tainly," I  said,  "  one  sees  that  in  a  family ;  the  re- 
gular workers  in  a  house  would  often  be  very  much 
at  a  loss  if  there  were  no  one  to  attend  to  what 
you  call  the  odds  and  ends."  "And  what  is  the 
world  but  a  family  too  ?  "  continued  my  aunt ;  "  and 
what  would  become  of  the  folks  who  have  definite 
work,  if  it  were  not  for  the  indefinite  ?  But  there's 
a  mistake  of  words  in  the  matter.  All  work  — 
work  for  God  that  is  —  is  definite.  It  may  be  a 
bit  here,  and  a  bit  there,  and  when  we  look  at  it 
it  may  seem  to  have  no  object,  but  who  are  we, 
sitting  down  in  this  corner  of  the  universe,  to  dare 
to  say  so  of  any  duty,  however  small,  which  comes 
ordered  by  God  ?  Depend  upon  it,  Sally,  if  there's 
an  earnest  will  there's  just  as  much  to  be  done  by 
persons  who  are  sent  from  place  to  place,  and  can 
only,  as  they  think,  strive  after  a  little  good  in  one 
case,  and  a  little  kindness  in  another,  as  there  is  by 
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folks  who  live  together  by  rule,  and  divide  their 
days  and  their  employment  by  strict  measurement. 
I  am  not  saying,  remember,  that  the  rule  and  the 
measurement  are  not  good,  but  that  if  they  are 
not  to  be  had  without  the  neglect  of  some  prior 
duty,  we  may  be  sure  that  God  has  chosen  us  to  be 
amongst  his  scattered,  instead  of  His  fixed,  workers, 
and  all  we  have  to  do  is  to  catch  thankfully  at  the 
most  we  can.  However,  all  this  need  not  trouble 
you.  Your  way  is  clear  enough  at  the  present 
moment,  and,  if  ever  you  should  be  differently 
placed,  I  doubt  not  you  will  have  learnt  to  look  at 
your  position,  and  see  the  opportunities  of  good  it 
offers." 

"  I  quite  see,"  I  said,  "  that,  at  the  present  time, 
my  pupils  are  a  great  comfort  and  advantage  to 
me. 

"  Yes,"  replied  my  aunt.  "A  comfort  now,  and 
a  blessing  for  years  to  come,  for  they  point  out 
the  beginning  of  a  work  which  you  may  carry  on 
through  life;  they  are  the  foster-children  whom 
God  has  granted  you,  and  the  love  of  a  foster- 
mother  is  their  due.  Keep  them  near  you,  SaUy, 
when  they  are  gone  from  you ;  write  to  them 
';vhen  you  can't  see  them;  make  them  tell  you 
their  troubles  and  their  joys.  There  is  no  in- 
terference with  a  mother's  province  in  this,  any 
more  than  there  is  in  the  care  you  give  them  now. 
Their  first  love  and  their  first  sympathy  will  be 
hers  if  she  be  good  for  anything ;  but  as  we  go 
on  in  life,  and  troubles  thicken,  there  are  few 
greater  blessings  than  a  tried  friend  out  of  the 
immediate  family,  and  such  you  may  be  to  them.'' 
"  Indeed,  there  is  scarcely  any  greater  earthly 
blessings,"  I  said,  earnestly.  "  You  have  taught  me 
that  by  experience."  She  sighed  deeply.  **  Ah  I 
Sally,  there  are  heavy  accounts  on  that  score. 
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Grod  knows  how  I  have  mourned  for  that  which 
I  have  left  undone.  I  may  find  excuses,  —  in- 
firmities, which  came  upon  me  early,  and  difference 
of  opinion  from  your  father^  and  difficulty  in  un- 
derstanding your  mother,  —  but  I  might  have  done 
more  far  than  I  have,  and  many  are  the  minutes 
I  have  spent  in  praying  that  He  would  not  let 
the  neglects  of  the  guilty  faU  upon  the  innocent. 
But  beyond  relations,  there  is  much  to  be  done 
when  we  look  out  for  it.  Here  child,*' — and  she 
gave  me  a  key, — **  take  this,  and  unlock  the  bureau 
in  the  corner,  and  look  for  a  packet  of  papers  in  the 
farthest  drawer."  It  was  sealed  up,  and  marked 
"  Letters  from  my  children."  "  I  have  outlived 
them  all,"  said  my  aunt,  as  she  broke  the  seal  of 
the  envelope,  and  took  out  about  twenty  letters. 
**  Some  day  you  may  chance  to  have  time  to  look 
them  over.  They  are  from  young  things,  who,  at 
different  times,  when  I  was  a  middle-aged  woman, 
and  had  gained  experience  in  life,  took  a  fancy  to 
be  with  me,  and  to  listen  to  me.  I  could  not  cast 
them  aside  when  God  had  put  them  in  my  way ; 
and  so  I  gathered  them,  as  it  werej  about  me,  and 
gave  them  what  help  I  could  to  forward  them  in 
their  journey.  They  went  their  ways,  some  near 
and  some  far  off;  and  with  some  the  tie  grew 
closer  and  closer,  and  with  some  it  loosened  as 
others  were  formed;  but  there  was  not  one  who 
was  not  dear  to  me,  and  whose  fate  I  did  not  watch 
anxiously.  They  have  entered  upon  their  rest 
before  me ;  and  when  I  look  forward  to  the  world 
to  which  I  am  hastening,  the  thought  that  they  will 
be  there  to  meet  me  is  amongst  the  brightest  of 
my  hopes."  "  May  I  take  the  letters  home  with 
me  ?  '*  I  said.  "  I  shall  like  looking  them  over  very 
much ;  but  I  wish  they  had  been  your  answers." 
"  There  was  little  enough  in  the  answers,"  replied 
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my  aunt;  "more  sympathy  than  adviee;  but  the 
sympathy  sugared  the  advice,  what  there  was,  and 
made  it  palatable.  Perchance,  they  did  more 
good  to  me,  poor  children,  than  I  did  to  them. 
They  cheered  me  at  the  first  coming  of  the  great 
sorrow  which  has  lingered  with  me  through  life, — 
the  death  of  my  brother ;  and  they  kept  me  young, 
when  my  nature  was  to  grow  old,  fast ;  and,  more- 
over, they  gave  me  something  to  think  of  away  from 
Carsdale ;  and  so  I  was  saved  from  being  as  narrow 
in  my  views  as  I  should  have  been  if  left  to  myself. 
There's  a  danger  that  way,  Sally,  even  in  the  cases 
we  see  which  seem  given  up  wholly  to  God  and 
His  poor.  All  things  in  nature  are  compound ; 
the  air  we  breathe  must  have  divers  gases,  in  dif- 
ferent proportions,  in  order  to  be  wholesome;  and 
so  for  the  mind  there  must  bd  variety  in  work, 
and  variety  in  thought,  if  we  Wish  to  keep  it  in 
healthy  and  give  it  a  right  view  of  comparative 
duties."  "  I  feel  that  myself,  often,"  I  said.  «  I 
think  about  home  troubles,  and  the  children's  les- 
sons, till  I  seem  to  myself  to  have  lost  all  sense  of 
the  larger  affairs  of  life." 

"And  so  the  sense  of  proportion  is  lost,  and 
judgment  becomes  faulty,"  said  my  aunt.  "  There- 
lore,  Sally,  though  your  work  may  be  one,  don't  let 
your  thoughts  be  one.  God  has  given  you  powers 
of  study  and  reflection  ;  don't  let  them  go  to  sleep. 
Keep  up  with  the  days  in  which  you  live.  You  are 
better  off  than  I  ever  was,  in  the  way  of  learning. 
Foreign  tongues,  which  I  never  thought  of  know- 
ing, are  easy  to  you  ;  and  there's  more  in  the  way 
of  history  in  one  corner  of  your  brain,  than  was 
ever  to  be  found  in  all  mine ;  and  these  things  are 
not  to  be  thrown  aside  and  called  worldly,  because, 
maybe,  they  treat  of  the  things  of  the  world.  There's 
a  spiritual  meaning  in  all,  if  we  set  ourselves  in 
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earnest  to  discover  it.  It  has  been  the  will  of  God 
to  throw  the  affairs  of  tlie  world  together  like  the 
parts  of  a  puzzle,  but  He  has  also  given  us  the  kej 
of  His  Wisdom  and  Goodness  to  show  what  the 
whole  is  intended  to  be,  and  bestowed  reason  upon 
us  to  help  us  in  putting  the  puzzle  together ;  and 
so,  surely,  He  must  have  intended  that  we  should 
make  use  of  that  reason." 

"  I  generally  read,  I  am  afraid,  for  amusement," 
I  said.  "  When  the  children  are  gone  I  am  too 
tired  for  study."  "  There's  no  harm  in  reading  for 
amusement  in  your  case,  now,"  said  my  aunt. 
"  What  I  was  thinking  of  more,  were  the  days 
when  you  might  have  leisure,  and  not  be  fit  for 
active  work;  and  then  there's  apt  to  come  the 
thought,  to  minds  that  don't  turn  willingly  to 
common  things,  that  there's  no  value  in  any  learn- 
ing but  that  which  has  to  do  directly  with  Heaven. 
I  don't  think  that,  Sally.  Most  especially,  I  don't 
think  so  when  I  look  upon  the  young  who  are 
springing  up  about  us,  and  want  our  experience  for 
their  guidance.  There  is  a  time,  indeed,  —  such 
a  time  as  this  now  present  to  me, —  when  we  stand 
upon  the  brink  of  the  dark  waters,  and  have  but  to 
live  in  sorrow  for  our  past  sins,  and  patient  wait- 
ing till  our  change  shall  come ;  but  there  are  many 
years  before,  in  which  we  are  used,  not  as  the  guides 
to  accompany,  but  the  sign-posts  to  point  out  the 
way  to,  our  fellow-creatures.  How  is  that  to  be 
rightly  done,  unless  we  know  whither  the  way 
tends,  and  what  it  is  which  they  who  ent^r  upon  it 
would  seek  ?  To  direct  others,  we  must  strive  to 
live,  and  think,  and  feel  with  them  ;  and  therefore 
it  is  that  the  books,  and  the  stormy  questions  of  re- 
ligion, or  politics,  or  morals,  which  are  all  absorbing 
to  the  young,  must  not  be  forgotten  by  the  old." 

"  Certainly,"  I  said,  "  there  is  enough  to  do  in 
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the  world,  if  one  only  knew  how  to  set  ahout  it." 
"  Enough,  indeed,**  replied  my  aunt,  with  a  sigh ; 
^^  even  if  we  had  no  power  to  teach  and  set  example. 
Enough  only  in  setting  ourselves  to  pray  for  those 
who  never  pray  for  themselves.  The  wickedness 
of  the  world  is  an  awful  thought,  Sally,  when  we 
stand,  as  it  were,  between  it  and  the  presence  of 
God,  and  trust  ourselves  to  look  back  upon  it." 
"  But  you  have  exerted  yourself  as  much  as  you 
could,  aunt  Sarah,"  I  said,  *^  to  prevent  and  check 
it.  If  I  could  hope  to  have  done  as  much  by  the 
close  of  my  life  as  you  have,  I  should  indeed  be 
happy." 

"  May  God  forgive  me  the  sin  of  those  good 
deeds,  Sally,"  said  my  aunt ;  "  for  if  He  shall  be  ex- 
treme to  mark  what  is  amiss  in  them,  how  may  I 
abide  it  ?  But  I  will  give  you,  child,  the  few  rules 
that  are  the  result  of  those  doings.  Never  be  afraid 
of  doing  little  because  you  can't  do  much.  Take  the 
first  duty  that  comes  before  you,  and  put  your  heart 
into  it,  and  it  will  lead  to  a  second.  Persons  who 
complain  they  can't  find  out  claims  of  charity,  are, 
for  the  most  part,  those  who  pass  over  their  duties 
at  home  ;  or  if  they  try  to  perform  them,  do  so  with 
a  heart  dwelling  upon  the  thought  of  something 
else.  Try  to  put  a  new  spirit  into  old  ways,  before 
you  chalk  out  new  ones  ;  if  you  don't,  you  give 
offence,  and  what  you  build  up  with  one  hand  you 
pull  down  with  the  other.  Never  let  your  con- 
science be  troubled  by  the  claims  of  duties  that  don't 
belong  to  you.  When  one  knocks  at  your  door, 
give  it  admittance,  and  ask  its  business;  if  you 
ought  to  attend  to  it,  fix  your  time  and  your  method 
with  it  at  once ;  but  if  not,  send  it  away,  don't 
let  it  stand  troubling  and  disturbing  you,  and  taking 
the  spirit  out  of  your  other  duties.  A  good  part  of 
the  humours  which  make  families  of  good  folks  un- 
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happy,  arise  from  the  unsettled  duties  which  throng 
round  them,  and  which  no  one  has  ever  been  at  the 
pains  to  decide  ought— or  ought  not — to  be  attended 
to.  And,  most  especially,  Sally,  don't  thrust  your- 
self, or  let  others  thrust  you,  where  you've  no  con- 
cern. Don't  try  to  be  a  man  when  you  are  only  a 
woman ;  and  don't  set  up  to  preach  when  you  are 
only  called  upon  to  practise.  There,  that's  all  I 
can  think  of  now  ;  I  dare  say  I've  said  it  all  before; 
but  pondering  on  an  old  maid's  life  sent  me  back  to 
see  what  I  had  learnt  from  my  own." 

I  think  some  of  it  had  been  said  before,  but  I 
liked  to  hear  it  again  ;  only  I  was  glad  now  that  she 
was  silent,  because  I  saw  she  was  distressing  herself 
by  talking.  And  she  did  do  herself  harm,  I  am 
afraid.  She  was  not  so  well  after  I  left  her  that  even- 
ing. I  prepared  to  go  home  about  half-past  seven, 
and  she  gave  me  her  blessing  as  usual,  and  told  me 
to  come  again  early  the  next  day,  and  let  her  know 
how  all  things  prospered  ;  and  I  left  her,  feeling,  as 
I  always  did,  that  she  had  given  an  impetus  to  life. 

Nurse  came  to  open  the  street  door  for  me, 
and  told  me  that  tea  was  ready,  and  I  went  to  my 
own  room  to  take  off  my  bonnet,  without  going 
into  the  drawing-room.  A  light  step  followed 
me  up  the  stairs;  it  was  Hester's.  She  wanted 
to  know,  she  said,  what  I  thought  of  aunt  Sarah  ; 
and  she  wished  to  tell  me  also,  that  Herbert's  ap- 
pointment was  settled.  He  had  called  to  let  my 
mother  know,  and  he  was  coming  again.  After 
saying  this  she  paused,  and  as  I  stood  before  the 
glass  I  saw  that  she  held  by  the  table  behind  me  to 
support  herself.  "I  have  heard  something  else 
also,"  she  began  again,  and  her  voice  trembled. 
"  Mr.  Malcolm  has  a  living."  I  did  not  wish  her 
to  see  that  I  was  prepared  for  this  information,  and 

I  answered  quickly,  "  Oh,  indeed !  we  shall  have 
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nothing  but  congratulations  to-night !  **  The  poor 
child  turned  very  pale,  and  sat  down.  "I  —  I  — 
have  you  seen  Mr.  Malcolm?"  she  enquired. 
"  No,"  I  replied ;  "  how  could  I  ?  —  I  am  only  just 
come  in."  *^  He  is  down  stairs,'*  she  continued ; 
and  the  tone  was  so  peculiar,  that  I  said,  directly  : 
"  Do  you  wish  me  to  see  him  ?  "  She  made  no 
reply:  but  when  I  turned  to  look  at  her  she  came 
up  to  me  and  hid  her  face  upon  my  shoulder,  and 
whispered :  "  Oh,  mammy,  he  asked  me  if  I  would 
go  with  him  to  his  living,  and  I  said,  yes." 


CHAP.  XLH. 


My  darling  Hester  was  engaged  to  be  married.  One 
of  the  great  cares  of  my  life  was  removed,  and  I 
was  from  my  heart  thankful.  Of  the  personal  loss 
to  my  mother  and  myself  there  was  little  time  then 
to  think,  for  the  marriage  was  to  be  immediate. 
Mr.  Malcolm's  wishes  were  seconded  by  a  request 
which  none  could  resist.  "Let  me  see  the  child 
happy,"  said  aunt  Sarah,  "  and  so  my  last  wish  will 
have  been  granted."  And  Hester  herself,  though, 
at  first,  painfully  alive  to  the  contrast  between  her 
own  bright  earthly  hopes,  and  the  shadows  which 
were  gathering  around  those  she  loved,  could  not 
bring  herself  to  refuse. 

Three  weeks  after  the  proposal  was  made,  the 
wedding  was  to  take  place.  The  time  was  one  of 
quiet  preparation,  rather  than  of  gay  excitement, — 
a  season  of  many  hallowed  thoughts, — many  les- 
sons which  were  to  tell  upon  the  long  future  of 
life.  My  child's  heart  was  fully  with  him  to  whom 
she  had  given  herself;  but  her  thoughts,  and  his 
also,    lingered  in    aunt   Sarah's    dying  chamber. 
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Very  beautiful  it  was  to  watch  the  thoughtful  ten- 
derness of  age,  and  the  loving  devotion  of  youth. 
Hester  went  day  by  day  to  tell  of  all  she  had  done, 
and  all  she  intended  to  do,  in  the  hope  to  cheer  the 
weary  hours  of  weakness ;  whilst  aunt  Sarah,  as  with 
the  last  flickering  gleam  of  earth's  dying  interests, 
heard,  and  aided,  and  gave  those  passing  words  of 
counsel  which,  by  the  blessing  of  Heaven,  were  to 
bring  forth  fruit  unto  Eternal  Life. 

There  were  very  many  mercies  shown  us  at  that 
time ;  things  which  might  have  disturbed  us  were 
removed,  and  the  arrangements  we  were  able  to 
make  were  in  no  way  unsuited  to  the  feelings  we 
were  all  sharing. 

My.  uncle  and  Horatia  were  absent.  My  uncle 
had  been  called  away  into  Cornwall  upon  business, 
something  connected  with  the  old  affair  of  the  mines, 
and  Horatia  had  agreed  to  go  with  him.  There 
was,  therefore,  no  occasion  to  mix  them  up  with 
our  plans.  Vaughan,  Caroline,  and  Joanna  were 
to  come  to  us  for  two  days.  Reginald  was  pre- 
vented. 

It  was  settled  that  we  would  have  no  one  at  the 
wedding  but  our  own  family,  Mr.  Malcolm's  brother, 
who  was  to  perform  the  ceremony,  Mrs.  Blair,  and 
my  little  pupils,  who  were  to  be  Hester's  bride- 
maids.  Lady  Emily  was  not  returned  to  Lowood, 
and  I  was  the  more  glad  that  the  marriage  should 
be  hastened  on  her  account.  I  was  sure  she  could 
not  be  near  us  without  entering  warmly  into  it,  for 
she  was  always  excessively  fond  of  Hester;  and 
yet  it  must  have  brought  recollections  which  would 
be  full  of  pain. 

It  was  a  clear,  sunshiny  morning,  fresh,  but 
warm  for  the  season  of  the  year,  and  the  light 
streamed  gladly  through  the  curious  windows  in  the 
roof  of  the  old  church,  and  the  blue  heaven,  which 
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had  once  seemed  to  me  an  angel's  eye,  looked  down 
upon  the  small  marriage  party,  which  seemed  lost 
in  the  size  of  the  building.  I  stood  near  the  altar 
with  my  mother  by  my  side,  leaning  upon  Herbert's 
arm.  Close  to  us  was  Hester,  her  sweet  face  colour- 
less as  the  dress  she  wore,  and  the  watery  mist 
gathering  over  her  bright  eyes.  I  saw  her  tremble 
when  the  question  was  asked,  which  seemed  as  if  it 
would  summon  from  the  depths  of  the  heart  the  se- 
crets that  no  eye  but  that  of  God  has  ever  scanned ; 
but  her  voice  was  firm  as  she  gave  the  promise  "  for 
better  for  worse,  for  richer  for  poorer,  in  sickness 
and  in  health,  to  love  and  to  cherish  till  death." 

And  I  knew  that  "  the  blessings  of  all  spiritual 
benediction  and  grace"  must  indeed  fall  upon  them 
both;  for  they  were  amongst  those  whose  one 
prayer  is,  "  so  to  live  together  in  this  world,  that  in 
the  world  to  come  they  may  have  life  everlasting." 

When  the  service  was  ended,  and  the  ordinary 
forms  were  gone  through,  the  few  gazers  who  had 
been  attracted  to  the  spot,  saw  the  larger  portion 
of  the  wedding  party  drive  off  from  the  great  porch  ; 
whilst  Mr.  Malcolm  and  Hester,  my  mother  and 
myself,  stole  quietly  away  from  another  door,  and, 
entering  a  fly  which  was  in  waiting,  went  to  aunt 
Sarah's. 

My  aunt  was  placed  in  her  usual  position  by  the 
fire.  She  sat  upright,  supported  by  pillows;  a  small 
table,  with  her  prayer-book  open  upon  it,  was  in 
front  of  her.  At  a  little  distance  was  another  table 
prepared  for  the  Holy  Communion. 

We  knelt  together,  my  sweet  child  close  to  aunt 
Sarah's  chair. 

There  is  a  "  peace  that  passeth  understanding." 
It  was  present  with  us  still ;  and  we  lingered  in 
prayer,  dreading  to  break  it.  Then  aunt  Sarah 
stretched  out  her  feeble  hands,  and  laid  them  upon 


THE   EXPERIENCE   OF   LIFE.  439 

Hester  8  head,  and  said,  —  "  God,  before  whom  my 
fathers  walked,  —  God,  which  fed  me  all  my  life 
long  unto  this  day,  —  the  Saviour  which  hath  re- 
deemed me  from  evil, — bless  my  child." 

And  80  we  rose  up,  and,  one  by  one,  received 
aunt  Sarah's  kiss,  and  the  marriage  service  was, 
for  us,  concluded. 

They  were  to  be  absent  a  fortnight  only.  Hes- 
ter was  too  anxious  about  aunt  Sarah  to  think  of 
enjoyment  in  the  ordinary  sense  of  the  word  ;  and 
said,  that  she  would  far  rather  return  to  Carsdale 
for  the  remainder  of  the  month,  which  was  to 
elapse  before  Mr.  Malcolm  went  to  his  living. 
They  were  to  occupy  our  house  then,  and  my 
mother  and  I  were  to  be  at  aunt  Sarah's.  We 
removed  there  immediately,  for  the  responsibility 
was  becoming  too  great  for  Miss  Cole  to  bear  alone. 
1  went  backwards  and  forwards  to  my  pupils,  and 
at  those  times  my  dear  mother  took  her  share  of 
attendance  upon  aunt  Sarah.  Herbert  was  not 
with  us  at  all.  He  was  obliged  to  join  his  pupil 
the  day  after  the  marriage. 

Very  unlike  a  wedding  season  it  was ;  but  there 
was  great  peace  through  all  the  sadness.  It  was  as 
if  one  lived  in  a  church.  The  world's  pleasure  was 
excluded,  but  so  also  were  the  world's  cares  ;  or,  if 
they  came,  it  was  only  to  look  at  aunt  Sarah,  and 
they  vanished  into  nothingness. 

Aunt  Sarah  still  sat  up  every  day,  in  fact,  she 
suffered  from  an  oppression  on  the  chest,  which 
prevented  her  from  lying  down.  We  read  to  her  a 
great  deal ;  for,  happily,  she  was  only  very  slightly 
deaf.  One  of  the  penitential  Psalms  was  now  added, 
daily,  to  her  ordinary  devotional  reading.  They 
were  the  fittest  words,  she  said,  for  a  dying  woman ; 
and,  as  often  as  they  were  repeated,  they  still 
brought  new   lessons  of  repentance.     The  other 


440  THE  EXPERIENCE  OF  LIFE. 

books  we  read  were  generally  devotional,  but  some- 
times she  would  go  back  to  her  old  favourites,  — 
the  Spectator,  and  some  papers  in  the  Rambler,  or 
Walton's  Lives.  Now  and  then  she  tried  to  knit 
a  little,  but  that  was  more  mournful  to  me  than 
anything,  her  hands  were  so  very  feeble. 

Hester  and  Mr.  Malcolm  had  been  away  about 
ten  days,  when  Miss  Cole  came  to  my  room  one 
morning,  whilst  I  was  dressing,  to  tell  me  that 
aunt  Sarah  had  been  attacked  with  spasms.  I  went 
to  her,  and  found  her  sitting  up,  but  very  much 
altered.  She  was  suffering  great  pain,  and  we 
sent  for  her  doctor,  who  gave  her  medicine,  which 
relieved  it,  but  he  looked  very  grave ;  and  when 
I  followed  him  out  of  her  room,  and  asked  what  he 
thought  of  her,  he  said  that  the  case  was  serious  ; 
it  could  not  now  last  very  long. 

The  misty,  dreary  sense  of  wretchedness  and 
change  which  came  over  me  I  yet  I  did  not  shed  a 
tear.  I  did  not  dare :  but  I  went  to  my  mother, 
and  asked  her,  if  she  did  not  think  it  would  be 
as  well  to  send  to  Hester  and  Mr.  Malcolm.  We 
knew  where  they  were  likely  to  be  the  next  day, 
and  a  letter  would  reach  them  and  bring  them  back 
at  once.  I  thought  they  would  both  be  happier 
with  us.  My  mother  hesitated  a  little,  and  said, 
she  scarcely  thought,  in  aunt  Sarah's  state  of 
weakness,  that  she  could  live  through  the  day. 
But  I  had  a  strong  conviction  in  my  own  mind 
that  her  strength  was  greater  than  anyone  imagined ; 
and,  at  any  rate,  I  was  sure  Hester  would  wish 
to  make  the  effort  to  see  her  again ;  and,  at  last,  I 
gained  my  point,  and  wrote. 

I  did  not  go  to  my  pupils  that  day,  but  sat,  for 
the  most  part,  in  aunt  Sarah's  room.  She  was 
better  after  breakfast,  and  asked  me  to  read  the 
Psalms  to  her  —  the  twentieth  day  of  the  month  it 
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was.  She  was  scarcely  able  to  repeat  the  verses  even 
in  a  whisper ;  but  when  I  had  ended,  she  told  me 
that  she  had  followed  every  word,  and  had  never 
found  more  satisfaction  from  them.  We  talked  a 
little  then.  She  spoke  of  her  own  state,  and  said, 
what  a  blessing  it  was  to  be  composed  and  happy 
at  such  a  moment :  and  she  was  so,  though  the 
burden  of  innumerable  offences  was  upon  her  soul. 
He  who  had  redeemed  her  would  not  forsake  her. 
Her  full  trust  was  that  she  was  going  to  be 
with  Him,  and  it  was  all  she  cared  to  know 
of  the  happiness  in  store.  I  mentioned  those 
whom  she  had  loved,  and  to  whom  she  might 
now  soon  be  restored,  and  especially  her  brother ; 
and  she  said,  that  she  fully  hoped  to  meet  them, 
and  it  was  a  thought  of  infinite  joy,  but  it  was 
not  the  ground  of  her  happiness :  she  did  not 
think  it  ought  ever  to  be.  "  One  love,  Sally,"  she 
added,  "  one  all-sufficient  love,  is  my  comfort  and 
joy,  — the  love  which  has  blotted  out  sin."  The 
words  seemed  to  set  before  me  what  my  own  feel- 
ings would  be  in  such  a  state,  and  I  said,  that  if  I 
were  to  ask  any  one  blessing  which  I  could  conceive, 
greater  than  another,  it  would  be  to  have  such 
a  sense  of  love.  I  had  always  dreaded  the  buried 
offences  which  would  rise  up  in  one's  last  hour  and 
weaken  it.  "  They  do  rise  up,  my  child,"  she  said, 
solemnly ;  "  sins  long,  long  forgotten ;  if  it  were  not 
so,  the  thought  of  death  to  one  who  has  outlived  life 
would  be  joy  which  a  mortal  frame  could  not  bear. 
But  the  love  of  God's  love  is  stronger  than  reason ; 
—  more  soothing  than  the  hopes  of  repentance, — 
better  even  than  faith.  Who  can  distrust  it  ?  " 
She  paused ;  and  feeling  that  I  might  never  again, 
have  the  opportunity  of  speaking  to  her  of  my 
own  faults,  I  asked  her  to  forgive  any  that  I  had 
ever  committed  against  her.    Often  I  had  neglected 
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her  wishes  ;  —  as  a  child,  before  I  understood  her, 
I  had  many  times  been  cold  and  disobedient  to  her 
will. 

The  smile  that  lit  up  her  face  was  surpassingly 
sweet.  "  God's  blessing  rest  upon  the  child  of  my 
old  age,"  she  said.  "  In  life,  and  in  death,  Sally, 
may  He  give  to  you  that  comfort  which,  through 
you,  He  has  granted  to  me." 

That  was  all  we  said  then.  One  of  the  attacks  of 
spasms  came  on,  and  we  were  very  much  frightened 
for  her.  I  grew  extremely  aaxious  about  Hester 
and  Mr.  Malcolm.  It  seemed  impossible  that  they 
could  return  in  time.  Aunt  Sarah  sat  up,  bow- 
ever,  till  the  evening.  We  could  scarcely  make  her 
eat  anything,  but  she  did  not  suffer  as  much  pain  as 
before ;  and  when,  at  length,  we  put  her  into  bed, 
she  seemed  more  comfortable,  and  said,  she  thought 
she  might  sleep. 

The  next  day  was  very  like  the  former,  except 
that  we  persuaded  my  aunt  not  to  attempt  to  get  up. 
A  reclining  position  being  so  painful,  we  propped 
her  up  with  pillows.  She  was  anxious  herself, 
then,  about  Hester,  but  said,  it  was  all  God's  will ; 
she  could  not  have  a  wish  to  see  the  child,  if  He 
desired  it  to  be  otherwise.  My  mother  tried  to 
persuade  me  that  they  would  not  have  the  letter  in 
time ;  but  I  was  sure,  from  what  I  had  said,  that 
they  would  set  off  at  a  moment's  notice,  and  I  lis- 
tened to  every  carriage  that  went  down  the  street, 
thinking  it  would  stop.  But  it  grew  dark,  and  they 
did  not  come  ;  and  both  my  mother  and  aunt  Sarah 
begged  me  not  to  trouble  myself  so  much  about  it. 
I  think  my  mother  secretly  wished  that  Hester 
might  be  spared  the  trial ;  and  — for  aunt  Sai*ah, — 
she  had  now  but  one  thought,  —  that  of  entire 
submission  in  every  minute  particular. 

I  thought,  then,  that  I  could  never  forget  all  the 
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little  incidents  of  each  day,  but  many  have  faded 
from  my  memory.  Yet  the  impression  is  inefface- 
able. The  strong,  energetic  will,  disciplined  into  the 
meekness  of  a  child  ;  the  quick  glance  stilled ;  the 
eager  words  calmed;  even  the  tones  of  the  voice 
softened  into  a  sweetness  which  the  ear  loved  to 
dwell  upon ; — ^it  was  the  reward  of  heavenly  purity 
granted  even  upon  earth. 

And  she  felt,  herself,  that  a  peculiar  blessing  was 
granted  her.  She  could  not  hope,  she  said,  to  make 
others  understand  it;  but  it  was  rest,  —  perfect 
rest,  with  the  gladness  of  unutterable  joy  beyond  it. 
Yet  her  earthly  affections  seemed  called  out  more 
fully  than  ever.  Indeed,  I  had  never  understood  till 
then  how  devotedly  fond  she  was  of  us.  "  Think, 
Sally,"  she  said  to  me  that  evening,  as  I  stood  by 
her  bedside,  "  think  what  the  prospect  of  Heaven 
must  be,  to  make  me  willing  to  give  you  all  up 
for  it." 

Miss  Cole  always  slept  in  aunt  Sarah's  room, 
and  she  would  not  yield  up  the  place  to  any  one  ; 
but  I  could  not  make  up  my  mind  to  go  to  bed 
that  night,  and  I  lay  down  on  the  sofa  in  the  draw- 
ing-room, ready  to  be  called  at  any  moment.  Two 
or  three  times  I  went  into  aunt  Sarah's  chamber 
but  she  was  lying  quietly,  and,  1  hoped,  occasionally 
sleeping. 

I  fell  asleep  towards  morning,  and  was  wakened 
by  the  sound  of  a  carriage  stopping  at  a  little  dis- 
tance from  the  house,  before  which  straw  was 
laid  to  prevent  noise.  I  was  sure  Hester  and  Mr. 
Malcolm  must  be  come ;  and,  without  disturbing  the 
servants,  I  went  down  stairs  and  unbarred  the  house 
door.  They  were  there,  as  I  was  sure  they  would 
be;  they  had  travelled  all  night,  and  Hester  looked 
dreadfully  worn;  but  the  relief  it  was  to  her  to 
know  that  she  was  not  too  late,  was  beyond  ex- 
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pression.  She  followed  me  at  once  to  aunt  Sarah's 
room.  I  had  no  fear  of  any  sudden  surprise.  The 
quietness  of  a  mind  waiting  for  its  eternal  rest  was 
not  now  to  be  disturbed  by  earthly  feelings ;  and 
I  drew  aside  the  curtains,  and  told  her  that  Mr. 
Malcolm  and  Hester  were  arrived.  '*  Thank  God,*' 
she  said,  and  she  blessed  them  both,  and  made  them 
kiss  her ;  and  then  she  told  me  to  take  the  child 
away,  and  let  her  rest,  and  give  her  some  breakfast. 
We  went  into  the  drawing-room,  and  Hester  lay 
down  upon  the  sofa,  whilst  Betty  made  her  a  cup  of 
coffee.  Mr.  Malcolm  was  a  little  afraid  of  her  being 
over-tired  and  excited ;  but  though  she  cried  a  good 
deal  at  first,  she  soon  became  better,  and  we  sat  by 
her  and  talked,  and  my  dear  mother  joined  us.  It 
was  scarcely  pain  then  even  to  me. 

Aunt  Sarah  sent  for  Mr.  Malcolm,  alone,  about  an 
hour  afterwards ;  and  when  he  came  back  to  us,  he 
said,  that  she  wished  once  more  to  receive  the  Com- 
munion, with  us —  the  servants  and  all.  She  would 
rather  not  delay ;  and  she  was  changed,  he  thought, 
even  then.  So  we  assembled  in  her  room;  but 
before  the  service  began  she  made  Miss  Cole  sup- 
port her,  and  sat  up,  and  looked  round  upon  us  all, 
and  told  the  old  servants  to  come  near,  and  then  she 
said,  in  a  voice,  every  word  of  which  was  distinct, 
'*  I  am  going  to  die.  I  wish  to  die  in  charity.  I 
forgive  every  one  who  may  have  offended  me,  and 
I  pray  you  all  to  forgive  me  the  things  by  which 
I  have  vexed  you,  —  especially  my  cross  words 
and  cross  looks.  God  pardon  me,  and  requite  to 
you  the  good  deeds  that  you  have  done  to  me. 
Now  let  all  come  and  say  good-b  ye  to  me,  and  then 
let  me  deliver  up  my  soul  in  peace." 

The  service  was  very  exhausting  to  her,  and  I 
scarcely  thought  she  would  bear  it.  She  lay  per- 
fectly still  afterwards,  and  we  sat  in  her  room  alt 
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the  afternoon,  doubtful  whether  she  was  conscious ; 
but  about  four  o'clock,  as  I  stood  by  her,  reading 
to  myself  the  Psalms  for  the  day,  she  pressed 
my  hand,  and  called  me  by  my  name,  and  said, 
"  let  the  commendatory  prayer  be  read."  Mr.  Mal- 
colm heard  her  and  drew  near.  Aunt  Sarah  signed 
to  Miss  Cole,  who  was  at  a  little  distance,  to  come 
close  to  her;  and  as  we  knelt  down,  one  hand 
feebly  grasped  mine,  whilst  the  other  rested  upon 
the  book  which  I  had  laid  upon  the  bed. 

Before  the  last  words  of  the  prayer  were  said  she 
was  gone. 

I  pressed  my  lips  upon  the  cold  forehead,  and 
withdrew  the  prayer-book  from  the  rigid  fingers ; 
and  as  I  did  so  my  eye  fell  upon  the  words, — "  Then 
are  they  glad  because  they  are  at  rest,  and  so  He 
bringeth  them  unto  the  haven  where  they  would  be." 


CHAP.  XLHI. 


And  here  the  tale  that  I  have  told,  —  if  it  were 
told  only  with  the  view  of  exciting  a  momentary 
interest,  might  well  end.  My  family  dispersed,  — 
Hester  married,  —  aunt  Sarah  dead ;  — what  more 
can  there  be  to  say  of  the  uneventful  life  of  an  old 
maid,  condemned  to  poverty,  and,  in  a  great  mea- 
sure, to  loneliness  ?  Much.  There  lies  the  error 
of  our  frail  judgments.  We  calculate  the  im- 
portance of  time  by  the  events  which  are  marked 
in  the  world's  calendar.  We  forget  that  there  is 
another  marked  by  God. 

I  was  then  thirty  in  age, — forty  in  appearance  and 
in  feeling ;  I  am  now  sixty.  How  did  those  long 
years  pass  ? 

The  first  thing  I  would  say  of  them  is,  that  they 
were  not  melancholy,  —  that  they  were  happier  at 

Q  Q 
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forty  than  thirty, — happier  at  fifty  than  forty, — hap- 
piest of  all  at  sixty.  It  is  better  to  be  travelling 
towards  age  than  away  from  youth. 

I  would  also  observe,  that  they  were  not  lonely, 
nor  without  many  pleasurable  interests.  I  do .  not 
think  I  deceive  myself  when  I  say  that  each  year 
enlarged  my  sympathies,  made  my  old  friends 
dearer,  and  increased  the  number  of  the  new. 
Trials,  indeed,  I  had,  —  hours  of  depression,  heavy 
anxieties,  fretting  cares, — but  life  had  objects,  hopes, 
and  joys,  all  the  safer  and  the  happier,  because,  in 
my  secret  heart,  I  felt  that  they  were  for  others, 
and  not  myself;  that  for  me  there  was  but  one  ob- 
ject, one  hope,  one  joy, — that  which  never  could  be 
taken  from  me.  But  I  must  give  the  brief  history 
of  these  years  more  in  detail. 

My  mother  did  not  follow  Hester  and  her  husband 
to  their  home,  as  many  persons  said  she  would. 
She  felt  strongly  the  desirableness  of  allowing 
young  persons  to  enter  upon  their  married  life  free 
and  unfettered;  and,  after  having  so  long  been 
accustomed  to  the  independence  of  her  own  house, 
she  feared,  and  I  feared  also,  the  restraint  which 
must  unavoidably  be  felt  in  the  home  of  an- 
other. Besides,  although  I  hope  I  should  not 
have  allowed  the  thought  to  interfere  with  her 
comfort,  my  life  would  have  been  very  lonely  with- 
out her,  and  I  could  not  accompany  her.  It  was 
at  one  time  suggested,  that  my  mother's  little  in- 
come, and  aunt  Sarah's  legacy,  would  be  sufficient 
for  all  our  expenses,  if  we  lived  with  Hester ;  but 
this  could  only  be  during  my  mother's  lifetime ;  and 
the  money  was  not  all  my  own.  Joanna  still  had  a 
claim  upon  it ;  and  twenty  pounds  a  year  was  regu- 
larly allowed  her.  I  felt,  therefore,  that  whilst 
health  and  strength  were  granted  me,  I  was  bound 
to  work;  and  though  I  urged  my  mother  to  consider 
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well  before  sh«  refused  to  agree  to  Hester's  wishes, 
I  had  never  any  doubt  what  my  own  course  must  be. 
And  I  did  not  dread  or  dislike  it.  It  was  fixed 
occupation,  and  very  satisfactory.  The  children 
improved,  and  were  becoming  more  and  more  my 
companions  when  I  was  not  actually  engaged  in 
teaching  them.  Their  numbers  also  increased. 
There  were  ten  at  last,  and  my  dear  mother  in- 
sisted upon  helping  me  in  hearing  lessons  and  read- 
ing; and  I  saw  that  the  employment  was  very 
good  for  her.  I  do  not  mean  to  say  that  this  feeling 
of  satisfaction  came  at  once.  There  was  a  time, — 
the  year  which  followed  Hester  3  marriage, — which 
I  seldom  allow  myself,  even  now,  to  look  back  upon. 
It  brings  back  the  heavy  aching  of  the  heart, — 
the  longing,  racking  desire  to  recall  the  voice 
silent  in  the  grave, — which  must,  at  times,  return 
till  I  also  am  summoned  to  my  rest.  It  was  an 
anguish  which  came  upon  me  by  degrees.  The  holy 
services  of  the  Church  could  not  have  been  mere 
calming  and  strengthening  than  the  first  remem- 
brance of  the  parting  moments  of  the  just.  The 
sorrow  grew  afterwards.  But  for  my  mother's  love 
it  seems  as  if  I  never  could  have  borne  up  against 
it,  for  Hester  went  to  her  new  home,  and  Herbert 
was  absent  upon  his  travels;  and  for  many  weeks  my 
mother  and  I  were  left  with  no  one  but  Miss  Cole, 
to  whom  we  could  look  for  anything  approaching  to 
comfort.  She  was  a  great  help  to  us,  from  the  very 
fact  of  requiring  so  much  support  herself.  She 
settled  in  Carsdale,  and  tried  to  continue  her  work 
amongst  the  poor  ;  and  I  assisted  her  as  much  as 
I  could  by  advice  and  sympathy,  and  occasionally 
some  personal  help.  But  it  was  labour  carried  on 
with  very  painful  feelings ;  and  I  doubt  if  she  could 
have  made  up  her  mind  to  remain,  if  Lady  Emily 
Rivers  had  not  eventually  made  her  her  regular 

Q  Q  2 
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almoner  for  Fisherton;  and  then,  with  the  know- 
ledge that  she  was  working,  as  she  had  been  ac- 
customed to  do,  for  another,  her  spirits  revived. 
To  talk  to  her  was  my  greatest  relief  for  a  long 
time.  My  mother  and  I  soon  learnt  how  to  bring 
her  out ;  and  we  used  to  sit  for  hours  together  by 
the  fireside  on  the  Sunday  evenings,  which  she 
always  spent  with  us,  listening  to  her  recollections 
of  aunt  Sarah. 

After  that  came  a  brighter  comfort,  for  Lady 
Emily  returned  to  Lowood,  and  my  mother  spared 
me  now  and  then  for  a  few  days  to  stay  there,  whilst 
Miss  Cole  remained  with  her.  Lady  Emily  much 
wished  my  mother  to  go  there  herself,  and  occasion- 
ally she  did ;  and  these  short  holidays  were  times 
of  real  enjoyment  to  us  both.  Sophia  Grant  was  not 
at  Lowood  at  first.  She  was  paying  a  visit  to  some 
friends  in  the  north.  We  had  many  conversations 
about  her.  She  was  greatly  changed.  Lady  Emily 
said,  but  good  and  firm-minded  as  ever,  trying  to 
make  her  duties  take  the  place  which  she  now  owned 
had  been  too  much  occupied  by  affection.  It  was 
a  very  severe  struggle ;  but  Lady  Emily  had  no 
doubt  of  the  issue.  She  would  never  be  what  she 
had  been ;  but  her  peace  of  mind  must,  by  degrees, 
return,  for  she  could  not  but  see  that  a  man  who 
had  acted  like  Mr.  Beresford  could  never  have 
made  her  happy.  Of  him  Lady  Emily  spoke  less 
cheerfully.  He  had  quite  given  up  all  hope,  she 
said,  of  replacing  himself  in  his  former  position,  and, 
indeed,  he  felt,  as  every  one  who  knew  Sophia  must 
feel,  that  it  was  to  desire  an  impossibility.  But  the 
kpowledge  of  this  had  tended  to  render  him  reck- 
less and  cynical.  The  good  points  of  his  character, 
which  his  intercourse  with  Sophia  had  brought  out 
and  strengthened,  were,  she  feared,  lowering  under 
the  influence  of  frivolous,  fashionable  society.     He 
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said  he  should  never  marry;  but  Lady  Emily  told 
me  she  was  convinced  he  would,  and  that  her  daily 
anxiety  was,  lest  he  might  throw  himself  away  upon 
some  person  who  would  care  only  for  his  fortune, 
and  render  him  miserable.  It  was  a  fear  too  soon 
verified.  In  three  years  time  Mr.  Beresford  was 
married  to  a  person  whose  face  was  her  only  recom- 
mendation, and  who  taught  him  to  repent,  through 
years  of  domestic  wretchedness,  the  folly  which  had 
made  him  cast  away  the  dearest  treasure  of  his  life. 

Sophia  also  married,  and  very  happily,  but  not 
till  she  was  more  than  thirty.  Her  husband  and 
herself  met  upon  equal  terms ;  both  had  known  a 
more  exciting  feeling, — both  had  been  disappointed 
in  it.  The  knowledge  of  this  fact  was  the  first 
chord  of  sympathy  which  was  touched.  I  saw  her 
again  in  after  years,  cheerful  and  contented ;  but 
something  had  passed  from  her  countenance  which 
could  never  be  recalled :  not  youth, — not  hope, — 
but  the  glad  look  of  unshaken  trust,  which  had 
once  given  it  such  a  perfect  expression  of  repose. 

And  East  Side, — my  uncle  and  Horatia!  Persons 
who  had  exercised  so  great  an  influence  over  my 
life,  could  not,  it  might  be  imagined,  suddenly 
become  nothing  to  me.  They  did  not.  When  I 
look  back  upon  the  years  which  I  spent  in  Carsdale, 
Horatia's  impertinent  attentions  and  interferences 
stand  forth  amongst  my  greatest  annoyances.  I  do 
not  think  I  ought  to  call  them  more ;  for,  in  fact, 
my  mother  and  I  were  not  in  a  position  to  feel  them 
deeply.  Persons  who  wish  for  nothing  beyond 
their  own  position,  cannot  very  easily  be  patron- 
ised ;  and  it  was  by  patronising  that  Horatia  made 
herself  most  disagreeable.  If  we  had  visited  much, 
and  tried  to  vie  with  our  neighbours,  our  pride 
would  have  been  perpetually  wounded  by  Horatia's 
bad  taste,  and  my  uncle's  obtrusive  favours ;  but 

Q  Q  3 
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society,  in  its  ordinarj  sense,  was  nothing  to  us« 
We  did  not  go  out ;  it  was  a  matter,  therefore,  of 
indifference  to  us  whether  we  received  invitations 
or  not.  The  idea  of  what  was  thought  or  said  of 
us  never  disturbed  our  quiet,  comfortable  evenings. 
If  we  were  neglected,  we  did  not  perceive  it ;  but,  in 
fact,  we  were  not  neglected.  It  is  a  truth  which 
one  learns  as  one  goes  on  in  life,  that  if  persons 
act  so  as  to  obtain  respect,  it  will,  in  the  end,  be 
accorded  them.  Those  who  measured  their  civili- 
ties to  their  neighbours  by  the  extent  of  their 
grounds,  the  size  of  their  rooms,  and  the  number  of 
their  servants,  of  course,  looked  down  upon  us  ;  but 
the  idea  of  such  contempt  was  not  very  afflicting, 
and  there  were  but  few  such  persons  in  or  near  Cars- 
dale.  For  the  most  part,  the  friends  we  knew  there 
were  quiet,  sober-minded  people,  who  had  been  ac- 
quainted with  us  and  our  family  for  years,  and 
liked  us  for  our  own  sakes,  and  never  troubled 
themselves  whether  we  had  a  fortune  or  worked  for 
it,  except  that  they  were  sorry  for  us. 

Indeed,  under  any  circumstances,  I  doubt  if  it 
would  have  been  possible  to  show  disrespect  to  my 
mother ;  or,  if  it  were  once  attempted,  I  am  con- 
vinced the  rudeness  would  never  have  been  re- 
peated a  second  time.  Her  dignified,  self-possessed, 
gentle  courtesy,  inspired  reverence  even  in  Horatia's 
mind ;  she  often  used  to  say  to  me  that  my  mother 
put  her  upon  her  best  behaviour  ;  and  my  opinion 
of  my  mother's  influence  rose  a  hundred  degrees  in 
consequence,  for  I  did  not  think  there  was  another 
woman  in  England  who  could  have  obtained  a 
similar  power. 

Years,  no  doubt,  exaggerated  us  all  in  equal  pro- 
portions ;  but  the  strong  characteristics  of  Horatia's 
character  became  unquestionably  painfully  glaring, 
to  me  as  time  went  on.     I  believe  she  was,  in  her 
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own  sense  of  the  word,  happy.  She  liked  govern- 
ing, and  she  did  govern  ;  she  liked  show,  and  noise, 
and  business,  and  she  was  surrounded  by  them.  It 
seems  a  mistake  to  think  that  persons  who  act  from 
false  principles  are  necessarily  punished  in  the 
course  of  this  world's  Providence.  The  Bible  teUs 
us  it  is  not  so ;  and  the  difficulties  which  perplexed 
the  mind  of  Job  will  still,  we  may  believe,  prove  an 
exercise  of  faith  to  the  end  of  time.  Horatia 
would  have  been  a  stumbling-block  to  me,  if  I  had 
looked  at  her  with  the  outward  eye  of  sense.  She 
was  an  instance  of  selfish  and  unjust  prosperity. 
But  we  travelled  on  swiftly,  side  by  side,  towards 
the  same  dark  goal,  and,  as  we  neared  it,  I  learnt 
to  pray  for,  rather  than  to  be  angry  with  her. 

My  uncle  was  not  so  easy  in  his  new  position. 
His  personal  comfort  was  interfered  with  ;  he  was 
growing  old ;  his  wife's  parties  and  engagements 
did  not  suit  him  ;  and  he  clung  still  more  to  busi- 
ness, and  threw  his  heart  more  and  more  into  the 
acquisition  of  wealth.  With  that  sordid  object 
came  increasing  labour,  and  envy,  and  haunting 
fears ;  and  his  face  shrivelled  with  care ;  and  his 
eyes  grew  dim  with  pondering  over  accounts ; 
and  his  step  was  feeble,  as  under  the  pressure  of 
a  heavy  burden ;  and  when  he  would  fain  have 
checked  Horatia's  course,  and  made  her  his  own 
companion,  he  found  that  the  will  of  the  strong 
woman,  in  the  prime  of  life,  was  more  powerful 
than  that  of  the  old  man  creeping  into  his  grave ; 
and  when  she  would  not  turn  with  him,  he  moved 
aside  from  her  path,  and  pursued  his  desolate  jour- 
ney alone  to  the  land  where  his  riches  could  not 
follow  him. 

I  pitied  him  from  my  heart,  for  the  dreariness  of 
this  world,  —  the  hopelessness  of  another.  I  could 
have  comforted  him,  almost  have  loved  him,  if  he 
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would  have  permitted  it ;  for  he  was  my  father*s 
brother,  and  his  words  and  tones  often  brought  back 
a  torrent  of  early  remembrances  and  fond  associa- 
tions. But  we  saw  little  of  him  ;  he  shrank  from 
us,  and  we  had  but  slight  temptation  to  go  to  him. 
East  Side  was  not  near  enough  to  be  within  a  walk, 
and  Horatia's  loud  words  of  invitation  were  spoken 
in  the  presence  of  others,  when  it  suited  her  to 
appear  thoughtful,  but  could  never  have  been  in- 
tended to  be  accepted,  as  she  happily  never  gave 
us  the  opportunity  of  accepting  them. 

I  say  happily,  for  I  can  imagine  few  things  more 
painful  than  to  have  seen  my  mother  a  visitor,  under 
such  circumstances,  at  East  Side. 

And  so  time  glided  on  quickly,  and  not  unhappily ; 
and  my  mother  and  I  bore  willingly  the  restraint  of 
our  daily  life  at  Carsdale,  for  the  prospect  of  the 
summer  and  the  Christmas  holidays,  with  Mr.  Mal- 
colm and  Hester,  at  Leigh.  The  village  was  about 
sixty  miles  from  us,  an  easy  journey  by  a  stage 
coach  in  those  days,  now  merely  the  distance  of 
between  two  and  three  hours  by  the  railway.  We 
did  not  see  them  often  in  Carsdale,  but  the  weeks 
we  spent  with  them  were  a  refreshment  for  the 
whole  year.  Hester  was  very  happy,  and  my  old 
maid*s  theory  of  the  blessings  of  single  life  was 
rather  shaken  when  I  looked  at  her ;  but  then  the 
case  was  an  exception.  A  second  Mr.  Malcolm 
was  not  likely  to  be  found,  and  a  second  Hester,  I 
was  quite  sure,  there  could  not  be.  Even  her  five 
children,  lovely  and  good  as  they  were,  never  quite 
came  up  to  my  impression  of  what  their  sweet 
mother  had  been  at  their  age.  It  was  very  pleasant 
to  watch  the  influence  which  Mr.  Malcolm  had  upon 
the  neighbouring  clergy,  how  he  raised  the  standard 
of  duty,  encouraged  them  to  work,  brought  them 
by  degrees  to  see  the  value  of  customs  full  of  mean- 
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iDg,  which  had  fallen  into  disuse.  Even  at  Cars- 
dale  we  felt  the  benefit  of  his  character,  long  after 
he  had  left  the  town.  The  plans  which  he  had  set 
on  foot  were  carried  on  after  he  was  gone ;  and  when 
old  Mr.  Benson  died,  his  successor  pursued  the  same 
work  with  zeal  and  devotion.  It  was  a  very  differ- 
ent place  at  last  from  what  it  had  been  in  the  days 
when  dear  aunt  Sarah  was  appealed  to  as  the  person 
who  knew  most  about  the  condition  of  the  poor. 
Miss  Cole  and  I  used  often  to  say,  that  it  was  well 
for  us  that  we  had  now  a  clergyman  to  appeal  to, 
who  would  direct  our  work ;  for  if  left  to  ourselves, 
with  little  time,  and  no  money,  and  but  slight  con- 
fidence in  our  own  judgments,  it  would  have  been 
very  uphill  labour.  The  rector  and  his  wife  were 
great  friends  of  ours,  and  their  society  made  Cars- 
dale  really  agreeable  to  us. 

The  darkest  spot  in  our  horizon  in  those  days 
was  London, 

Vaughan's  health  was  a  great  anxiety  for  a 
long  time  ;  there  were  signs  of  its  giving  way  which 
we  could  not  account  for.  He  had  lived  an  indolent, 
but  not  a  dissipated  life,  and  there  was  no  exact  cause, 
which  we  could  see,  for  the  symptoms  which  showed 
themselves,  except  the  weakness  left  by  a  fever 
which  attacked  him  about  five  years  after  Hester's 
marriage.  My  mother  and  I  went  with  him  to  the 
sea-side  one  summer,  instead  of  spending  the  holi- 
days at  Leigh :  for  the  time  he  rallied,  but  the  bad 
symptoms  returned  again;  and,  at  length,  we  were  so 
anxious  about  him,  that  we  took  a  lodging  for  him 
in  Carsdale,  in  order  to  be  near  him  and  nurse  him. 
All  these  arrangements  were  expensive  and  trouble- 
some ;  for  Vaughan  had  never  worked  hard,  or  made 
the  most  of  his  advantages,  and  the  small  sum  he 
had  put  by  was  soon  exhausted.  But  events  were 
then,  as  ever,  most  mercifully  ordered.     I  look  back 
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upon  his  illness  with  great  thankfulness,  trying 
though  it  was  at  the  time.  It  brought  us  near  to 
him  in  a  way  which  could  scarcely  have  been  pos- 
sible at  any  other  time,  and  gave  us  great  influence 
over  him ;  and  when,  at  length,  he  was  ordered,  if 
possible,  to  seek  another  climate,  and  left  England 
to  settle  in  Australia,  we  parted  from  him  with  the 
hope  which  makes  all  earthly  separation  compara- 
tively light.  He  went  as  agent  for  Mr.  Blair,  who 
had  land  in  Australia,  and  wanted  some  one  to 
superintend  the  business  connected  with  it.  The 
employment  was  not  what  Vaughan  liked,  but  the 
change  gave  him  the  probability  of  regaining  his 
health  ;  and  after  he  had  been  in  the  colony  a  few- 
years,  he  was  enabled  to  marry,  and  this  reconciled 
him  to  his  lot,  and  the  letters  we  received  from  him 
were  cheerful  and  satisfactory. 

There  was  an  idea,  at  one  time,  of  his  taking 
Joanna  with  him.  He  thought,  himself,  that  she 
would  have  been  a  comfort  to  him  as  a  companion; 
but  life  in  the  bush  had  no  charms  for  her,  and  she 
peremptorily  refused.  Yet  her  existence  in  Harley- 
street  was  actually  wretched.  I  seldom  went  there ; 
but  when  I  did,  it  was  mournful  to  me  to  see  what 
she  was  becoming.  Caroline's  children  were  grow- 
ing up,  and  about  to  be  taken  into  society,  and 
Joanna  naturally  was  thrown  more  and  more  into 
the  background,  and  her  efforts  to  keep  her  place 
and  appear  young,  were  distressing  to  her  friends, 
and  absurd  to  her  acquaintances.  She  still  believed, 
as  in  her  early  days,  that  every  one  who  saw  her 
must  admire  her,  and  her  matrimonial  projects  were 
the  talk  of  the  whole  house.  Again  and  again  I 
urged  that  she  should  come  back  to  Carsdale,  and 
live  a  life  of  independence  and  self-respect ;  but  the 
habit  of  mind  was  unalterable.  Her  health  sank 
comparatively  early  in  life,  in  consequence  of  her 
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own  imprudence ;  and  some  of  the  saddest  tears 
which  ever  fell  from  my  eyes,  though  they  were  not 
unmixed  with  comfort,  were  shed  over  the  lingering 
sick-bed  of  my  once  beautiful  sister.  She  died 
when  she  was  about  five  and  forty  years  old. 

To  Caroline  and  Reginald  years  have  brought  few- 
changes,  except  those  connected  with  the  ordinary 
cares  of  a  family.  I  could  have  prayed  that  it 
might  be  otherwise,  if  so,  the  thick  incrustation  of 
worldliness,  which  has  covered  all  the  better  im- 
pulses of  the  heart,  might  have  been  broken  through. 
But  the  trial  which  ends  in  blessing  may  still  be  to 
come.  The  children,  brought  up  to  think  so  much 
of  the  importance  of  success  in  the  world,  have  been 
the  first  to  throw  away  their  advantages,  and  in  the 
far  distance  5  see  lowering  clouds  of  disappointment. 

They  cause  pain  and  fear  in  thinking  of  them 
beforehand  ;  but  if  the  storm  should  burst,  there  is 
still  the  hope  that  the  stony  ground  may  be  softened 
by  the  showers  which  accompany  it. 

Herbert  is  the  only  one  whom  it  remains  to  men- 
tion. His  career  has  been  singularly  fortunate. 
His  good  sense  and  sterling  high  principles  gained 
the  affection  and  esteem  of  his  pupil,  and  gave  him 
a  claim  upon  the  parents,  which  they  w^ere  not  slow 
to  acknowledge.  He  was  abroad  about  three  years, 
and  on  his  return  a  situation  was  procured  for  him 
in  one  of  the  government  offices.  He  has  since 
risen  higher ;  but  worldly  success  has  not  injured 
him.  He  is  still  the  sincere,  humble-minded,  ener- 
getic person  that  he  was  when,  as  a  boy,  he  accepted 
the  drudging  occupation  placed  before  him,  and 
threw  his  mind  into  it,  without  a  doubt  that  if  the 
first  step  was  right,  the  second  would  be  happy. 
He  also  is  married.  His  wife  is  Mr.  Malcolm's 
sister;  and  if  any  one  could  rival  Hester  in  my 
affections,  it  would  be  my  sister-in-law. 
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CHAP.  XLIV. 

And  so  farewell  to  my  family.     But  a  few  more 
words  must  be  bestowed  upon  myself. 

I  had  lived  with  my  mother  at  Carsdale  about 
fourteen  years,  our  life  being  very  much  what  I 
have  described,  —  occupied,  cheerful,  and  hopeful, 
without  any  alarming  incidents  to  disturb  it.  My 
uncle  and  Horatia,  also,  were  pursuing  their  ordi- 
nary course,  but  with  less  cheerfulness,  and  less 
hope ;  for  my  uncle's  nervousness  and  fidgetty 
temper  were  making  great  inroads  upon  their  do- 
mestic peace,  and  even  upon  his  health.  We  were 
told  that  he  fretted  the  clerks  at  the  Bank  so,  that 
they  could  scarcely  be  persuaded  to  retain  their 
situations;  and  Horatia  complained  bitterly  that 
her  plans  were  interfered  with,  and  all  her  arrange- 
ments set  aside,  by  his  uncontrollable  anxiety  re- 
specting his  affairs.  He  would  be  at  the  Bank  at  an 
unconscionably  early  hour,  and  insist  upon  remain- 
ing till  every  one  was  worn  out ;  and  this  without 
any  pretence  at  necessity.  It  was  the  goading  de- 
sire for  the  accumulation  of  riches,  hunting  him,  as 
it  were,  to  his  grave.  Horatia  said,  openly,  that  no 
one  could  live  the  life  he  did  and  not  suffer  for  it ; 
and  she  was  sure  he  would  suddenly  give  way,  both 
in  mind  and  body.  There  certainly  seemed  cause 
for  fear  when  one  looked  at  his  face ;  but  there 
were  no  signs  of  decay  in  the  intellect.  Persons  who 
transacted  business  with  him  said  that  his  percep* 
tions  were  as  keen  then  as  they  had  been  twenty 
years  before.  Care  seemed  his  only  mania,  —  care 
which  never  for  a  moment  left  him.  He  said,  at 
last,  that  East  Side  was  too  far  away  from  the  town, 
and  that  he  lost  time  in  going  in  and  out ;  and  he 
tried  to  persuade  Horatia  to  give  up  the  place,  and 
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remove  to  the  old  house  near  the  Bank.  There  was 
a  great  dispute  between  them  on  the  subject,  which 
ended  in  a  compromise.  Horatia  agreed  to  stay 
with  him  in  Carsdale  on  the  week  days,  on  condition 
of  spending  every  Sunday  at  East  Side ;  and  so  it 
was  settled,  and  the  old  house  was  made  habitable, 
and  my  uncle  took  possession  of  it. 

He  became  quieter  in  temper  then,  for  he  felt,  I 
imagine,  more  at  home,  and  in  his  element,  in  the 
rambling,  dreary,  wainscoted  rooms,  than  amidst 
the  elegance  of  East  Side ;  but  he  grew  very  feeble, 
and,  at  length,  instead  of  going  to  his  office  at  the 
Bank,  he  was  obliged  to  remain  in  his  study  at  the 
house. 

There  was  soon  no  idea  of  his  going  into  the  coun- 
try even  once  a  week.  He  was  about  to  die ;  —  all 
saw  it.  Did  he  see  it  himself?  I  asked  myself  the 
question  often;  for,  at  last,  I  saw  a  good  deal  of  him. 
Horatia  declared  that  she  was  obliged  to  look  after 
the  state  of  affairs  at  East  Side,  and  she  spent  her 
time  in  driving  in  and  out,  and  now  and  then  she 
even  slept  there.  She  was  willing  enough  that  my 
mother  and  I  should  be  with  my  uncle.  Tor  it  eased 
her  conscience  ;  and  she  had  a  conscience, — a  curi- 
ous one,  —  measured  by  the  world's  opinion,  but 
still  sufficient  to  make  her  uncomfortable  when  she 
quite  neglected  her  husband. 

It  was  very  unsatisfactory  to  be  with  him.  I 
never  felt  we  were  any  use.  Business  and  calcula- 
tions were  always  going  on,  though  he  was  so  weak 
that  we  did  not  like  to  leave  him  without  some  one 
sitting  in  the  room.  He  said  very  little  to  us,  and 
that  little  was  often  very  irritable,  especially  to  me, 
and  in  certain  moods.  But  there  were  times  when 
he  seemed  softened  ;  and  then  there  was  something 
painful  to  me  in  the  way  he  would  beg  my  pardon 
for  having  given  me  trouble,  and  speak  as  if  he  felt 
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he  was  indebted  to  me  in  some  peculiar  way,  and 
wished  to  make  amends.  I  did  not  notice  this  man- 
ner much  for  some  time ;  but  one  day  I  remember 
it  struck  me  particularly.  He  retained  my  hand, 
and  looked  at  me  with  such  a  sharp^  steadfast  gaze, 
after  I  had  been  doing  him  some  trifling  act  of 
kindness.  I  thought,  for  the  moment,  he  was  going 
to  say  something  of  importance,  but  he  let  my  hand 
drop  again,  and  sighe<^ — almost  groaned,  and  then 
he  went  back  again  to  his  papers. 

Horatia'sgood  will,  I  saw,  did  not  increase  towards 
me,  though  she  did  throw  upon  me  a  good  deal  of 
the  trouble  of  nursing ;  and,  latterly,  her  manner 
to  my  uncle  became  imperious,  so  that,  at  length, 
I  fancied  he  seemed  actually  afraid  of  her. 

The  physician  often  talked  to  him  of  the  duty  of 
giving  himself  rest,  and  he  was  told  again  and 
again,  that  the  business  would  go  on  without 
him  ;  but  he  would  not  listen  to  any  remonstrance, 
until  one  day  when  he  had  an  attack  of  giddiness, 
and  then  he  was  forced  to  give  up  work,  though,  as 
he  still  said,  only  for  a  little  time.  It  was  very  cold 
weather  then,  and  his  study  was  towards  the  east; 
and  it  was  suggested  that  the  south  rooms,  which 
my  grandfather  had  inhabited,  should  be  fitted  up 
for  him.  He  rather  fancied  the  change  himself,  and 
Horatia  entered  into  the  idea,  and  took  some  pains 
to  make  them  cheerful  and  habitable ;  but  at  the 
time  when  she  thus  became  more  attentive  to  him, 
she  grew  more  unkind  in  her  manner  to  me,  and  put 
many  obstacles  in  my  way  when  I  wished  to  see 
my  uncle. 

I  went  to  Lowood  two  days  before  my  uncle  re- 
moved to  the  south  rooms ;  and  on  my  return  on  the 
Monday  morning,  I  found  a  message  begging  that  I 
would  instantly  go  and  see  him.  It  was  a  verbal 
message,  given  by  a  little  boy  who  went  on  errands 
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for  the  Bank.  This  did  not  surprise  me,  for 
my  uncle  could  not  well  write,  and  Horatia  was  not 
likely  to  take  the  trouble  ;  so  I  begged  my  mother 
to  begin  the  children's  lessons  for  me,  and  went 
directly  to  the  Bank.  The  part  of  the  house  which 
my  uncle  then  occupied  was  separated  from  the 
usual  living  rooms,  and  I  was  a  little  puzzled  to 
make  my  way  to  them,  and  went  up  by  a  wrong 
staircase  ;  but,  after  going  through  a  long  passage, 
I  found  myself  in  the  lobby,  where  I  so  well  remem- 
bered to  have  stood  on  the  day  of  my  grandfather  s 
death.  I  waited  there  for  a  minute  looking  round, 
to  be  quite  sure  that  I  was  right,  and  just  then  I 
heard  Horatia  talking  to  some  one  in  the  little  hall 
below,  which  adjoined  the  garden.  I  heard  her  say, 
in  an  eager,  angry  voice,  "  I  must  know  directly  she 
comes  ; "  and  thinking  she  might  be  speaking  of  me, 
I  was  going  to  let  her  know  I  was  there,  when  a 
girl,  who  had  lately  been  hired  to  attend  upon  my 
uncle,  came  up  to  me,  and  begged  me  to  follow  her. 
She  spoke  rather  mysteriously  in  a  low  voice ;  but 
I  thought  it  was  only  shyness,  and  I  followed  her 
through  the  bed-room, — unchanged  in  appearance 
during  those  many  years, — ^into  the  inner  room. 

It  was  a  large,  cheerful  apartment,  wainscoted 
with  oak,  and  the  ceiling  covered  with  stucco  orna- 
ments. The  windows  looked  into  the  garden,  and 
the  bright  sunshine  which  streamed  through  them 
gave  a  glow  that  made  the  blazing  fire  upon  the 
hearth  appear  scarcely  necessary,  even  on  that  wintry 
morning.  Flies  were  buzzing  in  the  window,  and 
a  canary,  in  a  large  cage,  was  hopping  about  gaily 
on  its  perch,  whilst  a  tortoiseshell  cat  was  warming 
itself  luxuriously  upon  the  hearth-rug.  And  there, 
in  the  midst  of  life,  sat  my  uncle  in  a  heavy  arm- 
chair, only  one  third  of  which  he  seemed  to  fill,  so 
much  was  he  shrunk  from  his  natural  size.     He 
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wore  a  large,  flowered  dressing-gown,  and  a  black 
skull  cap  upon  his  head,  making  a  ghastly  contrast 
with  his  withered  face.  On  the  table  lay  piles  of 
ledgers,  papers,  books  bound  in  calf,  packets  of 
letters, — all  the  usual  signs  of  business ;  but  he  was 
not  occupied  with  them.  A  large  Bible  was  open 
before  him,  and  he  was  bending  down  over  it,  with 
one  hand  turning  the  pages,  and  the  other  grasping 
a  book  of  accounts.  He  was  muttering  something 
to  himself,  and  as  I  stole  quietly  into  the  room,  I 
caught  the  words,  "  There  be  some  that  put  their 
trust  in  their  goods,  and  boast  themselves  in  the 
multitude  of  their  riches,  but  no  man  may  deliver 
his  brother,  or  make  agreement  unto  God  for  him. 
For  it  cost  more  to  redeem  their  souls,  so  that  he 
must  let  that  alone  for  ever."  He  shuddered^  and 
looked  up ;  but  when  he  saw  me,  something  of  the 
old  bland  smile  came  over  his  face,  and  he  bade  me 
welcome,  and  motioned  to  the  girl  to  go  away,  telling 
her  to  watch  in  the  outer  room,  and  not  let  any  one 
enter.  I  closed  the  door  after  her,  and  returned, 
and  drew  a  chair  near  him,  and  asked  him  how  he 
felt.  Well  enough,  he  said,  but  worried  with  busi- 
ness. Things  went  differently  now,  from  what 
they  did  in  former  days  ;  but  he  would  put  it  all 
right  soon.  I  looked  at  the  Bible,  and  observed 
that  it  must  be  a  comfort  to  him  to  be  able  to  read, 
and  turn  his  thoughts  to  other  things.  He  stared 
at  me,  and  then  the  same  shudder  crept  over  him, 
and  he  looked  down  upon  the  book,  and  said  there 
were  many  things  to  be  learnt  from  it,  but  there 
was  little  time  to  study  it.  '*  Only  now,*'  I  said,  "  in 
illness."  **  Illness !  "  he  repeated  the  words  after  me 
impatiently  ;  ''he  had  iiad  a  little  something  amiss, 
not  enough  to  be  called  illness;  but  he  liked  to 
have  things  orderly,  so  he  had  been  looking  into  his 
affairs."     "  Yes,"  I  said,  "  it  is  well  for  us  all  to  be 
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prepared, — the  young  as  well  as  the  old/'  "  Cer- 
tainly, certainly,  the  young  as  well  as  the  old,"  and 
he  stooped  down  to  search  for  something  amongst 
the  papers.  I  moved  the  book  from  him,  and  then  I 
looked  again  at  the  Bible,  and  said,  ^Hhat  is  a  beau- 
tiful Psalm  you  were  reading/'  and  I  repeated,  as  if 
reading  to  myself,  "he  shall  carry  nothing  away 
with  him  when  he  dieth,  neither  shall  his  pomp 
follow  him/'  His  hand  trembled  violently,  and 
in  an  impatient  tone  he  ordered  me  to  move  the 
books  to  another  table.  A  pocket-book  lay  under- 
neath them.  He  tried  to  unclasp  it,  looking  round 
at  the  same  time  suspiciously.  The  clasp  was  not 
very  easily  unfastened,  or,  at  least,  he  had  not  the 
strength  required,  and  he  put  it  into  my  hands,  and 
just  then  there  was  a  little  noise  at  the  door,  which 
made  him  shake  like  an  aspen  leaf,  and  he  said, 
**  Quick,  quick  ;'*  but  he  would  not  let  me  move. 
When  I  gave  him  the  open  book,  he  took  out  from 
it  a  bank  note,  and  put  it  into  my  hands,  and  bend- 
ing his  head  close  to  mine,  said,  in  a  thrilling 
whisper,  "  It  is  for  you,  —  a  present.** 

It  was  a  bank  bill  for  five  thousand  pounds ! 

My  first  thought  was  that  he  had  lost  his  senses; 
but  he  grasped  my  hand,  and  repeated  again,  "  A 
present,  —  mind,  it's  a  present ;  you  are  my  niece, 
and  I  choose  to  make  it.  Not  that  you  have  a 
claim,  —  no  right,  remember  —  but  a  present ;  only 
don't  tell  it,  —  don't  tell  it."  Again  he  looked 
round  at  the  door.  "  Doesn't  it  say,  *  they  boast 
themselves  in  the  multitude  of  their  riches,* "  he 
added,  and  the  faint  attempt  at  a  laugh  which 
accompanied  the  words  made  my  blood  curdle ; 
"  but  that  can't  be  said  of  me,  for  if  I  give  away  so 
much,  I  shall  have  none  left.  But  it's  my  will,  — 
a  present  to  you,  niece." 

I  held  the  paper  in  my  hand,  bewildered  and 
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frightened,  for  I  still  thought  his  senses  were  wan- 
dering; and  at  that  moment  Horatia's  voice  was 
heard,  loudly  insisting  upon  admittance  into  the 
ante-room. 

"  Hide  it! "  said  my  uncle,  hurriedly,  "say  no- 
thing ;  don't  use  it  till  I  tell  you  you  may."  But 
the  bank  bill  remained  open  in  my  hand,  for  my 
spirit  rebelled  at  the  idea  of  concealment.  We 
heard  the  outer  door  unfastened,  and  the  next 
minute  Horatia  entered. 

Most  sad  and  humiliating  was  the  scene  which 
followed,  —  humiliating  even  to  myself ;  though  I 
felt  that  the  act  by  which  I  was  thus  benefited 
was  but  a  late  restitution  after  years  of  grasping 
selfishness.  Horatia  came  up  to  me,  her  eyes 
flashing,  yet  evidently  exercising  considerable 
self-control.  She  wished,  she  said,  to  know  why 
it  was  that  she  was  excluded  from  her  husband's 
room.  My  uncle  interrupted  me  before  I  could 
reply.  "  Only  just  for  a  minute,  my  dear ;  sit 
down  will  you  ?  You  flurry  me, — I  can't  bear  it." 
She  sat  down,  fixing  her  eyes  upon  the  paper 
which  I  held.  "I  had  a  little  private  business 
with  my  niece,  my  dear ;  that  was  all.  It  is  over 
now, — she  is  going  home.  It's  all  settled,  Sarah, 
quite  right."  His  voice  was  very  tremulous,  and 
I  saw  that  his  hand  was  still  laid  upon  the  Bible, 
as  if  the  very  act  of  handling  it  would  give  him 
strength. 

"  Private  business ! "  said  Horatia,  bitterly ; 
**  doubtless,  Sarah,  it  has  ended  satisfactorily."  "  I 
must  tell  you  its  nature,"  1  began ;  but  my  uncle 
seized  ine  with  an  eager,  even  a  fierce  grasp.  "  Go, 
child,  leave  us  together,  I  must  talk  to  her." 
"  Yes,  go ! "  exclaimed  Horatia,  —  and  the  scorn- 
fulness  of  her  tone  excited  every  indignant  feeling 
in  my  breast,  —  "  You  have  what  you  have  plotted 
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for ;  go,  with  the  pitiful  gain  extorted  from  an  old 
man's  weakness ! " 

My  uncle  motioned  me  to  the  door  imploringly ; 
but  I  stood  firm.  "  Horatia,"  I  said,  "  there  shall 
be  no  mistake  in  this  matter.  I  have  received  that 
which  I  never  expected  —  which  I  never  asked 
for.  Whether  it  is  a  free  gift,  or  an  act  of  restitu- 
tion, God  only  knows.  Whatever  it  may  be,  I  am 
deeply  grateful ;  but  I  will  never  be  accused  of 
acting  dishonourably.  Before  I  leave  this  room,  I 
will  have  a  witness  to  the  gift,  whose  testimony 
cannot  be  disputed."  As  I  turned  to  ring  the  bell, 
Horatia  made  a  sudden  movement  to  stop  me  ;  but 
she  checked  herself  and  sat  down,  rigid  and  pale. 
My  uncle  rocked  himself  backwards  and  forwards 
in  his  chair,  gazing  at  her  with  an  eye  of  fear. 

The  bell  was  answered  by  the  man-servant ;  he 
stood  at  the  door,  waiting  for  orders.  A  mocking 
smile  crossed  Horatia's  face.  "  You  will  be  satis- 
fied, I  suppose,"  she  said,  "  when  you  have  made 
the  affairs  of  your  family  the  subject  of  conversa- 
tion to  the  town."  "  I  shall  be  satisfied,"  I  re- 
plied, "  when  I  have  done  what  I  believe  to  be  due 
to  myself."  And  I  put  into  the  man*s  hand  a  note 
which  I  had  written  to  the  rector  of  Carsdale. 

When  he  left  the  room,  Horatia  started  up ;  a 
fearful  frown  contracted  her  forehead.  She  walked 
slowly  up  to  my  uncle.  "  Remember,"  she  said,  "  I 
warned  you.'*  The  poor  old  man  trembled,  and  1 
saw  tears  gather  in  his  eyes.  "The  thought 
haunted  me,"  he  murmured.  '^  And  it  shall  haunt 
you,"  she  exclaimed,  with  an  intensity  of  passion, 
the  more  terrible  from  her  strange,  but  habitual 
self-control.  "It  shall  follow  you  even  to  your 
grave,  with  the  scorn  of  the  world,  when  they  shall 
know  that  you  had  not  courage  to  keep  your  own  ; 
poor,  pitiful,  miserable  man !  '* 
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,    My  uncle  burst  into  tears. 

"  See  to  what  you  reduce  him,**  said  Horatia,  as 
she  stood  by  his  side,  pointing  to  him. 

I  took  no  notice  of  her,  but,  going  up  to  him,  I 
kissed  him,  and  told  him  that  he  had  given  me 
comfort  and  ease  for  life,  and  I  could  never  tell 
him  all  my  gratitude.  "  Hypocrite !  **  murmured 
Horatia  ;  but  she  did  not  attempt  to  separate  us, 
and  he  held  me  by  my  dress,  and  said^  "  Don't 
leave  me,  —  keep  with  me,  —  don't  leave  me."  I 
made  him  lean  back  in  his  chair,  and  brought  him 
some  wine,  for  he  was  very  much  exhausted.  Ho- 
ratia, with  her  basilisk  eyes  fixed  on  us,  sat  by, 
watching  all  that  went  on,  and  so  we  remained 
in  silence,  watching  for  the  answer  to  my  note. 

When  the  rector  of  Carsdale  was  announced, 
Horatia  went  into  the  ante-room  to  meet  him. 
They  came  into  the  room  again  together;  a  half  smile 
was  on  Horatia's  face,  and  its  expression  was  quite 
calm.  She  opened  the  business  herself.  **  It  was 
a  mere  matter  of  form,"  she  said,  "to  satisfy  a 
conscientious  scruple  of  her  dear  cousin's.  Mr. 
Mortimer  was  anxious  to  bestow  a  mark  of  his 
affection  upon  his  niece,  and  it  was  thought  de- 
sirable, as  the  sum  was  large,  that  a  memorandum, 
in  the  presence  of  a  witness,  should  be  made  of 
the  gift.  The  rector  of  Carsdale,  from  his  position, 
and  as  a  personal  friend,  was  therefore  requested  to 
be  present.*' 

Nothing  could  be  more  simple  —  more  straight- 
forward. I  showed  the  bank  bill, — begged  my  uncle 
to  state  that  it  was  his  free  gift,  —  and  when  he 
had  done  so  emphatically,  yet  with  a  glance  at 
Horatia,  which  I  easily  interpreted,  Horatia  herself 
signed  the  paper  which  was  to  bear  witness  to  the 
fact. 

Whether  the  rector  saw  what  was  hidden  beneath 


THE  EXPERIENCE  OF  LIFE.  465 

the  mask  I  could  never  guess.  It  must  have  ap- 
peared a  singular  transaction,  but  I  do  not  think 
either  Horatia  or  I  betrayed  ourselves. 

He  would  have  remained  afterwards  with  my 
uncle,  but  Horatia  interposed,  saying,  that  even 
this  slight  business  had  been  too  much  for  her 
husband.  The  rector  and  I  left  the  house  at  the 
same  time,  for  it  was  not  in  my  power  to  remain, 
though  there  was  a  touching  look  of  entreaty 
in  my  uncle  when  I  bade  him  good-b'ye.  What 
passed  when  I  was  gone  is  among  the  secrets 
which,  in  this  world,  can  never  be  known ;  but  that 
night  my  uncle  had  a  paralytic  stroke,  and  three 
days  afterwards  he  was  dead. 

Horatia  proclaimed  the  kindness  shown  to  me, 
and  the  world  said  that  it  was  to  her  influence 
I  was  indebted  for  it. 

But  I  wish  to  say  no  more  of  her.  At  that  time 
our  paths  in  life  separated,  and  I  scarcely  saw  her 
again. 


CHAP.  XLV. 


Left  with  a  sum  sufficient  to  make  me  independent 
and  to  enable  me  to  restore  aunt  Sarah's  legacy  to 
its  original  purpose,  I  was  naturally  anxious  to 
consult  my  mother's  happiness,  and  remove  from 
Carsdale  to  Leigh.  To  be  near  Hester  and  Mr. 
Malcolm  would  be  an  infinite  comfort  to  her  in  her 
declining  years,  and  I  was  not  sorry  myself  to  feel 
that  after  fourteen  years  of  labour,  and  more  than 
fourteen  of  heavy  anxiety,  I  might  look  forward  to 
a  period  of  rest.  Not  that  it  was  entirely  pleasant 
to  leave  Carsdale.     I  was  sorry  to  say  good-b'ye 
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to  my  pupils,  —  sorry  to  break  away  from  long- 
cherished  associations,  —  most  especially  grieved  to 
remove  to  a  distance  from  Lowood  and  Lady  Emily. 
But  there  was  a  delight  in  the  prospect  of  a  quiet 
country  life,    and  the  society  of  Hester  and  her 
husband  and  children,   which   outweighed    every 
other  consideration.     Happily,  I  did  not  make  the 
choice  for  my  own  comfort ;    if  left  to  myself  I 
should  have   questioned  whether,    even   after   so 
much  toil  and  care,  and  with  the  weariness  of  bad 
health,  which  was  returning  upon  me  in  conse- 
quence, I  could  be  at  liberty  to  give  myself  rest. 
My  first  desire  therefore,  when  we  talked  of  living 
at  Leigh,  was  so  to  arrange  "my  hours  that  I  might 
still  feel  myself  usefully  occupied.     The  parish  was 
large,  and  there  was  much  to  do  in  it,  which  was  a 
great  comfort  to  m«.    I  could  not,  indeed,  walk  far, 
or  leave  my  mother  for  any  length  of  time,  but 
I  could  work  in  the  school,  and  have  adult  classes 
at  our  own  house,  and  I  could  assist  Hester  in  edu- 
cating her  children,  and  keep  up  an  interest  in  my 
old  pupils,  and  discipline  my  own  mind  by  study, 
as  aunt  Sarah  had  suggested  to  me.     Before  our 
house  was  ready  I  had  framed  for  myself  a  plan  of 
life,  which  would  give  me  variety  and  occupation, 
and  the  sense  of  usefulness,  without  which,  after 
the  employment  to  which  I  had  been  accustomed, 
I  could  never  have  been  happy. 

I  looked  forward  to  a  time  of  cheerful  rest,  and 
it  has  been  granted  me.  Sixteen  years  I  have 
lived  at  Leigh.  Few  they  have  seemed,  but  not 
evil.  My  dear  mother  rests  in  her  peaceful  grave. 
Time  has  softened  the  anguish  of  my  first  loneliness, 
and  the  blessing  which  she  gave  me  on  her  death- 
bed, still  lingers  in  my  memory,  and  whispers  that 
I  have  not  lived  in  vain  ;  and  Hester,  young  still  in 
heart  and  bright  in  hope,  clings  to  me  with  the 
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loving  tenderness  of  childhood,  and  her  children 
gather  round  me  and  tell  me  that  their  daily  life  is 
gladdened  by  mine  ;  and  many  there  are  in  distant 
homes  who  turn  to  me  as  the  friend  to  whom  they 
can  confide  their  cares  and  seek  comfort  in  their 
sorrows. 

A  single  life  need  not  be  solitary  and  unblest. 
None  would  say  so  as  they  listen  to  the  joyous 
groups  that  often  collect  round  my  fireside,  when 
Hester's  children,  or  my  former  pupils,  or  those 
whom  I  have  since  learnt  to  love,  and  who  "  stand 
beside  me  as  my  youth,"  visit  me  in  my  peaceful 
home.  It  is  with  an  indescribable  delight  that  I 
hear  their  ringing  laughter,  their  merry  tales,  their 
eager  hopes  and  fears.  They  give  me  what  I  never 
enjoyed  at  their  age,  for  my  own  young  days  were 
early  clouded  with  anxiety.  I  feel  that  I  have 
grown  more  joyous,  more  childlike,  more  truly  light- 
hearted  ;  for  then  I  too  often  tried  vainly  to  shut 
my  eyes  to  anxiety,  now  I  can  "  cast  all  my  care 
upon  Him  who  careth  for  me." 

Alice  Rivers  has  till  within  the  last  few  years 
often  been  my  guest,  recalling  the  image  of  her 
mother  ;  but  she  is  now  married,  and  a  little  grand- 
child has  taken  her  place  in  the  hearts  of  the  family 
circle  at  Lowood.  I  frequently  go  there  to  talk 
with  Lady  Emily  over  old  times,  and  hear  the  his- 
tory of  my  former  friends  at  Carsdale,  and  the 
details  of  the  Blue  School,  which  still  prospers,  and 
is  likely  to  prosper  for  many  years. 

Lady  Emily  looks  wonderfully  young  still,  but  a 
mind  like  hers  so  early  trained  to  bear  the  trials 
of  life,  leaves  but  little  traces  of  its  working  upon 
the  countenance,  and  her  life  has,  indeed,  upon  the 
whole,  been  very  happy. 

Yet  even  of  such  a  lot  I  could  not  feel  a  moment's 
envy.     Doubtless  she  has  experienced  dearer  joys 


468  THE  EXPERIENCE  OF  LIFE. 

and  more  alluring  hopes  for  this  world  tlian  have 
been  granted  to  me ;  but  they  are  atoms  onlj  in 
the  immensity  of  an  eternal  happiness,  and  it  would 
be  vain  to  spend  a  thought  of  regret  upon  the  sepa- 
rate particles  of  joy,  when  the  Love  is  offered  us 
which  embraces  all. 

And  where  is  my  home,  and  what  is  it  like? 
The  question  might  well  have  been  asked  at  the 
commencement  of  my  story,  but  it  may  not  be  un- 
fitly answered  at  its  conclusion. 

There  is  a  village  amongst  the  Wiltshire  downs, 
lying  in  a  hollow  below  broad  green  pastures  and 
chalky  hills.  It  has  but  one  long  street,  and  a  few 
straggling  cottages  and  grey  farmhouses,  amongst 
gardens  and  trees — happy  and  home-like  as  an 
oasis  in  the  desert  to  the  traveller  who  first  looks 
upon  them  from  the  heights.  And  near  it  and 
within  it  stand  smooth  stones,  giant  in  size,  and 
deep'  and  mysterious  in  their  meaning,  the  relics  of 
a  heathen  worship ;  and  high,  grassy  banks,  upon 
which  children  play,  and  along  which  labourers 
plod,  without  a  thought  of  the  history  pictured  be- 
fore their  eyes,  mark  the  precincts  of  those  ancient 
temples.  In  the  centre  of  the  village  is  the  rectory, 
not  looking  towards  the  street,  but  fronting  a  plea- 
sant garden  and  green  fields,  across  which  runs  a 
path,  leading  to  a  vast  mound,  said  to  be  the  work 
of  human  hands.  Marvellous  it  is,  even  as  the 
mystic  stones  that  tell  of  the  creed  of  the  genera- 
tions gone  by ;  and  solemn  and  peaceful  are  the 
blue  mists  that  rest  upon  it  in  the  early  morning, 
veiling  its  outlines  as  the  shadows  of  the  past. 

I  have  lingered  at  the  garden  gate  day  after 
day,  gazing  upon  the  old  circular  hill,  and  hearing 
no  sound  to  break  the  stillness  of  the  air,  until  I 
could  have  fancied  that  peace,  —  the  peace  of  a 
world  which  has  never  echoed  to  the   sound  of 
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a  human  voice,  —  the  peace  of  the  spirits  who  rest 
in  hope,  was  lingering  amidst  that  quiet  village. 

But  it  is  in  truth  the  influence  of  the  living 
which  throws  a  calmness  over  Hester's  home.  It 
is  her  own  tranquil  mind,  the  fervent  piety  and 
devoted  tenderness  of  her  hushand,  the  warm  en- 
dearing affection  of  her  children,  above  ali,  the  love 
which  springs  upward  to  her  God. 

The  rectory  is  indeed  full  of  repose  to  me  at  all 
times.  The  house  is  not  lai'ge,  but  it  is  of  a  suffi- 
cient size  for  real  comfort,  and  the  family  party  is 
generally  small.  Hester's  sons  are  now  working 
for  themselves  in  the  world,  —  one  having  lately 
taken  orders,  and  the  other  practising  successfully  in 
the  law.  Her  three  girls,  vho  are  much  younger, 
are  just  growing  up  to  be  an  inexpressible  comfort 
to  their  parents  and  to  me. 

It  has  been  very  interesting  to  me  to  see  how 
well  she  has  managed  them.  Her  husband's  cha- 
racter has  brought  out  all  the  energy  of  her  own, 
and  her  will  is  law,  a  law  implicitly  but  cheerfully 
obeyed.  She  often  tells  me  that  she  wishes  she 
could  feel  that  she  had  been  as  obedient  to  her  own 
mother,  as  her  children  are  to  her. 

Perhaps  she  was  wilful ;  but  I  have  forgotten  it ; 
she  is  better  in  my  eyes  than  any  that  have  come 
after  her,  and  dearly  I  love  to  trace  the  resemblance 
to  her  in  her  own  Hester  s  brilliant  smile,  and 
Sarah's  playful  laugh,  and  the  quick  feeling  of  the 
youngest,  Fanny,  my  dear  mother's  namesake. 

They  are  with  me  daily,  I  might  almost  say 
hourly  ;  for  there  is  always  something  to  do  or  to 
consult  about,  which  they  fancy  requires  my  help. 
My  cottage  is  close  to  the  rectory,  close  also  to  the 
church,  which  is,  however,  on  the  opposite  side  of 
the  road.  It  is  low,  and  thatched,  covered  with 
creepers,  and  standing  in  a  little  garden,  dotted 
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with  flower-beds,  which  it  is  the  delight  of  the 
school  children  to  keep  in  order  for  me.  It  con- 
tains two  sitting-rooms  and  three  bed-rooms,  all 
that  I  can  at  any  time  require.  I  have  lived  there 
ever  since  I  came  to  Leigh,  and  it  has  become  very 
dear  to  me,  for  it  is  my  home,  as  far  as  regards  this 
world,  and  where,  if  it  should  please  God,  I  tmet 
still  to  spend  some  happy  years  to  come; 

But  my  real  home  is  the  Church. 

Morning  and  evening  I  go  there  to  join  in  the 
public  worship  of  the  congregation  ;  and  often,  also, 
I  steal  into  it  by  myself,  to  petition  for  my  own 
needs,  and  the  needs  of  those  dear  to  me.  And 
it  is  then  that  I  most  feel  how  little  the  life  of  a 
member  of  Christ's  Church  can  ever  be  called 
lonely.  "  One  Lord,  one  Faith,  one  Baptism,  one 
Grod  and  Father  of  all,'*  —  were  I  without  earthly 
friends,  without  human  relations  —  could  they  not 
all  in  that  life  be  mine  ? 

Mot  each  for  himself,  and  by  himself,  we  travel 
towards  Eternity ;  but  together,  —  one,  though 
many ;  —  united,  though  separate,  —  ever  living, 
though  ever  dying ;  with  interests  which  began 
with  Creation  and  cannot  cease  with  Time. 

And  so,  when  I  walk  through  the  churchyard, 
and  read  the  names  of  those  who  rest  within  it,  it  is 
with  no  feeling  of  isolation  or  regret  that  I  look 
forward  to  the  time  when  I  also  shall  be  called  to 
deliver  my  body  to  the  dust,  and  my  spirit  in  the 
gladness  of  its  love  "  to  Him  who  gave  it."  But  ad 
men,  whilst  mingling  in  the  business  of  the  world, 
occupy  their  leisure  in  choosing  the  homes  where 
they  trust  at  length  to  find  repose ;  —  so  I  often 
gaze  upon  those  peaceful  resting-places,  and  ponder 
where  I  should  desire  to  sleep. 

There  is  a  sunny  spot  opposite  to  the  south 
porch.    It  is  close  to  the  path  which  leads  from  the 
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rectory  to  the  church,  and  we  pass  it  as  we  go  to 
the  dsoly  prayers.  If  it  should  be  so  permitted,  it 
is  there  that  I  would  wish  to  be  laid. 

It  seems  as  if  it  would  be  safe  and  blest  still  to 
be  within  reach  of  the  prayers  and  praises  I  have 
loved ;  it  soothes  me  to  think  that  I  may  thus  be 
connected  in  memory  with  the  constant  worship 
of  the  Church ;  —  and  most  dear  is  the  hope  that 
those  over  whom  I  have  watched  from  infancy, 
the  children  of  my  darling  Hester,  and  it  may  be 
their  children  after  them,  may  recall^  as  they  pass 
my  grave,  the  lessons  I  have  laboured  to  teach  them, 
and  speak  of  me  with  the  love,  though  it  can  never 
be  with  the  reverence,  which  must  ever  place 
amongst  the  dearest  of  my  earthly  memories,  the 
name  of —  aunt  Sarah. 


THE   END. 
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MISS  ACTON,  MODERN  COOKERY-BOOK. 

Modern  Cookery  in  all  iu  Branchea,  redoced  to  a  Sjrstem  of  Eaar  Practice.  For  the  nae  of 
Pritrate  FamUies.  In  a  Series  of  Practical  Receipts,  all  of  whicn  have  been  strlctlr  tested , 
and  are  ^ven  with  the  most  minvte  exactness.  BjrElixa  Acton.  New  Edition ;  with  Directions 
for  Carvinx,  and  ether  Additions.    Foolscap  8to.  with  Plates  and  Woodcuts,  7$.  M.  cloth. 

ADDISON.— THE  HISTORY  OF  THE  KNIGHTS  TEMPLARS, 

By  C.  G.  Addison,  of  the  Inner  Temple,  Esq.,  Barrlster-at-Law.  Third  Edition,  corrected 
aud  improved  :  with  Four  Lithojrrapnic  and  Three  Woodcat  lUtutrations.  Square  crown 
8vo.  lOf .  6d.  cloth. 

AIKIN.— SELECT  WORKS  OF  THE  BRITISH  POETS: 

From  Ben  Jonsou  to  Coleridge.  With  Biogrraphicai  and  Critical  Prefaces  by  Dr.  Aikin. 
A  New  Edition  i  with  additionia  Selections,  from  more  recent  Poets,  by  Lucy  Aikiu.  Medium 
8to.  18».  cloth. 

THE  ARTISAN  CLUB.  — A  TREATISE  ON  THE    STEAM- 

ENGINE,  in  its  Application  to  Mines,  Mills,  Steam  NaTigation,  and  Railways.  By  the 
Artisan  Club.  Edited  by  John  Bourne,  C.E.  New  Edition.  With  80  Steel  Plates,  and 
about  360  Wood  Eng^vings.   4to.  27«.  cloth. 

BAILEY.— DISCOURSES  ON  VARIOUS  SUBJECTS, 

Read  before  Literary  and  Philosophical  Institutions.  By  Samuel  Bailey,  Author  of 
'*  Esiays  on  the  Pursuit  of  Truth,"  etc.    8to.  8«.  6d,  cloth. 

BAILEY.— THE  THEORY  OF  REASONING. 

By  Samuel  Bailey,  Author  of  *' Essays  on  the  Pursuit  of  Truth,"  etc.  Second  Edition. 
8to.  7«.6tf.  cloth. 


JOANNA  BAILLIE'S  DRAMATIC  AND  POETICAL  WORKS. 

Now  first  collected ;  coi 
Miscellaneous  Dramas, 


Now  first  collected  I  complete  in  One  Volume;  and  eomprisinar  the  Plays  of  the  Passions, 
Miscellaneous  Dramas,  Metrical  Legends,  FneitlTe  Pieces  (including  several  now  first  pub- 
lished), and  Ahalya  Baee.    Uniform  with  the  New  Edition  ot  Jame$  Slontgom*rp'$  Pottieal 


IVork$t  with  Portrait  engraved  in  line  by  H.  Robinson,  and  Vl^uetla.   %<vo*x«  c.twi'&Vi^ 
Sl«.  cloth :  or  A2$.  handsomely  bound  In  morocco  by  Ha^day. 
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BAINES.— THE  LIFE  OF  EDWARD  BAINES, 

l»tc  M.P.  for  the  Borouirh  of  Leeds.  Bj  hia  8oa,  Edward  Balnet,  Antkor  of  **The  Hbtoiy 
of  the  Cotton  Manufacture."  With  a  Portrait,  engraved  in  line  bj  Greatbacli.  8to.  9t, 
cloth. 

BALFOUR.— SKETCHES  OF  ENGLISH  LITERATURE, 

from  the  Fovrteentlr  to  the  Present  Centurr.  3y  Clara  Tiaeaa  Balfour^  Avtkor  of  **  Women 
of  Scripture,"  *'  Moral  Heroism,' '  etc.    Foolscap  8to.  7$.  cloth. 

BAYLDON'S  ART   OF  VALUING   RENTS  AND    TILLAGES, 

and  Tenant's  Rirht  of  Entering  and  Quitting  Farms,  explained  bj  lereral  Specimens  of 
Valuations ;  with  Remarks  on  the  Cultivation  pursued  on  Soils  in  differeat  Situations. 
Adapted  to  the  Use  of  Landlords.  Land-Agents,  Appndsers,  Farmers,  and  Teaaats.  New 
Edition,  corrected  and  rcTised  by  John  Donaldson.  8to.  10s.  M.  cWth. 

BLACK.— A  PRACTICAL  TREATISE  ON  BREWING, 

Based  on  Chemical  and  Kconomical  Principles t  with  Formulc  for  Public  Brewers,  and 
Instructions  for  Private  Families.  Bj  Mllliam  Black,  Practical  Brewer.  New  Edition, 
with  considerable  AddUtions.    8to.  10s.  6d.  cloth. 

BLAINE'S  ENCYCLOPiEDLA.  OF  RURAL  SPORTS; 

Or,  a  complete  Account,  Historical,  Practical, and  Descriptive,  of  Hunting,  ShooUngf.Ftsblag, 
Racing,  and  other  Field  Sports  and  Athletic  Amusements  of  the  present  daj.  A  New  and 
thoronghljr  revised  Edition  (1862),  corrected  to  the  Present  Time;  with  copious  Additions 
and  Improvements,  and  numerous  additional  Illu«trations.  The  Hunting,  Racing,  and  all 
relative  to  Horses  and  Horsemanship,  revised  bj  Harry  Hieover ;  Shooting  and  lushing  bj 
Ephemera  ;  and  Coursing  by  Mr.  A.  Graham.  With  upwards  of  600  Woodcuu.  StoTMi. 
lulf-bound. 

BLAIR'S  CHRONOLOGICAL  AND  HISTORICAL  TABLES, 

From  the  Creation  to  the  present  Time :  with  Additions  and  Corrections  from  the  moatantben* 
tic  Writers ;  including  the  Computation  of  St.  Paul,  as  connecting  the  Period  from  tke 
Kzode  to  the  Temple.  Under  the  revisinn  of  Sir  Henry  Ellis,  K.H .,  Principal  Librarian  of 
the  British  Museum.  New  Edition,  with  Corrections.  Imperial  8vo.  Sis.  6d.  iMlf-boaad 
in  morocco. 

BLOOMFIELD.— THE  GREEK  TESTAMENT: 

With  copious  English  Notes,  Critical,  Philological,  and  Explanatory.  Formed  for  tbe  use 
of  advanced  StndenU  of  Divinity  and  Candidates  for  Holy  Orders.  By  tbe  Rer.  8.  T. 
Bloomfield,  D.D.  F.S.A.    New  Edition.    3  vols.  8vo.  with  a  Map  of  Palestine,  40«.  clotb. 

THE  REV.  DR.  BLOOMFIF.LD'S  ADDITIONAL  ANNOTATIONS  ON  THE  NEW  TES- 
TAMENT: being  a  Supplement  to  his  Edition  of  the  Greek  Testament  with  Engliab  Notes, 
In  2  vols.  8vo.  8o  arranged  as  to  be  divisible  into  Two  Parts,  each  of  which  may  be  bound 
up  with  the  Volume  of  tlie  Greek  Testament  to  which  it  refers.   8vo.  lit.  clotb. 

BLOOMFIELD.— THE  GREEK  TESTAMENT  FOR  COLLEGES 

AND  SCHOOLS  i  with  shorter  English  Notes,  Critical,  Philological,  and  Explanatory. 
By  tbe  Rev.  S.  T.  Bloomfield,  D.D.  New  Edition,  enlarged,  with  a  New  Map  nad  an 
Index.    Fooiscnp  8va.  10*.  6d.  cloth. 

BOURNE.- A  CATECHISM  OF  THE  STEAM-ENGINE, 

Illustrative  of  the  Scientific  Principles  upon  which  its  Operation  depends,  and  the  Practical 
Details  of  its  Structure,  in  its  Applications  to  Mines,  Mills,  Steam  Navigation,  and  Railways ) 
witti  various  Suggestions  of  Improvement.  By  John  Bourne,  C.  B.  Editor  of  "The  Artisan 
Club's  Treatise  on  the  Steam-Eugine."  Third  Edition,  revised  and  corrected.  Foolscap 
Svo.  6$.  cloth. 

BRANDE.-A    DICTIONARY    OF    SCIENCE,  LITERATURE, 

AND  ART:  Comprising  the  History,  Description,  and  Scientific  Principles  of  every 
Branch  of  Human  Knowledge ;  with  the  Derivation  and  Definition  of  all  tbe  Terms  in 
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general  use.     Edited  by  W.  T.  Brande,  F.R.S.L.  and  E.;  assisted  by  Dr.  J.  Cauvin.    A  new 
suad  tborouffhly  revised  Edition,  corrected  to  the  Present  Time.     8vo,  with  Woodcuts. 
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■    BULL.— HINTS  TO  MOTHERS. 

For  the  MamRgement  of  their  Health  dorinr  the  Period  of  PrtgnMnej  and  in  the  Ljlnjr-ln 
Room ;  with  an  Exposure  of  Popular  Rrrors  in  connexion  with  those  subjects,  etc.;  and  Hints 
upon  Nursiugr.  By  Thomas  Bull,  M.D.  New  Edition,  carefully  rerlsed  and  enlarged. 
Foolscap  8to.  St.  cloth. 

BULL.— THE  MATERNAL  MANAGEMENT  OF  CHILDREN. 

In  HEALTH  and  DISEASE.  Bt  Thomas  Bull,  M.D.  late  Physician  Accoucheur  to  the 
nusbury  Midwifery  Institution.    New  Edition, revised  and  enlarged .    Fcap.  8vo.  6t.  cloth. 

BUNSEK-HIPPOLYTUS  AND  HIS  AGE ; 

Or,  Doctrine  and  Practice  of  the  Churchof  Bone  underCommodna  ud  AVezanderSeTerns. 
With  an  Appendix,  conuiuiug  J .  Bemaysii  BoonenAla  EplstoLa  Critica  ad  Bnnsenium.  By 
C.  C.  J.  Bunjieu, D.C.L.    K  vols,  post  Sro.  iNearif  nadp, 

BUNSEN.— EGYPT'S  PLACE  IN  UNIVERSAL  HISTORY. 

An  Historical  Investigation,  in  Fire  Boolcs.  ByC.C.  J.Bnnsen,  D.  Ph.aiid  D.C.L.  Trans* 
iated  from  the  German-  by  C.  H.  Cottrell,  Ksq.  M.A.  VoL  I.  containing  the  nrst  Book,  or 
Sources  and  Primeval  Facts  of  ICgyptian  Historyt  with  anEicyptian  Grammar  and  Dictionary, 
and  a  coinplete  List  of  Hierogl/phical  Signs ;  an  Appendix  of  Authorities,  embracing  the 
complete  Text  of  Manetho  and  Eratosthenes,  Agyptiaca  from  Pliny,  Strabo,  etc. ,  and  Plates 
representing  the  Egyptian  DivinitiM.    With  many  lllnstrations.    8to.  28*.  cloth. 

BISHOP  BUTLER'S  SKETCH  OF  MODERN  AND  ANCIENT 

GICOGR  APHY,  for  the  use  of  Schools.  An  entirelr  new  Edition,  carefully  revised  through- 
out, with  such  Alterations  introduced  as  continually  progressive  Discoveries  and  the  latest 
Information  have  rendered  necessary.  Edited  by  the  Author's  Son,  the  Rev.T.  Butler, 
Rector  of  Langar.    8vo.  9«.  cloth. 

BISHOP  BUTLER'S   GENERAL  ATLAS  OF  MODERN  AND 

ANCIENT  GEOGRAPHY.  Comprising  Fifty-one  full-coloured  Maps ;  with  complete  In- 
dexes. New  Edition,  nearly  all  re-engraved,  enlarged,  and  greatly  improved  ;  with  Correc- 
tions from  the  most  authentic  Sources  in  both  the  Ancient  and  Modem  Maps,  many 
of  which  are  entirely  new.  Edited  by  the  Author's  Son,  the  Rev.  T.  Butler.  Royal  4to. 
S4t.  half-bound. 

e« .♦.i_  i  The  Modern  Atlas,  28  full-coloured  Maps.    Boyal  8va.  12».  half-bound. 

beparateiy  ^,j^^  Ancient  Atlas,  2S  fuU-coloured  Maps.    Royal  Svo.  >2i.  half -bound. 

THE  CABINET  LAWYER. 

A  Popular  Digest  of  the  Laws  of  England,  Civil  and  Criminal;  with  a  Dictionary  of  Law 
Terms,  Maxims,  Statutes,  and  Judicial  Antiquities ;  Correct  Tables  of  Assessed  Taxes,  Stamp 
Duties,  Excise  Licences,  and  Post-Horse  Duties  i  Post-Ofiice  Regulations,  and  Prison 
Discipline.  Fifteenth  Edition,  with  Supplements  i  enlarged,  and  corrected  throughout: 
With  the  Statutes  of  the  last  Session  and  Legal  Decisions  to  Michaelmas  Term,  14  and  16 
Victoria.    Fcap.  8vo.  lOi .  M.  cloth. 

CAIRD.— ENGLISH  AGRICULTURE  in  1850  and  1851 : 

Its  Condition  and  Prospects.  With  Descriptions  in  detail  of  the  best  modes  of  Husbandry 
practised  in  nearly  evenr  County  in  England.  By  James  Caird,  of  Baldoon,  Agricultural 
Commissioner  of  Th*  Timet  i  Author  of  **  High  Fanning  under  Liberal  Covenants."  8vo. 
14«.  cloth. 

CARPENTER.— VARIETIES  OF  MANKIND: 

Or,  an  Account  of  the  Distinrtive  Characters  of  the  principal  Races  of  Men.  By  W.  B. 
Carpenter,  M.D.,  F.R.S.,  F.6.S.,  Examiner  in  Physiology  in  the  University  of  London. 
With  uiimeroiu  Engravings  ou  Wood.  Being  Dr.  Carpenter's  Article  on  the  Varieties  of 
Manlcind,  reprinted,  with  Alterationa  and  AdditionB,  from  **  Todd's  Cyclopaedia  of  Anatomy 
and  Physiology."    PostSvo.  [In  preparation, 

CATLOW.— POPULAR  CONCHOLOGY; 

Or,  the  Shell  Cabinet  arranged  t  being  an  Introduction  to  the  modern  System  ofConchologyi 
with  a  sketch  of  the  Natural  History  of  the  Animals,  an  Account  of  the  Formation  of  the 
Shells,  and  a  complete  Deseriptive  List  of  the  Familiet  and  Genera.  By  Agnes  Catlow. 
With  812  Woodcuts.    Foolscap  8vo.  10«.  M.  cloth. 
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CAYLEY.— DANTE'S  DIVINE  COMEDY.— THE  VISION  OF 

HBLL.  TnuuUtcd  is  the  Orlgioal  Terawy  Bh7n«.  B7  C.  B.  Cajlej,  B Jk.  FBolseap  8f«. 
8*.  dock. 

CECIL.  — THE  STUD  FARM;    OR,  HINTS  ON  BREEDING 

HORSES  FOR  TH¥  TURF,  THE  CHASE.  AND  THE  ROAD.  Addmsed  to  Bfveden 
of  Race  Hones  and  Hunteni,  Landed  Proprietor*,  and  etpeclally  to  Teaaat  Faraaen.  Bf 
r.ccil.  With  Frontiapiecai  nniform  with  Harry  Hieorert  Frmethml  Hermnmmmakip.  Taif. 
8vo.  if.  haU-boaad. 

CHESNEY.— THE   EXPEDITION   FOR    THE    SURVEY   OF 

THB  RIVERS  EUPHRATES  AND  TIGRIS,  carried  on  by  order  of  Ae  Britlali  Oofcmment, 
tn  tlw  Year*  1836, 1836.  and  18>7.  By  Lleat.>CoI.  CbetDer,  B.A.  F  B.8.,  ConamMider  of  the 
KsBoditioa.  Vols.  I.  and  II.  in  royal  8to.,  with  a  coloured  Index  Mtsp,  and  raaeroiu  Plates 
ana  Woodcuts,  fi3«.  cloth. 

Also,  an  Atlas  of  Thirteen  Charts  of  the  Expeditlon,prie«  ll.llt.  M.Ia  cane. 

*•*  The  tmtlre  wort  will  eon$itt  0/  Four  F»tume$f  ropal  8«e.  tmbellbhed  with  fniutW'$ntu 
Ptmtttt  hnU*$  mumeroH$  IToodeut  IlliutrmtiiUf  from  Drmwingt  cAI</ljr  aimdt  kg  OjUer$ 
emplftd  in  th*  8mrveg$. 

CLISSOLD.— THE  SPIRITUAL  EXPOSITION  OF  THE  APO- 

CALYPSB,  as  derived  from  the  Writin^rs  of  the  Hon.Emannel  Swedenbotwt  iUvatratcd 
and  conAnaed  by  Ancient  and  Modern  Authorities.  Bt  the  Rer.  Angnatas  CUMold,  MJi., 
fbrmeriy  of  Exeter  College,  Oxford.    4  Tois.  Two  Guineas,  doth. 

CONVERSATIONS  ON  BOTANY. 

New  EditioUfimproTed.  Foolscap  8to.  with  22  Plates,7<.6d.clothiwithcolourcdPUtes,18«. 

CONYBEARE  AND  HOWSON.— THE  LIFE  AND  EPISTLES 

OF  ST.  PAUL ;  Coaprlslng  a  complete  Biographr  of  the  Apostle,  and  a  Paraphrastic 
Translation  of  his  Eputles  inserted  in  Chronological  order.  Edited  by  the  Rer.  W.  J. 
Conybeare,  M.A.  late  Fellow  of  Trinity  College, Cambridge;  and  the  Rev.  J.  S.  Howaoo. 
M.A.  Ute  Priuripal  of  the  Collegiate  InsUtutton,  Liverpool.  With  BngraTlnga  on  Steel 
and  Wood  of  the  Principal  PUces  visited  by  the  Apostle,  from  Origiual  Drawings  made  on 
the  spot  by  W.  H.  Bartlett ;  and  numerous  Maps,  Charts,  Woodcuts  of  Coins,  etc.  The 
First  Volume :  with  Eighteen  Steel  Plates,  Nine  Maps  and  Plans,  and  numerous  Woodcnu. 
4to.  38*.  cloth. 

***  To  form  Two  Folnmet^  in  course  of  publication  in  about  Twentp  Parte,  price  2e.  each  t 
of  which  Seventeen  are  now  ready. 

COPLAND.— A  DICTIONARY  OF  PRACTICAL  MEDICINE. 

Comprising  General  Pathology,  the  Nature  and  Treatment  of  Diseases,  Morbid  Structures, 
and  the  Disorders  especially  incidental  to  Climates,  to  Sex,  and  to  the  different  Epochs  ot 
Life,  with  numerous  approved  Formulc  of  the  Medicines  recommended.  By  James  Copland, 
M.D.,etc.etc.     Vols.  I.  and  II.  8vo.  3/.  cloth  {  and  Parts  X.  to  XV.  4«.  fd.  each. 


CORNER.— THE  CHILDREN'S  OWN  SUNDAY-BOOK. 

V  Miss  Julia  Comer,  Author  of  "  Questions  on  the  History 
Instrations  engraved  on  Steel.    Square  fcap.  8vo.  &«.  cloth. 


Bv  Miss  Julia  Comer,  Author  of  '<  Questions  on  the  History  of  Europe,"  etc.    With  Two 
Illn  "      '  .......  -        _ 


COX.— PROTESTANTISM  AND  ROMANISM  CONTRASTED 

BY  THE  ACKNOWLEDGED  AND  AUTHENTIC  TEACHING  OF  EACH  RELIGION. 
Edited  by  the  Rev.  John  Edmund  Cox,  M.A.,  F.S.A.,  of  All  Souls*  College,  Oxford ;  Vicar 
of  St.  Helen's,  Bishopsgate,  Loudon.    2  vols.  8vo.  28*.  cloth. 

CRESY.— AN    ENCYCLOPAEDIA  OF  CIVIL  ENGINEERING, 

HISTORICAL,  THEORETICAL,  and  PRACTICAL.  By  Edward  Cresy,  F.S.A.  C.E. 
lu  One  very  large  Volume,  illuHtrated  by  upwards  of  Three  Thousand  Engravings  on  Wood, 
explanatory  of  the  Principles,  Machinery,  and  Constructions  which  come  ander  the  Direction 
of  the  Civil  Engineer.    8vo.  3/.  13«.  6d.  cloth. 


J 


m  >  

PUBLISHBD  BT  MBSSKS.  LONGMAN  AND  CO.  9 

THE  CRICKET-FIELD; 

Or,  the  Science  and  Historj  of  the  Game.  Illastnted  with  DUgnune,  and  enlWeiied  with 
Anecdotes.  By  the  Author  of  "  Principles  of  Scientific  BUtiugJ*  etc.  With  Two  Engra« 
rings  on  Steel ;  uniform  with  Harrp  Hieov0r'$ Hunting  PMd.    Fcap.  8vo.  6«.  haU-boond. 

DALE.— THE  DOMESTIC  LITURGY  AND  FAMILY  CHAP- 

LAIN:  in  Two  Parts:  the  First  Part  being  Church  Services  adapted  for  Domestic  Use, 
with  Prayers  for  every  Dar  of  the  Week,  selected  ezclaslTely  from  the  Book  of  Common 
Prayer.  Part  II.  comprising  an  appropriate  Sermon  for  every  Sunday  in  the  Year.  By 
the  Rev.  Thomas  Dale,  M.A.,  Canou'Kesidentiarr  of  St.  Paul's  Cathedral. .  8d  Edition. 
Post  4to.  21«.  cloth;  or,  bound  by  Hayday,  81<.  6«.  calf  lettered ;  60s.  morocco. 

fi.„...*.w  /THE  FAMILY  CHAPLAIN,  price  1S».  cloth, 
beparatciy  ^,j,,jj  DOMESTIC  LITURGY,  price  10«. 6tf. cloth. 

DAVIS.  — CHINA   DURING    THE  WAR  AND    SINCE    THE 

PEACE.  By  Sir  J.  F.  Davis,  Bart.,  late  Her  Mi^esty's  Plenipotentiary  in  China;  Governor 
and  Commander-in-Chief  of  the  Colony  of  Hong-h,ong.  Svols.  post  8to.  with  Maps  and 
Wood  Engravings.  [Intheprttt. 

DELABECHE.— THE  GEOLOGICAL  OBSERVER. 

By  Sir  Henry  T.  Delabeche,  F.R  S.  Director-General  of  the  Geological  Surrey  of  the 
United  Kingdom.    In  Une  large  Volume,  with  many  Wood  Engravings.    8vo.  18«.  cloth. 

DELABECHE.— REPORT  ON  THE  GEOLOGY  OF  CORN- 
WALL, DEVON  AND  WEST  SOMERSET.  By  Sir  Henrv  T.  De  la  Beche.  F.R.S.  etc., 
Director-General  of  the  Geological  Survey  of  the  United  Kingdom.  Published  bv  Order 
of  the  Lords  Commissioners oiH.  M. Treasury.  Svo.with  Maps,  Woodcuts,  and  IS  large 
Plates,  Us.cloth. 

DE  LA  RIVE'S  WORK  ON  ELECTRICITY.— A  TREATISE 

ON  ELECTRICITY;  ITS  THI50RY  AND  PRACTICAL  APPLICATION.  BvA.De  la 
Rive,  of  the  Academy  of  Geneva.   Illustrated  with  numerous  Wood  Engravings .   3  vols.  8vo . 

lln  tk«  prtu. 

DENNISTOUN.— MEMOIRS  OF  THE  DUKES  OF  URBINO; 

Illustrating  the  Arms,  Arts,  and  literature  of  Italy,  from  MCCCCXL.  to  MDCXXX.  By 
James  Uennistoun,  of  Dennistoun.  With  numerous  Portraits,  Plates,  Fac-similes,  and 
Engravings  on  Wood.   8  vols,  square  crown  8vo.  SI.  8i.  cloth. 

DISCIPLINE. 

By  the  Author  of  "Letters  to  my  Unknown  Friends,*'  "Twelve  Y«ars  AfO,**  *'Som« 
Passages  from  Modem  History,"  and  '*  Letters  on  Happiness."  Second  Edition,  enlarged. 
18mo.2s.6if.  cloth. 

EASTLAKE.  —  MATERIALS    FOR    A    HISTORY    OF    OIL 

PAINTING.  By  Charies  Lock  Bastlake,  Esq.  P.R.A.  F.R.S.  F.S.A.  Secretary  to  the  Royal 
Commission  for  Promoting  the  Fine  Arts  in  connexion  wltli  the  rebuilding  of  the  Houses  of 
Parliament,  etc.    8vo.  16i.  cloth. 

•«*  Fol.  II.  On  th*  Italian  Praetiet  •f  Oil  Painting ^  i$pr*paring/or  puilieaiion, 

THE    ENGLISHMAN'S    GREEK    CONCORDANCE    OF    THE 

NEW  TESTAMENT;  being  an  attempt  at  a  Verbal  Connexion  between  the  Greek 
and  the  English  Texts ;  including  a  Concordance  to  the  Proper  Names,  with  Indexes, 
Greek-EnglMh  and  English-Greek.  Second  Edition,  carefully  revised ;  with  a  new  Index, 
Greek  and  English.   Royal  8vo.  43s. 

THE  ENGLISHMAN'S  HEBREW  AND  CHALDEE  CON- 

CORDANCE  OF  THE  OLD  TESTAMENT;  bdng  an  attempt  at  a  Verbal CQuvi«x\jveLVk%- 
tween  the  Original  and  the  English  Translations  i  wlllk  Vudeiie%,  «LV\%VQ\^«'^-t«v«%'^vn>Ax 
and  their  Occurrences,  etc.etc.  2vol8.royu\%vo.W.\^i.M.t\<AV,Vw^*  V.V*'»>^'^^*'^*' 
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sumon.  Ml  lu  Known  naDttii  aescnoea,  ana  tne  nest  mj  or  nniBeiauj 
lUined.  Ucefalljr  illuttrated  with  numerouii  coloared  engrarinirm  of  Salnwi 
on  Frr.  Bj  Kphemera,  Author  of  "  A  Hand'Book  of  Aiiglliuc  i^  udalod  ty 
f,  of  Inrenhin,  Manager  of  the  Duke  of  Sutherland's  Salmoa  JblHrfee* 


EPHEMERA.— THE  BOOK  OF  THE  SALMON. 

In  Two  Part*.    Part  I.  The  Theorjr,  Priuciplet,  and  Practice  of  Fly-FlsUnr  for  Salmon  i 

with  UatB  of  good  Salmon  Fliea  for  ererr  good  Rirer  in  the  Rmpire. — Part  II.  the  Natural 

HiatoTf  of  the  Salmon,  ail  it*  known  Habit*  described,  and  tbe  beat  w»j  of  artifieiallj 

Breeding  it  explained. 

Fliea  and  Salmon 

Andrew  Young, 

Foolacap  8to.  with  coloured  Plates,  14«.  cloth. 

EPHEMERA.— A  HAND-BOOK  OF  ANGLING: 

Teaching  Fir  Fishing.  Trolling,  Bottom  Flahim,  aad  Salmon  Fishing.  Wlih  the  Natural 
Historjr  of  tUrer  Fuh,  and  the  beat  l|«deaor  Catching  them.  B7  Ephemera.  New 
Edition,  enlarged  and  Improred.  Faabeap  8to.  with  Wood  EngraTlBg8f  9$.  cloth. 

EBMAN,— TRAVELS  IN  SIBERIA: 

Including  Excursions  Northwards,  down  the  Obi,  to  the  Polar  Circle,  and  Soutbwarda, 
to  the  Chinese  Frontier.  ByAdoiph  Erman.  Translated  bj  W.  D.  Cooley,  Eaq. author  of 
"The  History  of  Maritime  and  Inland  Discorery."    2  toIs.  8to.  with  Map,  SU.  M.  cloth. 

FORBES— DAHOMEY  AND  THE  DAHOMANS: 

Being  the  Jonraais  of  Two  Missions  to  the  King  of  Dahomey,  and  Residence  at  Ills  Capital 
in  the  Years  1849  and  I860.  By  Frederick  K.  Forbes,  Commander,  R.N.,  F.R.O.S  1  Author 
of  **  Fire  Years  in  China."  and  **  Six  Months  In  the  African  Blockade.'*  With  10  Plates 
printed  in  colours,  and  Wood  Engravings.    2  toIs.  post  8to .  21«.  cloth. 

FORESTER  AND  BIDDULPH— NORWAY  IN  1848  &  1849: 

Containing  Rambles  among  the  Fields  and  Fiords  of  the  Central  and  Western  Diatrlets  { 
and  including  Remarks  on  Its  Political,  Military,  Ecclesiastical,  and  Social  Organisation. 
By  Thomas  Forester,  Esq.  With  Extracts  from  the  Journals  of  Lieutenant  M.S.  Biddulph, 
Boyai  Artillery.  With  a  coloured  Map,  Wood  EngraTings,  and  10  coloured  PlMesfirom 
Drawings  made  on  the  Spot.   8to.  18s.  cloth. 

FOSS.— THE  JUDGES  OF  ENGLAND: 

With  Sketches  of  their  Lives,  and  Miscellaneous  Notices  connected  with  the  Court*  at  West- 
minster from  the  time  of  the  Conquest.  By  Edward  Foss,  F.S.A.,  of  the  Inner  Temple. 
Vols.  I.  II.  III.  and  IV.  8to.  66«.  cloth. 

FRANCIS.— THE  HISTORY  OF  THE  BANK  OF  ENGLAND; 

lu  Times  and  Traditions.    By  John  Francis.    Third  Edition.    2to1s.  8to.  21«.  cloth. 

FRANCIS.— A    HISTORY  OF    THE    ENGLISH    RAILWAY; 

Its  Social  Relations  and  ReTclations.    By  John  Francis.    2  toIs.  8to.  24s.  cloth. 

FRANCIS.  —  CHRONICLES  AND  CHARACTERS  OF  THE 

STOCK  EXCHANGE     By  John  Francis.    Second  Edition.    8to.  12«.  cloth. 

THE  POETICAL  WORKS  OF  OLIVER  GOLDSMITH. 

Illustrated'  by  Wood  Engrarings,  from  Designs  by  Members  of  the  Etching  Club.  Edited 
by  Bolton  Corney,  Esq.  Uniform  with  TkomiOH'$  Seaton$  tlluttrated  by  the  Bteking  CM, 
Square  crown  8vo.  21«.  cloth  ;  or  36*.  bound  in  morocco,  by  Hayday. 

GOSSE.— A  NATURALIST'S  SOJOURN  IN  JAMAICA. 

ByP.  H.Gosse,Esq.  Author  of  *'The  Birds  of  Jamaica,"  *' Popular  British  Ornithology,** 
etc.  ^  With  coloured  Plates .    Post  8ro .  14i.  cloth. 

GRAHAM.— ENGLISH;   OR,  THE  ART  OF  COMPOSITION. 

Explained  in  a  Series  of  Instructions  and  Examples.   By  G.  F.  Graham.    New  Edition, re- 
I         rised  and  Improred.    Foolscap  8to.  6s.  cloth. 


GURNEY.— HISTORICAL  SKETCHES; 

lUustnUiiig  aome  Memorable  Erenti  and  Epochs,  from  a  J*.  1400  to  A.D.  1546.    By  the  Rer. 
John  Hampden  Gurnej,  M.A.,  Rector  of  St.  Mary's,  Mary-le-bone.    Fcap.  8to.  7<-  M.  cloth. 

GWILT.— AN  ENCYCLOPAEDIA  OF  ARCHITECTURE: 

Historical,  Theoretical,  and  Practical.     Br  Joseph  Gwilt.     iUnatrated  with  more  than 
~      ~  '  ~  —      -  jj^  - 


One  Thousand  Enffravinn  on  Wood,  from  Desigrns  by  J.  S.  Gwtlt.  Second  Edition,  with 
Supplemental  View  of  the  Symmetry  and  Stability  of  Gothic  Architecture  s  Comprising 
upwards  of  Eighty  additional  Woodcuts.    8to.  63«.  6d.  cloth. 


SUPPLEMENT.  Comprising  a  View  of  the  Symmetry  and  Stability  of  Gothic  Architecture  { 
Addenda  to  the  Glossary;  and  an  Index  to  the  entire  Work.  >yith  upwards  of  Eighty 
Woodcuts.    8to.  6$.  cloth. 

HALL'S  (SIDNEY)  GENERAL  LARGE  LIBRARY  ATLAS  OF 

FIFTY'THREE  MAPS  (Bize  SOin.  by  7C  iiu) , with  the  Dlrisions  and  Boundaries  carefully 
coloured;  and  an  Alphabetical  index  of  all  the  Names  contained  in  the  Maps,  with  their 
Latitude  and  Longitude.    An  entirely  New  Edition,  corrected  thniaglMMit  nam  the  beat  , 
and  most  recent  Authorities;  with  ul  the  Railways  l^d  down,  and  many  of  the  Map*  re- 
drawn and  re-engrared.    Colombler  4to.  5/.  6«.  half*bound  in  russla. 

HARRISON.— ON    THE  RISE,  PROGRESS,   AND  PRESENT 

STRUCTURE  OF  THE  ENGLISH  LANGUAGE.  By  the  Rer.  M.  Harrison,  M.A.,  late 
Fellow  of  Queen's  College,  Oxford.    Post  8to.  St.  dd.  cloth. 

HARRY  HIEOVER.— THE  HUNTING-FIELD. 

By  Harry  Hieorer,  Author  of  <•  Stable  Talk  and  Table  Talk ;  or.  Spectacles  for  Yonng 
Sportsmen."  With  Two  Plates,  one  representing  *'The  Right  Sort;**  the  other,  *<The 
Wrong  Sort.**    Fcap.  8to.  6$.  half>bound. 

HARRY  HIEOVER.— PRACTICAL  HORSEMANSHIP. 

By  Harry  Hieover.  Author  of  **  Stable  Talk  and  Tkble  Talk;  or.  Spectacles  for  Young 
Sportsmen.'*  With  2  Plates,  one  representing  **  Going  like  Workmen  ;'*  the  other,  **  Going 
like  Muffs.**    Foolscap  8vo.  6«.  half-bound. 

HARRY  HIEOVER.— THE    STUD,  FOR    PRACTICAL  PUR- 

POSES  AND  PRACTICAL  MEN:  being  a  Guide  to  the  Choice  of  a  Horse  for  use  more 
than  for  show.  By  Harry  Hieover,  Author  of  *  *  Suble  Talk  and  Table  Talk.**  With  S  Plates, 
one  representing  '*A  pretty  good  sort  for  most  purposes;'*  the  other,  ***Rayther'  a  bad 
sort  for  any  purpose.**    Foolscap  8to.  6$.  half-bound. 

HARRY  HIEOVER.— THE  POCKET  AND  THE  STUD; 

Or,  Practical  Hints  on  the  Management  of  the  Stable.  By  Harry  Hieorer,  Author  of 
*'  Stable  Talk  and  Table  Talk ;  or,  SpecUcles  for  Young  Sportsmen.'*  With  a  Portrait  of 
the  Author  on  his  farourite  Horse  **  Harlequin."    2d  Edition.  Foolsciqt  8to.  6$.  half«bound. 

HARRY  HIEOVER.— STABLE  TALK  AND  TABLE  TALK; 

Or,  SPECTACLES  for  YOUNG  SPORTSMEN.  By  Harry  Hieorer.  New  Edition.  StoU. 
8to.  with  Portrait,  24s.  cloth. 

HAWKER.— INSTRUCTIONS  TO  YOUNG  SPORTSMEN 

In  all  that  relates  to  Guns  and  Shooting .  By  Uent. Col.  P.  Hawker.  9th  edition,  corrected, 
enlarged,  and  improved;  with  Eighty-fiTe  Plates  and  Woodcuts,  by  Adlard  and  Branston, 
from  Drawings  by  C .  Varley,  Dickes,  etc.    8to.  21«. cloth. 

HAYDN'S  BOOK  OF  DIGNITIES: 

Containing  Rolls  of  the  Official  Personages  of  the  British  Empire,  Ciril,  Ecclesiastical, 
Judicial,  Military,  Naval,  and  Municipal,  from  the  Earliest  Periods  to  the  Present  Time: 
compiled  chiefly  from  the  Records  of  the  Public  Offices.  Together  with  the  Sovereigns  of 
Europe,  from  the  Foundation  of  their  respective  Sutes;  the  Peerage  of  England  and  of 
Great  Briuin  ;  and  numerous  other  Lists.  Being  a  New  Edition,  improved  and  continued, 
of  BBATSON'S  POLITICAL  INDEX.  Bv  Joseph  Haydn,  Compiler  of  **The  Dictionary 
of  Dates,**  and  other  Works.   8to.  26s.  half.bonad. 
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SIR  JOHN  HERSCHEL.— OUTLINES  OF  ASTRONOMY. 

Bj  Sir  John  P.  W.  Hersehel,  Bart.  etc.  New  Edition ;  witli  Platet  and  Eogravingt  on  Wood. 
8f0.18«.  cloth. 

HINTS  ON  ETIQUETTE  AND  THE  USAGES  OF  SOCIETY: 

With  a  Glance  at  Bad  Habiu.  Bj  AyotySf.  "Manners  make  the  Man."  NewEdition, 
revised  (with  Addition*)  by  a  Ladj  of  Rank.   Foolscap  8to.  2«.  6d.  cloth . 

HOLLAND.— MEMOIRS  OF  THE  WHIG  PARTY  DURING  MY 

TIME.  B7  Henrjr  Richard  Lord  Holland.  Edited  by  his  Son.  Henry  Edward  Lord  Holland. 
Vol.1,  post  8to.  9«.  6d.  cloth. 

LORD  HOLLAND'S  FOREIGN  REMINISCENCES.— FOREIGN 

REMINISCENCES.  By  Henry  Richard  Lord  HoUand.  Compri^ng  Anecdotes,  and  an 
Account  of  such  Persons  and  Political  Intritrnes  in  Foreign  Countries  as  hare  fallen 
within  his  Lordship's  Observation.  Edited  by  his  Son,  Henry  Edward  Loid  Holland. 
With  Facsimile.    Second  Edition.    Post  8to.  lOf.  M. 

HOLLAND.— CHAPTERS  ON  MENTAL  PHYSIOLOGY. 

By  Henry  Holland,  M  J>.,  F.R.S.,  etc..  Fellow  of  the  Royal  College  of  Phrsieians ;  Physi- 
cian Extraordinary  to  the  Queen ;  and  Physician  iu  Ordiuaxy  to  His  Royal  Uigliness  Prince 
Albert.    Sro. 

HOOK  (DR.  W.  F.)— THE  LAST  DAYS  OF  OUR  LORD'S 

MINISTRY;  A  Course  of  Lectures  on  the  principal  Events  of  Passion  Week.  By  Walter 
Farouhar  Hook,  D.D..  Vicar  of  Leeds,  Prebendary  of  Lincoln,  and  Chaplain  in  Ordinary  to 
the  Queen.    New  Edition.   Foolscap  8vo .  6*.  doto . 

HOOKER.— KEW  GARDENS: 

Or  a  Popular  Guide  to  the  Royal  Botanic  Gardens  of  Kew.  By  Sir  William  Jackson  Hooker, 
K.H.  D.C.L.  F.R.A.  &  L.S.  etc.  etc.  Director.  New  Edition;  with  numerous  Wood- 
Engravings.    I6mo.  price  Od.  sewed. 

HOOKER  AND  ARNOTT.— THE  BRITISH  FLORA; 

Comprising  the  Phaenogamous  or  Flowering  Plants,  and  the  Ferns.  The  Sixth  Edition 
with  Additions  and  Corrections,  and  numerous  Figures,  illustrative  of  the  Umbelliferous 
PlanU,  the  Composite  Plants,  the  Grasses,  and  the  Ferns.  By  Sir  W.  J.  Hooker.  F.R.A. 
and  L.S.  etc..  and  G.  A.  Walker  Amott,  LL.D.  F.L.S.  and  R.S.  Kd.i  Begins  Professsor 
of  Botanv  in  the  University  of  Glasgow.  I2mo.  with  li  Plates,  14«.  cloth;  or  with  the  Plates 
coloured,  price  21«. 

HORNE  (THE  REV.  T.  H.)— AN  INTRODUCTION  TO  THE 

CRITICAL  STUDY  AND  KNOWLEDGE  OF  THE  HOLY  SCRIPTURES.  By  the 
Rev.  Thomas  Hartwell  Home,  B.D.  of  St.  John's  College,  Cambridge .  New  Kdition,  revised 
and  corrected ;  with  Maps  and  Fuc-similes.    5  vols.  8vo.  3/.  3*.  cloth  ;  or  5/.  bound  in  calf. 

HORNE  (THE  REV.  T.  H.)~A  COMPENDIOUS  INTRODUC- 
TION TO  THE  STUDY  OF  THE  BIBLE.  By  the  Rev.  Thomas  Hartwell  Home,  B  D.  of 
St.  John's  College,  Cambridge.  Being  an  Analysis  of  bis  "Introduction  to  the  Critical  Study 
and  Knowledge  of  the  Holy  Scriptures."  New  Edition.  l3mo.  with  Maps  and  Engravings, 
9$.  boards. 

HOWITT.— THE  CHILDREN'S  YEAR. 

By  Mary  Howitt.  With  Four  Illustrations,  engraved  by  John  Absolon,  from  Original 
Designs  by  Anna  Mary  Howitt.    Square  l6mo.  ft«.  cloth* 


HOWITT.— THE  BOY'S  COUNTRY  BOOK ; 


li 


Being  the  real  Life  of  a  Country  Boy,  written  by  Himself:  Exhibiting  all  the  Amusements, 
Piea«ares,  and  Pursuits  of  Children  in  the  Country.  Edited  by  William  Howitt,  author  of 
**  The  Roral  Life  of  England,"  etc.  New  Edition.   Fcap.  8vo.  with  40  Woodcuts,  6«.  cloth. 


-m 


HO  WITT.— VISITS  TO  REMARKABLE  PLACES; 

Old  Halli,  Battle-Flelds,  and  Scenes  illostntlTe  of  Striking  Pastafea  in  EnjrlUli  HUtorjand 
Poetry.    ByWiUiam  Uowitt.  New  Edition;  with  40  Woodcnta.     Mediam  sVo.  31«.  cloth. 

SECOND  SERIES,  chiefly  In  the  Counties  of  DURHAM  and  NORTHUMBERLAND,  with  a 
Stroll  along  the  BORDER.  With  apwards  of  40  highly-finished  Woodcuts,  from  Drawings 
made  on  the  spot,   Mediam  8to.  2u.  cloth. 

HOWITT.— THE  RURAL  LIFE  OF  ENGLAND. 

By  William  Howltt.    New  Edition,  corrected  and  rerised.    With  Engravings  on  Wood  by 
Bewick  and  Williams ;  ouiformwith  FUita  to  iUmarhable  Placet.    Medium  8T0.21«.cloth. 


HUDSON.— THE  EXECUTOR'S  GUIDE. 

ByJ.C.Hu 
for  Making 


By  J.  C .  Hudson,  Esq.,  late  of  the  Legacy  Duty  Office.  London  t  author  of*  *  Plain  Directions 
Wills,"  and**  The  Parent's  Hand-Book.**  New  Edition.  Foolscap  8T0.6«.cloth. 


HUDSON.— PLAIN  DIRECTIONS  FOR  MAKING  WILLS 

In  conformity  with  the  Law,  and  particnlarlywith  reference  to  the  Act  7  Wm.  IV.  and  1  Viet, 
e.  26.  To  which  is  added,  a  clear  Exposition  of  the  Law  telating  to  the  Distribution  of  Per* 
sooal  Estate  in  the  case  of  Intestacy ;  with  two  Forms  of  Wills,  and  much  useful  Information, 
etc.    By  J.  C.  Hudson, Esq.    New  Edition,  corrected.    Fcap.8T0.2«.M.  cloth. 

%*  The  above  Two  Worktmaybehadin  One  Volume  ^  price  7$.  cloth. 

HUMBOLDT.— ASPECTS  OF  NATURE, 

In  Different  Lands  and  Different  Climates ,  with  Scientific  Elucidations.  By  Alexander  Von 
Humboldt.  Translated,  with  the  Author's  sanction  and  co-operation,  and  at  his  express 
desire,  by  Mrs.  Sabine.  16mo.  fit.  cloth:  or  in  2  toIs.  St.  td.  each  cloth;  2t.  M.  each 
sewed. 

BARON  HUMBOLDT'S  COSMOS; 

Or,  a  Sketch  of  a  Physical  Deacription  of  the  Universe.  Translated,  with  the  Author's 
sanction  and  co-openition,  under  the  superintendence  of  Lieutenant-Colonel  Edward  Sabine, 
F.R.S.  For.  Sec.  R.S.  New  Edition.  Vols.  1.  and  II.  Ifimo.  3t.  6<f.  each  doth;  2t.  6rf. 
each  sewed  t  or  in  post  8vo.  price  12t.  each.  Vol.  III.  Part  I.  post  Svo.  fit.  cloth  t  or  In 
Ifimn.  2t.  6d.  sewed ;  3t.  firf.  cloth.  Part  II.  8to.  post  7'-  cloth ;  and  in  Ifimo.  Z$.  aewed,  or 
4«.  cloth. 


SENTIMENTS  AND  SIMILES  OF  SHAKSPEARE.* 

A  Clasbified  Selection  of  Similes,  Definitions,  Descriptions,  and  uther  remarkable  Passages 
in  Shakspeare's  Plays  and  Poems.  With  an  elabomtely  illuminated  Border  in  the  cbarae- 
terintic Style  of  the  Elixabethan  Period,  and  other  Embeliishments ;  bound  in  v^ry  massive 
carved  and  pierced  covers,  containing  in  deep  relief  a  medallion  Head  and  Cypher.  The 
Illttininations  and  Ornaments  designed  and  executed  by  Henry  Noel  Humphreys.  Square 
post  8vo.  price  One  Guinea, 


MRS.  JAMESON'S  LEGENDS  OF  THE  MONASTIC  ORDERS 

As  represented  in  the  Fine  Arts.  Containing  St.  Benedict  and  the  early  Benedictines  in 
Italy,  Kr>« nee,  Spain,  and  Flanders,  the  Beuedictiiiea  in  England  and  in  Germany;  the 
Reiurmed  Benedictines;  early  Royal  Saints  connected  with  the  Benedictine  Order ;  the 
Auirnstines ;  Orders  derived  from  tlie  AngUNtine  Rule  ;  the  Mendicant  Orders  ;  the  Jesuits  ; 
and  the  Order  of  the  Visitation  of  St.  Mary.  Forming  the  Sbcond  Skbibs  of  Sacred  and 
Legendary  Art.  With  Eleven  Etchings  by  the  Author,  and  84  Woodcuts.  Square  crown 
8vo.  28«.  doth. 


MRS.  JAMESON'S  SACRED  AND  LEGENDARY  ART; 

Or,  I.egends  of  the  Saints  and  Martvrs.  First  Sbribs.  Containing,  Legends  of  the 
Angela  and  Arrhangels ;  the  EvRuve  lints  and  Apostles;  the  Greek  and  Latin  Fathers;  the 
Magdalene;  the  Patron  SAiuts;  the  Virgin  PatronesNes ;  the  Martyrs;  the  Binbops;  the 
Hermits;  and  the  Warriur-Saints  of  Christendom.  Second  Edition,  printed  in  One  Voiome 
for  the  convenience  of  Students  and  Travellers :  with  numerous  Woodcuts,  and  Sixteen 
Etchings  by  the  Author.    Square  crown  8vo.  28t.  cloth. 


14  NEW  WORKS  AND  NEW  EDITIONS 

MRS.  JAMESON^S  LEGENDS  OF  THE  MADONNA, 

An  represented  in  the  Fine  Artt.  Forming  tbe  Tbibd  mnd  concluding  Sbbiu  of  Saered 
mmd  Legendary  Art.  Br  Mr«.  Jmnecon,  Autlior  of  '* Cliancterittica  of  Women,"  etc. 
With  Etching!  by  the  Autnor,  and  Kngravingi  on  Wood.    Square  crown  8to. 

\^£u  tke  prett, 

JEFFREY  (LORD).— CONTRIBUTIONS  TO  THE  EDINBURGH 

RRVIRW.  Bf  Francis  Jeffrey,  iate  One  of  the  Judgei  in  the  Court  of  Seaiion  in  Scotland. 
Second  Edition.    8to1«.8to.  42<.cloth. 

BISHOP  JEREMY  TAYLOR'S  ENTIRE  WORKS: 

With  the  Life  bj  Bishop  Heber.  Rerixed  and  corrected  by  the  Rct.  Charlea  Page  Rden, 
Fellow  of  Oriel  College,  Oxford.  In  Ten  Volnmei.  Vols.  II.  to  IX.  8to.  price  Ualf<a- 
Guinea  each. 

%*  The  First  Volume  (hut  the  laat  i»  order  of  publication) » yMl  eontmin  Bithop  Heter^g 
Hfo  of  Jeremy  Tmplor,  esteuded  hptke  Editor. 

[Vol.  X.  ii  in  thepre$$. 


READINGS  FOR  EVERY  DAY  IN  LENT. 

Writings  o  f  Bishop  J  eremr  Tkylor.    By  th . ._ 
;  History  of  Rome,''  ete.   reap.  8to.  6f.  cloth. 


Compiled  from  the  Writings  of  Bishop  Jeremy  Tkylor.    By  the  Author  of  *'Amy  Herbert,*' 
•♦The  Child's  First  History  of  Rome,'' I  *"        "       " 


JOHNSTON.— A  NEW  DICTIONARY  OF  GEOGRAPHY, 

Descriptive,  Physical,  Statistical,  and  Historical  t  Forming  a  complete  General  Gazetteer 
of  tbe  World.  By  Alexander  Keith  Johnstou,  P.R.S.E.  F.R.G.S.  F.G.S.;  Geographer  at 
Edinburgh  in  Ordinary  to  Her  Mi^estyi  Author  of  '*The  Physical  Atlas  of  Natural  Phe- 
nomena.^* In  One  Volume  of  1,440  pages,  comprising  nearly  Fifty  Thousand  Names  of 
Places.     8vo.  S6s.  cloth.}  or  strongly  half.oound  in  russla,  with  ll«ible  bacic,  price  4l«. 

KEMBLE.— THE  SAXONS  IN  ENGLAND: 

A  History  of  the  English  Commonwealth  till  tbe  period  of  the  Norman  Conquest.  Bt  John 
Mitchell  Kemble,  M.A.,  F.C.P.S.,  etc.    2to1s.8to.28«.  cloth. 

KIRBY   AND    SPENCE.— AN    INTRODUCTION    TO    ENTO- 

MOLOGY;  or,  Elements  of  tbe  Natural  History  of  Insects:  comprising  an  account  of 
noxious  and  useful  Insects,  of  their  Metamorphoses,  Food,  Stratagems,  Habitations, 
Societies,  Motions,  Noises,  Hybernation,  Instinct,  ete.  By  W.  Kirby,  M.A.  F.R.S.  &  L.S. 
Rector  of  Barham;  and  W.  Spence,  Esq.,  FJI.S.  &  L.S.  New  Edition,  enlarged.  Srols. 
8to.31«.M.  cloth. 

L.  E.  L.— THE  POETICAL  WORKS  OF  LETITLA.  ELIZABETH 

LANDONt  Comprising  the  IMPROVISATRICK,  tbe  VKNETIAN  BRACELET,  tbe 
GOLDEN  VIOLET,  the  TROUBADOUR,  and  other  Poetical  Remains.  New  Edition, 
uniform  with  Moore's  Son/fit  Balladt^  and  Sacred  Songif  with  3  Vignettes  by  Richard 
Doyle.  2to1s.  16mo.  lOs. cloth)  morocco, 21«. 

LAING.— NOTES  ON  THE  POLITICAL  AND  SOCIAL  STATE 

OF  DF.NMARK  AND  THE  DUCHIES  OF  HOLSTEIN  AND  SLESWICK.  By  Samuel 
Laing,  Esq.,  Author  of  ''Journal  of  a  Residence  in  Norway,"  **A  Tour  in  Sweden," 
^''Notes  of  a  Trareller,*'  etc.  [/«  the  prete. 

LAING.— OBSERVATIONS  ON  THE  SOCLAX  AND  POLI- 
TICAL STATE  OF  THE  EUROPEAN  PEOPLE  IN  1848  AND  1849 1  being  the  Second 
Series  of  "Notes  of  a  Traveller."  By  Samuel  Laing,  Esq.,  author  of  **  A  Journal  of  aResi- 
dence  in  Norway,"  the  Translation  of  *'The  Heimskringia,*'  and  of  "  Notes  of  aTraTcUer 
on  the  Social  and  Political  State  of  France,  Prussia,"  etc.    8to.  14«.  cloth. 

LARDNER.— THE  GREAT   EXHIBITION  AND  LONDON  IN 

I86I.  RcTiewed  by  Ht.  Lardner,  Michel  ChcTaller,  Johp  Lemoinne,  and  Hector  Berlioz. 
8vo.  [Nearly  ready. 
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LARDNER'S  CABINET  CYCLOPiEDIA. 

The  Cabinet  CrclopadU  of  History,  Biograpliy,  Litenture,  tlie  Arts  and  Sciences,  Natural 
History,  and  Manufiictures.  Comprising  a  Series  of  Original  Worlcs  by  Sir  John  Herschel, 
Sir  James  Maclcintosh,  Robert  Soutbey,  Sir  Dnvid  Brewster,  Thomas  Kelghtley,  John 
Forster,  Sir  Waiter  Scott,  Thomas  Moore,  Bishop  Thirl wrali,  the  Rct.  G.  R.  Gieig,  J.  C.  L. 
Stsmondi,  John  PhiUips^  F.R.S.,  G.8.,  and  other  eminent  Writers.  13:2  toIs.  fdip.  8ro. 
with  Vignette  Titles,  pnce  Ninktkbn  Goinbas.  duth.— The  works  separately,  in  Sets  or 
Series,  price  Thrbb  Shuximos  and  Sixjpbmcb  each  Volume. 

The  complete  Serie$ eomprieet  thefollowimg  Workt  i— 


I.Bell's  History  of  Russia  .   StoIs.  10<.64. 

5.  Bell's  Lires  of  British  Poets,3  rols.    7«. 

8.  Brewster's  Optics    .       .    1  rol.     3«.  6rf. 

4.  Cooley's  Maritime  and  In- 

laua  Discorery  .    8  rols.  10s.  64. 

6.  Crowe's  History  of  France,  3  rols.  10«.  M. 

6.  De  Morgan  on  Probabilities,  I  rol.    3«.  M. 

7.  De  Sismondi's  History  of 

the  Italian  Republics  .    I  rol.      8<.6tf. 

8.  De  Sifmondi's  Fall  of  the 

Roman  Empire     .       .    3  rols.    7$. 

9.  Donuran's  Chemistry     .    1  rol.     3«.  M. 

10.  Donoran's  Domestic  Eco- 

nomy    ...»    2  rols.    7«. 

11.  Dunham's  Spain  and  Por« 

tugal      ....    Srols.  17».W. 

13.  Dunham's  History  of  Den- 

marli,  Sweden,  and  Nor> 

way       ....    3  rols.  10«.6if. 

18.  Dunham's  History  of  Po- 
land      ....    1  rol.     8«.  M* 

14.  Dunham's  Germanic  Em* 

pire        ....    8rols.  10s.  6tf. 

16.  Dunham's  Europe   during 

the  Middle  Ages  .       .    4  rols.  14s. 

16.  Dunham's  British  Drama. 

tists       ....    2  rols.   7$. 

17.  Dunham's  Lires  of  Early 

Writers  of  Great  Britain,  1  rol.     8«.  6tf. 

18.  Fergus's    History    of  the 

United  Sutes        .       .    2  rols.    7t> 

19.  Fosbroke's  Greek  and  Ro- 

man Antiquities    .       .    2 rols.    7<* 

30.  Forster's  Lires  of  the 
Statesmen  of  the  Com- 
mouwealth    .  .    5  rols.  YJt.M, 

SI.  Cleg's    Lires    of  Military 

Commanders         .       .3  rols.  10s.  6rf. 

32.  GraUan's   History  of  the 

Netherlands.       .       .    1  rol.     S<.6tf. 

33.  Henslow's  Botany   .       .    Irol.      Zt.M. 
84.  Herschel's  Astronomy.  .    Irol.     8t.6tf. 

35.  Hersehel's  Discourse    on 

Natural  Philosophy     .    Irol.     3«.6tf. 

36.  History  of  Rome      .       .    2  rols.    7«. 
27-  History  of  Switzerland    .    1  rol.     3«.  M. 

38.  Holland's  Treatise  on  the 

Manufactures  in  Metal,  8  rols.  lOs.Stf. 

39.  James's  Lires  of  Foreign 

Statesmen     .       .      .    irols.  17<.6<f. 

30.  Kater  and  Lardner's  Me« 

chanlcs        .  .    Irol.     Zt.td. 

81.  Keightley's     OutUnes    of 

History  ....    1  rol.     8«.  6tf. 

82.  Lardner's  Arithmetic      .    1  rol.     8«.  6tf. 


33.  Lardner's  Geometry        .    1  rol.     8«.  M. 

34.  Lardner  on  Heati    .        .    1  rol.     8s.  td. 

36.  Lardner's  Hydrostatics  and 

Pneumatics  .       .       .    Irol.     3«.6tf. 

36.  Lardner  and  Walker's  Elec- 

tricity and  Magnetism,    3  rols,    7«. 

37.  Mackintosh,  Forster,  and 

Cnnrtenay's  Lires  of  Bri- 
tish Statesmen     .       .    7  rols.  24f.  64. 

38.  Mackintosh,  Wallace,  and 

Bell's  History  of  Eng- 
land      ....    10  rols.  35«. 

39.  Moutgomenr  and  Shelley's 

Eminent  Itaiian,Spanish, 

and  Portuguese  Authors,  3  rols.  10s.  64. 

40.  Moore's  History  of  Ireland,  4 rols.  10«.  64. 

41.  Nicolas's   Chronology     of 

History ....    1  rol.     8«.  64. 

42.  Phillips'  Treatise  on  Geo- 

logy      ....    2  rols.   8«.  64. 

43.  Powell's  History  of  Natural 

Philosophy     ...    1  rol.     3«.  64. 

44.  Porter's   Treatise   on   the 

Mauttfacture  of  Silk    .    Irol.     8«.64. 

45.  Porter's    Manufacture    of 

Porcelain  and  Glass     .    Irol.     3«.64. 

46.  Roscoe's  British  Lawyers,  1  rol.     3s.  64. 

47.  Scott's   History  of   Scot- 

land     ....    2  rols.    7s. 

48.  Shelley's  Lires  of  Eminent 

Freuch  Authors    .       .    2  rols.    7'. 

49.  Shuckard  and  Swainson'a 

insects  ....    1  rol.     3«.64. 

50.  Souther's  Lires  of  British 

Admirals       .       .       .5  rols.  17<-  64. 

61 .  Stebbing's  Church  History,  2rols.    7«. 

52.  Stebbing's  History  of  the 

Reformation         .       .    2  rols.   7t* 

53.  Swainson's  Discourse   on 

Natural  History  .       .    1  rol.     3s.  64. 

64.  SwiUnson's  Natural  His- 

tory and  Classification  of 

Animals         .        .       .    Irol.     3«.64. 

65.  Swainson's  Habits  and  In- 

stincts of  Animals       •    Irol.     3f.64. 

66.  Swainson's  Birds     .      .     2  rols.    7«. 

57.  Swainson's  Fish,  Reptiles, 

etc 3  rols.    7'* 

68.  Swainson's  Quadrupeds  .    Irol.     3«.G4. 

59.  Swainson's     Shells     and 

Shellfish      .       .        .    Irol.     8s. 64. 

60.  Swainson's  Animals  in  Me- 

nageriea         .       .       .    1  rol.     3f .  64. 

61.  Swainson's  Taxidermy  and 

Bibliograi^by        .       .    ]  rol.     3«.  64. 
63.  ThirlwaU's      History     of 

Greece  ....   8  rols.  28«. 
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16  NEW  W0BK8  AND  NEW  EDITIONS 

LATHAM.~ON  DISEASES  OF  THE  HEART. 

Leetvret  on  Sabjectt  connected  with  Clinical  Medicine ;  compriaing  Dlieaeea  of  tlie  Heart. 
By  P.  M.  Latliam,  M  J>.  Phyaidan  Extraordinary  to  tlie  Queeu ;  and  late  Phyiician  to  St. 
Bartholonew*!  Hospital.  New  Edition.   2  Tola.  Umo.l6«.  cloth, 

LEE.— ELEMENTS   OF    NATURAL    HISTORY;    OR,   FIRST 

PRINCIPLES  OF  ZOOLOGY.  For  the  Use  of  Schools  and  Young  Persons:  comprising 
the  Principles  of  Classification,  interspersed  with  amasinr  and  instructiTe  Accounts  of  the 
most remarliable  Animals.  By  Mrs. R.Lee.  New  Edition,  rerised  and  enlarged;  with 
Humeroua  additloaal  Woodcata.    Foolacap  8to.  7«>  C  doth. 

LETTERS  QN  HAPPINESS,  ADDRESSED  TO  A  FRIEND. 

By  the  Authoress  of  '*  Letters  to  My  Unlinown  Friends,"  '<  Twelve  Years  Ago,  a  Tale/' 
**  Some  Passages  from  Modem  History,"  and  *'  Discipline."  Foolscap  8to.  6«.  cloth. 

LETTERS  TO  MY  UNKNOWN  FRIENDS. 

By  a  Lady.   Third  Edition.    Foolscap  8to.  6s.  cloth. 

LINDLEY.— AN  INTRODUCTION  TO  BOTANY. 

By  Prof.  J.  Lindley,  Ph.D.,  F.R.8.  L.S.  etc.  New  Edition,  with  Corrections  and  numerous 
Additions.  StoIs.Sto.  with  Six  Plates  and  numerous  Woodcuts,  24«.  cloth. 

LINDSAY.— OUR  NAVIGATION  and  MERCANTILE  MARINE 

LAWS  considered  with  a  View  to  their  general  Revision  and  Consolidation;  also,  an 
Inquiry  Into  the  pxincipal  Maritime  Institutions.    By  W.  S.  Lindsay.    8to.  Js.  64.  cloth. 

LINWOOD  (W.)— ANTHOLOGIA  OXONIENSIS; 

Sive,  horileginm  e  lusibus  poeticis  diTersorumOxoniensiumGrieciset  Latinlsdecerptum. 
Curante  Gulielmo  Llnwood,  M.A.  iBdis  Christi  Alummo.   8ro.l4«.  cloth. 

LITTON.— THE  CHURCH  OF  CHRIST, 

In  its  Idea,  Attributes,  and  Ministrv :  with  a  particular  reference  to  the  Controrersy  on 
the  Subject  between  Romauists  and  Protestants.  By  the  Rev.  Edward  Arthur  I  Jttoo,  M.A., 
Perpetual  Curate  of  Stocltton  Heath;  and  Vice*Principal  of  St.  Edmund  Hall,  Oxford. 
8to.16«.  cloth. 

LORIMER.— LETTERS  TO  A  YOUNG  MASTER  MARINER 

On  some  Subjecu  connected  with  his  Calling.  By  the  late  Charles  Lorimer.  A  New  Edi- 
tion.  Foolscap  8vo.  6$,  64.  clotlu 

LOUDON.— THE  AMATEUR  GARDENER'S  CALENDAR: 

Being  a  Monthly  Guide,  as  to  what  should  be  avoided  as  well  as  what  should  be  done  in  a 
Garden  In  each  Mouth  t  with  plain  Rules  hov  to  do  what  Is  reqitisite  ;  Directions  for  laying 
out  and  planting  Kitchen  and  Flower  Gardens,  Pleasure  Grounds,  and  Shrubberies ;  and  a 
short  account,  In  each  Month,  of  the  Quadrupeds,  Birds,  and  Insects,  then  most  injurious  %o 
Gardens.    By  Mrs.  Loudon.    l6mo.  with  numerous  Wood  Engravings, 7«.6rf.cloth. 

LOUDON— THE  LADY'S  COUNTRY  COMPANION; 

Or,  How  to  Enjoy  a  Country  Life  Rationally.  By  Mrs.  Loudon,  author  of  *  *  Gardening  fbr 
Ladies,"  etc.    New  Edition.    Foolscap  8vo.,  with  Plate  and  Woodcuts,  7«.  9d.  cloth . 

LOUDONS  SELF-INSTRUCTION  FOR  YOUNG  GARDENERS, 

Foresters,  BallifTs,  Land  Stewards,  nud  Farmers;  in  Aritlimetic,  Book-krepingi^  Geo- 
metry. Mensuration,  Practical  Trigonometr.v,  Mechanics,  Land-Surveying,  Levelling, 
Planning  and  Mapping,  Architectural  Drawing,  and  Isometrical  Projectlen  and  Perspective  ; 
with  Examples  shewing  their  applications  to  Horticultural  and  Agricultural  Purposes. 
With  a  Portrait  of  Mr. Loudon,  and  aMemolr  by  Mrs.  Loudon.  'Svo.vrlthWoodEugravings, 
7<*  6d.  cloth. 
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LOUDOirS  ENCYCLOPAEDIA  OF  TREES  AND  SHRUBS: 

fieinf  the  Arboretum  et  Fruticetum  Britanniemm  abrid^dt  containing'  the  Hardy  Trees 
and  Shrubs  of  Great  Britain,  Natire  and  Foreign,  teientificaU^  and popnlurlj deacribed : 
with  their  Propagation,  Culture,  aad  Uset  in  the  Artl.  With  aboM  3.000  EngnriBira  on 
Wood.    8to.  2/.10».  cloth. 

LOUDON'S  ENCYCLOP^DU  OF  GARDENING: 

Comnriaing  the  Theorr  and  Praecice  of  Horticulture,  FloricnUnrc«  Arboricnltnre,  and 
Laudacape  Gardening :  including  all  the  latest  improremeats ;  a  General  History  of  Garden- 
ing in  aU  Countries;  and  a  Statistical  View  of  its  Present  State ;  with  Suggestions  for  its 
Future  Progress  in  the  British  Isles.  By  J.  C.  Loudon,  F.L.S.  H.8.,  etc.  llinstrated  with 
mnnr  hundred  EngraTinga  on  Wood  by  Branaton.  New  Kdition,  corrected  and  iaproTCd 
by  Mrs.  Loudon,    oro.  SOf.  cloth. 

LOUDON'S  ENCYCLOPEDIA  OF  AGRICULTURE: 

Comprising  the  Theory  and  Practice  of  the  Valuation,  Transfer,  Laying-out,  Improrement, 
and  Management  of  Landed  Property,  and  of  the  cultivation  aad  economy  of  the  Animal  and 
Vegetable  Productions  of  Agriculture,  including  all  the  latest  improrements.  Fifth 
Edition ;  with  upwards  of  IfiWt  Kugravings  on  Wood  by  Branston.   8to.  24. 10a.  cloth. 

LOUDONS  ENCYCLOPiEDLA.  OF  PLANTS: 

Including  all  the  Plants  which  are  now  found  in,  or  have  been  introduced  into.  Great  Brltidn 
ffiTing  their  Natural  History,  accompanied  by  such  Descriptions,  BngraTed  Figures,  and 
Elementary  Details,  as  may  enable  a  berinuer,  who  is  a  mere  English  reader,  to  discover  the 
name  of  every  Plant  which  he  may  find  in  flower,  and  acquire  ail  the  information  respecting 
it  whichis  useful  and  interesting.  By  J.  C.  Loudon,  F.L.S.,  etc.  The  Specific  Characters 
by  an  Eminent  Botanist;  the  Drawings  'by  J.D.C.  Sowerby.  New  J^dition,  corrected 
throughout  and  brought  down  to  the  year  ISSS^  by  Mri.  Loudon.  [/«  thepreu. 

LOUDON'S  ENCYCLOPEDIA  OF  COTTAGE,  FARM,  AND 

VILLA  AllCHITECTURE  and  FURNITURE.  Containing  Designs  for  Cottages,  VUlas, 
Farm  Houses.  Farmeries,  Country  Inns,  Public  Houses,  Parochial  Schools,  etc. ;  with  the 
requisite  Fittinirs-up,  Fixtures,  and  Furniture,  and  appropriate  Offices,  Gardens,  and  Garden 
Scenery:  each  Design  accompanied  by  Analytical  and  Critical  Remarks.  By  J.C.Loudon, 
F.L.S.  etc.  New  Edition,  Edited  by  Mrs.  Loudon.  With  more  than  2/100  Engra^gs  on 
Wood.    8vo.  68«.  cloth. 

LOUDON'S  HORTUS  BRITANNICUS; 

Or,  Catalogue  of  all  the  Plants  indigenous  to,  cultivated  in,  or  introduced  into  Britain.  An 
entirely  New  Edition  corrected  throughout t  with  a  Supplement,  including  all  the  New 
Plants  down  to  March,  1850;  and  a  New  General  Index  to  the  whole  Worlc.  Edited  by  Mrs. 
Loudon  i  assisted  by  W.  H.  Baxter  and  David  Wooster.    8vo.  Sl<.  6d.  cloth. 

SUPPLEMENT. 

Including  all  the  Plants  introduced  into  Britain,  all  the  newly  discovered  British  Species, 
and  all  the  kinds  originated  in  British  Gardens,  up  to  March  1850.  With  a  aev  General 
Index  to  the  whole  work.  By  W.  H.  Baxter  and  D.  Wooster,  under  the  direction  of  Mrs. 
Loudon.    Svo.  14*.  cloth. 

LOW.— ON  LANDED  PROPERTY,  AND  THE  ECONOMY  OF 

ESTATES:  Comprehending  the  Relations  between  Landlord  and  Tenant,  and  the  Princi- 
ples and  Forms  of  Leases;  of  Farm  Buildings, Enclosures,  Drains,  Embankments,  Roads, 
and  other  Rural  Works,  Minerals,  and  Woods.  By  David  Low,  Esq.  F.R.S.E.  etc.,  author 
of  **Blemcutsof  Practical  Agriculture,"  etc.  Svo.  with  numerous  Wood  Engravings, 
21«. cloth. 

LOW.— ELEMENTS  OF  PRACTICAL  AGRICULTURE: 

Comprehendingthe  Cultivation  of  Plants,  the  Husbandry  of  theDomesticAnimals,  and  the 
Economy  of  the  Farm.  By  David  Low,  Esq.  F.R.S.E., Professor  of  Agriculture  in  tl»«  Uni- 
versity of  Edinburgh.  New  Edition {  with  an  entirely  new  set  of  above  200  Woodcuts. 
8vo.21«.  cloth. 

MACAULAY.— THE  HISTORY  OF  ENGLAND, 

From  the  Accession  of  Jamea  II.  By  Thomas  Babington  Macanlay.  New  Edition.  Vols.  I. 
and  II.   Svo.  82«.  cloth. 
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MACAULAY.— CRITICAL  AND  HISTORICAL  ESSAYS  Con- 
tributed TO  THE  EDINBURGH  REVIEW.  By  Thomaii  BabiiiKtoo  MaranUf .  New 
Kdition.comi^ete  in  One  Volume  t  with  Portnit  br  B.  U.  EddU,enffraTed  in  line  br  G.  W. 
Greatbach,  and  Vinette.  8a>iare  crown  8to.  2U.  cloth  t  80$.  calf  extra,  by  Hayday. 
—Or  (Sixth  Edition]  in  StoIs.Sto.  36«. cloth. 

MACAULAY.— LAYS  OF  ANCIENT  ROME: 

M^tb  Iyet  and  Ths  Armada.  By  Thomas  Babington  Macaulay.  New  Edition.  16mo. 
4«.  M. cloth;  morocco,  lOf .M.  ((•imtf  kf  Hagdag), 

MR.  MACAULATS  LAYS  OF  ANCIENT  ROME. 

With  numeront  lUattradoni,  Orlginid  and  from  the  Antique,  drawn  on  Wood  by  George 
Scharf,  Jan.  and  engfrared  by  Samuel  WUllama.  New  Edition.  Fcap.  4to.  21«.  board*; 
morocco,42«.  {bound  bjf  Hafdmjf) . 

MACDONALD.— VILLA  VEROCCHIO;  OR,  THE  YOUTH  OF 

LEONARDO  DA  VINCI  t  a  Tale.  By  the  late  Diana  Louisa  Macdonald.  Fcap.  8ro. 
6<.  cloth. 

MACKAY.  — THE     SCENERY    AND     POETRY    OF     THE 

ENGLISH  LAKR8:  A  Summer  Ramble.  Br  Charles  Mnckmy,  Esq.  LL.D.,  Author  of 
"The  Salamandrine,"  etr.  With  beautiful  Wood  Kngravings  frum  Original  Sketches.  A 
New  and  cheaper  Edition,  with  additional  lllusftations.    Post  8vo .  7<>  M.  cloth. 

MACKINTOSHS  (SIR  JAMES)  MISCELLANEOUS  WORKS: 

Including  his  Contributions  to  The  EDmBURGH  RiCVIKW.  A  New  Edition,  complete 
in  One  Volume ;  with  Portridt  engrared  in  line  by  W.  Greatbach,  and  Vignette.  Square 
crown  8to.  21$.  cloth;  or  'M$.  calf  extra  by  Hayday. 

M'CULLOCH.-A  DICTIONARY,  GEOGRAPHICAL,   STATIS- 

TICAL,  AND  HISTORICAL,  of  the  various  Countries,  Places,  and  Principal  Natural 
Objects  in  the  World.  By  J.  R.  M'Cullocb.Rsq.  Illustrated  with  Six  large  Maps.  New 
Edition,  corrected  and  in  part  rewritten ;  with  a  Supplement.  2  thick  toIs.  8vo.  63«.  cloth. 

M*CULLOCH.-A  DICTIONARY,  PRACTICAL,  THEORETI- 
CAL, AND  HISTORICAL.  OF  COMMERCE.  AND  COMMERCIAL  NAVIGATION. 
Illustrated  witb  Maps  and  Plans .  by  J.  R.  M'Culloch,  Esq.  A  New  Edition  (1852),  cor- 
rected, enlarged,  and  improved:  Including  a  New  Supplement.  Sro.  60«.  cloth;  or  6i$. 
strongly  half -bound  In  russia. 

•«*THB  NEW  SUPPLEMENT  M«^i#Aads«j>ara(e/^,  price  4$.6d.$e»ed. 

M'CULLOCH.— AN  ACCOUNT,  DESCRIPTIVE,  AND  STATIS- 
TICAL, of  the  BRITISH  EMPIRE;  exhibiting  its  Extent,  PhvRical  Capacities,  Population. 
Industry,  and  Civil  and  Religious  Institutions.  By  J.  R.  la'CuUoch,  Esq.  8d  £dition, 
corrected,  enlarged,  and  greatly  improved.    2  thick  vols .  8vo.  42s.  cloth. 

M'CULLOCH.— A   TREATISE   ON   THE    PRINCIPLES    AND 

PRACTICAL  INFLUENCE  OK  TAXATION  AND  THE  FUNDING  SYSTEM.  ByJ.R. 
M*Cuiloch,  Esq.  Second  Edition  (1862),  corrected,  enlarged,  and  improved.  8vo.  16<. 
cloth. 

M'CULLOCH.-A    TREATISE    ON    THE    CIRCUMSTANCES 

WHICH  DKTBRMINfi  THE  RATE  OF  WAGES  AND  THE  CONDITION  OF  THE 
LABOURING  CLASSES.    By  J.  R.  M'CuUoch,  Esq.    Fcap.  8vo.  3«.  6d.  cloth. 

MAITLAND.— THE  CHURCH  IN  THE  CATACOMBS: 

A  t)escription  of  the  Primitive  Church  of  Rone,  illustrated  by  its  Sepulchral  Remains. 
B/  Cbaries  Maitland.  New  l&dit\oii«T«v\ied •,  with  numerous  Woodcuts.    8vo.  lit.  cloth . 
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MARCET.— CONVERSATIONS  ON  CHEMISTRY: 

In  which  the  Elemenuof  that  Science  are  familiarlj  Explained  and  llloatrated  hj  Kxperi> 
ments.  ByJaneMarcet.    New  Edition,  corrected.    2  roll.  foolacap8vo.i4«.  cloth. 

MARCET.— CONVERSATIONS  ON  POLITICAL   ECONOMY: 

In  which  the  Elementk  of  that  Science  are  familiarly  explained.  By  Jane  Marcet.  New 
Edition,  zeviied  and  enlarged.    Foolscap  8to.  7».  64.  clotli. 

MARCET.— CONVERSATIONS  ON  NATURAL  PHILOSOPHY. 

In  which  the  Element*  of  thatScience  are  familiarly  explained,  and  adapted  to  the  compre* 
hension  of  Young:  Persona.  ByJaneMarcet.  New  Edition,  enlarged  and  corrected.  Fcap. 
STO.with  23  Plates,  10«.6rf.ttloth. 

MARCET.— CONVERSATIONS  ON  VEGETABLE  PHYSIO- 

LOGY;  comprehending  the  Elements  of  Botany,  with  their  application  to  Agriculture. 
By  J  aue  Marcet.  New  Edition.    Foolscap  8to.  with  Four  Plates,  9«.  cloth. 

MARCET.— CONVERSATIONS  ON  LAND  AND  WATER. 

By  Jane  Marcet.  New  Edition  revised  and  corrected.  Foolscap  8to.  with  coloured  Map 
shewingthe  comparative  Altitude  of  Mountains,  5t.6rf.  cloth. 

MARRYAT  (CAPT.)— MASTERMAN  READY; 

Or,  the  Wreclc  of  tlie  Pacific.  Written  for  Young  People.  By  Captain  Marryat,  C.B.  author 
of  ''Peter  Simple, "etc.  ANew  Edition,  complete  in  Two  Volumes  ;  with  numerous  Wood 
Engravings,   i  vols.  fcap.Svo .  12«. cloth. 


MARRYAT.  — THE    PRIVATEER'S-MAN    ONE    HUNDRED 

YEARS  AGO.     By  Captain  F.  Marryat,  < 
Aeady,"  etc.   2  vols.  fcap.  8vo.  12«.  cloth. 


YEARS  AGO.     By  Captain  F.  Marrvat,  C.B.,  author  of  "Peter  Simple,"  '<Masterman 

" "  .  do  ■ 


MARRYAT.— THE  MISSION; 

Or,  Scenes  in  Africa.    Written  for  Young  People.    By  Capt^n  Marryat,  C.B.,  author  of 
**  Peter  Simple,"  **Masterman  Ready,"ete.     2  vols. fcap.Svo.  12«.  cloth. 

MARRYAT.— THE  SETTLERS  IN  CANADA. 

Written  for  Young  People.  By  Captain  Marryat,  C.B.,  author  of  **Pcter  Simple," 
**  Masterman  Ready,"  etc.    New  Edition.  Fcap.Svo.  with  two  Illustrations, 7«.  Gif.ctoth. 

MAUNDER.  — THE   SCIENTIFIC    AND   LITERARY   TREA- 

SURYt  A  New  and  Popular  Encyclopaedia  of  Science  and  tl>e  Belles  Lettres ;  includiuv  all 
Branches  of  Science,  and  every  Subject  connected  with  Literature  and  Art.  The  whole 
written  in  a  familiar  style,  adapted  to  the  comprehension  of  all  persons  desirous  of  acquire 
ing  information  on  the  subjects  comprised  in  the  worlc,  and  also  adapted  for  a  Manual  of 
convenient  Reference  to  the  more  in«tvuctcd.  BySanuelMaunder.  NewEdition.  Fcap. 
8vo.  lUs.  cloth  1  bound  in  roan,  12«. 

MAUNDER'S  TREASURY  OF  HISTORY; 

Comprising  a  General  Introductory  Outline  of  Universal  HUtorv,  Ancient  and  Modem,  and 
a  Series  of  separate  Histories  of  every  principal  Nation  that  exists;  developing  theisRiffe, 
Progress,  and  Present  Condition,  tne  Moral  and  Social  Character  of  their  respective 
Inhabitants,  their  Religioa,  Manner*,  and  Customs,  etc.  etc.  New  Edition.  Foolscap  8vo. 
lOt.clotb  I  bound  in  roan,  I2<. 

MAUNDER'S  TREASURY  OF  NATURAL  HISTORY; 

Or,  a  Popular  Dictionary  of  Animated  Nature:  in  which  the  Zooloipcal  Characteristics  that 
distiiigulsb  the  different  Classes, Genera,  and  Species  are  combined  with  avarietjr  of  interest- 
ing Information  illustrative  of  the  Habits,  Instincts,  and  General  Economy  of  the  Animal 
Kingdom .  To  which  are  added,  a  Syllabus  of  Practical  Taxidf  nny,and  afrlossarial  Appendix. 
Embellished  with  900  Engravings  on  Wood,  from  Drawings  made  expressly  for  this. Worlc. 
New  Edition.    Fcap.  Svo.  10«.  cloth ;  bound  in  roan,  12«. 
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20  NEW  WORKS  AND  NEW  EDITIONS 


MAUNDER»S  TREASURY  OF  KNOWLEDGE, 

And  LIBRARY  of  RBFERBNCR  t  Compritliiff  an  EnrlUh  Gnmmftr }  Tablet  of  Enrllsh 
Verbal  Diatlnctlona  i  Prorerbi,  Terms,  and  Phrases,  in  Latin,  Spanisb*  French,  and  Italian, 
translated;  new  and  enlarged  English  Dictionary;  Directions  for  Pronunciation;  new 
Unirersal  Gazetteer  i  Tkbles  of  Population  and  Stotistics ;  List  of  Cities,  Botonghs.  and 
Market  Towns  in  the  United  Kingdom  ;  Regulations  of  the  General  Post-Office ;  List  of 
Foreigii  Animal,  Vegetable,  and  Mineral  Productions  ;  compradions  Classical  Oictlonar]r ; 
8criaturt  Proper  Names  accented,  and  Christian  Names  of  Men  and  Women:  with  Latin 
Maxims  translated ;  List  of  AbbreTiatlons ;  Chronologf  and  History  %  compeadloas  Law 
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8ro.  lOSk  cloth ;  bound  in  roan,  1S«. 


MAUNDER'S  BIOGRAPHICAL  TREASURY: 

Consisting  of  Memoirs,  Sketches,  and  brief  Notices  of  above  12,000  Eminent  Persons  of  all 
Ages  and  Nations,  from  the  Earliest  Period  of  History ;  forming  a  new  and  complete  Dic- 
tionary of  Universal  Biography.  A  New  and  carefully  revised  Edition;  corrected  thtoUgh- 
out,  and  extended  by  the  introduction  of  numerous  additional  Lives.  Foolkcap  8to.  lOt. 
eloth  I  bound  in  roan,  13r. 

MERIVALE.— A  HISTORY  OF  THE  ROMANS  UNDER  THE 

EMPIRE.  By  the  Rev.  Charles  Merivale.  late  Fellow  and  Tutor  of  St.  John's  College, 
Cambridjg;e.  Vols.  1.  and  II.  8vo.  28s. cloth.  Also,  Vol.  lit.  completing  the  History  to  tne 
Esublishment  of  the  Monarchy  by  Augustus.  8vo.  14s.  cloth. 

JAMES  MONTGOMERY'S  POETICAL  WORKS. 

with  some  additional  Poems,  and  the  Author's  Antobiogrmphical  Prefacef .  A  NewBdUion, 
complete  In  One  Volume;  with  Portrait  and  Vignette,  square  crown  8vo.  I0«.6tf.  eloth; 
morocco,  21s.— Or  in  4  vols,  foolscap  8to.  witn  Portrait,  and  Seven  other  Plates,  30*. 
cloth  }  bound  in  morocco,  11 .  lOr. 

MOORE.— HEALTH,  DISEASE,  AND  REMEDY, 

Familiarlv  and  Practically  considered  in  a  few  of  their  Relations  to  the  Blood.  Bv  George 
Moore,  M.D.,  Member  ot  the  Royal  College  of  Physicians,  etc. i  author  of  '*Tke  Power  of 
the  Soul  over  the  Boity,''  etc.    Post  Svo.  7$.  6d.  cloth. 


MOORE.— THE  POWER  OF  THE  SOUL  OVER  THE  BODY. 

Considered  in  relation  to  Health  and  Morals.  By  George  Moore,  M.D.  Member  of  the 
Royal  College  of  P  hysicians,  etc.    New  Edition .   Post  Svo.  7«.  td.  cloth. 

MOORE.— THE  USE  OF  THE  BODY  IN  RELATION  TO  THE 

MIND.  By  George  Moore,  M.D.  Member  of  the  Royal  College  of  Physicians, etc.  New 
Edition.    Post  8vo.  9s.  cloth. 

MOORE.— MAN  AND  HIS  MOTIVES. 

By  George  Moore,  M.D.  Member  of  the  Royal  College  of  Physicians,  etc.  New  Edition. 
Post  8vo.8«.  cloth. 

MOORE'S  POETICAL  WORKS: 

Containingthe  Author's  recent  Introduction  and  Notes.  Complete  In  One  Volume,  uniform 
with  Lord  Byron's  and  Soutbey's  Poems.  With  Portrait  by  George  Richmond,  engraved  in 
line,  and  View  of  Sloperton  Cottage.  Medium  Svo.  1/.  is.  cloth ;  or  42«.  bouiid  in  morocco, 
by  Hayday.— Or  in  10  vols,  foolscap  Svo.  with  Portrait,  and  19  Plates,  3/.  10<.  cloth; 
morocco,  4i.  10«. 

THOMAS  MOORE'S  SONGS,  BALLADS,  AND  SACRED  SONGS. 

>1r8t  enllected  Edition,  uniform  with  the  smaller  Edition  of  Mr.  Macaulay's  Lmpi  of 
Ancient  Romef  with  Vignette  by  Richard  Doyle.  16mo.  6$.  cloth;  or  12«.  IW.  boaiid  In 
■mooth  morocco,  by  Hay  day. 
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MOORE'S  IRISH  MELODIES. 

New  Edition,  uniform  in  sixe  witli  the  analler  Bditi«a  of  Mr.  Mecanlay'e  **  Lmj»  of  Ancient 
Rome."  ^tk  the  Autobiographical  Preface  from  the  CoUectire  Edition  of  Mr.  Moore's 
Poetical  Works,  and  a  Vignette  by  D.  Maclitc,  R.A.  ISmo.St.  cloth  t  13«.M.  bound  in 
■mooth  morocco,  by  Hayday.— Or  in  foolscap  Sro.wlth  Vignette  by  Corboold,  10«.  cloth  i 
bound  in  morocco*  i3«.  6d. 

MOORE'S  IRISH  MELODIES. 

Illnatrated  by  D.  Macliae,  R.A.  New  and  cheaper  Edition,  with  161  Deiignt,  and  the 
whole  of  the  Letter-presa  ensrared  on  Steel,  by  P.  P.  Becker.  Snper  royal  8to.  31«.  6d. 
doth ;  bound  in  morocco,  by  Hayday,  21. 12«.  6d. 

*•*  The  Original  BdilioUt  in  imperial  6vo,  63f.  ^emr^b;  worooee,  bf  B/9f4a0,  il.  14«.  td.f 
Pf^mfi,  61.  Q».  Suardt,—maf  i<t</  be  had. 

MOORE'S  LALLA  ROOKH:  AN  ORIENTAL  ROMANCE. 

New  Edition,  uniform  in  size  with  the  amaller  Edition  of  Mr.  Macaulay'a  Lojri  o/  Ancient 
Rome.  With  the  Autobiographical  Preface  from  the  CoilectiTe  Edition  of  Mr.  Moore'a 
Poetical  Worka,  and  a  Vignette  by  D.  Maellae,  R.A.  l6mo.  6«.  cloth 1 19*.  f^.  bownd  it 
smooth  morocco,  by  Hayday.— Or  in  foolscap  8vOi  wUh  4  Plates  by  Westell,  10«.  64. 
cloth;  or  14«.  bound  in  morocco. 

MOORE'S  LALLA  ROOKH:  AN  ORIENTAL  ROMANCE. 

With  IS  highly  finiahed  Steel  Plates,  from  Designa  by  Corbould,  Meadows,  and  Stephanoff; 
f  ngraved  under  the  svperintendence  of  the  late  Charles  Heath.  New  Edition,  uniform  in 
sixe  with  Thotmon'i  Sea»on»  and  Gotdimith'e  Poem«,  illustrated  by  the  Etching  Clmb, 
Square  crown  Sro.  15«.  cloth  i  morocco,  28«. 

*•*  A/eta  copiee  of  the  Original  Sditionf  in  rogal  8«e.  j>H««  One  6«lB«a,<— «f</I  remain. 

MOSELEY.— ILLUSTRATIONS  OF  PRACTICAL  MECHANICS. 

Py  the  Rer.  H.Moaeley.  M.A..  Professor  of  Natural  Philosophy  and  Astronomy  in  King's 
College,  London ;  Author  of  *'  The  Mechanical  Principles  of  Engineeting  ana  Architec- 
ture.^ New  Edition.   Fcap. Sto.  with  Woodcuts,  8l. cloth. 

MOSELEY.  — THE  MECHANICAL  PRINCIPLES  OP  En- 
gineering AND  ARCHITECTURE.  By  the  Rer.  H.  Moseley,  M.A.  F.R.8.,  Professor 
of  Natural  Philosophy  and  Astronomy  in  King's  College,  London;  and  author  of  ** Illus- 
trations of  Practical  Mechanics.  8to.  with  Wpodcuts  and  Diagrams,  II. 4«. cloth. 

MOSHEIM'S  ECCLESUSTICAL  HISTORY, 

Ancient  and  Modern.  Translated,  with  copious  Notes,  by  Jaip^s  Murdqck,  D.D.  New 
^tlon,  verised,  and  continued,  by  the  Rey. Heniy  Soames,  M.A.   4  toU.  8to.  48*.  cloth. 

MURE.— A  CRITICAL  HISTORY  OF  THE  LANGUAGE  AND 

LITRRATURE  OF  ANCIENT  GREECE.  By  WiUiam  Mure,M.P.,  of  CaldweU.  8  vols. 
8to.  36i.  cloth. 

MURRAY.— AN  ENCYCLOPEDIA  OF  GEOGRAPHY: 

Comprising  a  complete  Description  of  the  Earth:  exhibiting  its  Relation  to  the  Hearenly 
Bodies,  its  Physical  Structure,  the  Natural  Hiatory  of  each  Country.  iMid  the  Industry.  Qom- 
merce,  Political  Institutiona,  and  Civil  and  Social  State  of  all  Nations.  By  Hush  Murray, 
F.R.8.B.  Second  Edition;  with  82  Miqta,  and  upwards  of  1,000  other  Wood  BngraTings. 
8to.  8/.  doth. 

NEALE.— THE  RICHES  THAT  BRING  NO  SORROW. 

By  the  Rer.  Erskine  Neale,  M.A.,  Rector  of  Kirton,  Suffwlk  ;  Author  of  **  The  Closing 
Soeiie."    Foolsciy  8vo.  6«.  cloth. 

THE  EARTHLY  RESTING-PLACES  OF  THE  JUST. 

By  the  Rer.  Erskine  Neale,  M.A.,  Rector  of  Kirton,  Suffolk;  author  of  **The  Closing 
Scene."    With  Wood  Engravings.    Fcap.  8to.  7$.  cloth. 


22  NEW  WORKS  AND  NEW  EDITIONS 

NEALE.-THE  CLOSING  SCENE; 

Or,  ChriatiaaitTaQd  Infidelity  coatnutMi  in  tlie  Lut  Hovri  •fRemarlcable  Persona.  By  the 
E«T.  JSrskine  Neale.  M.A.,  Rector  of  Kirton,  Suffolk.  New  Editions  of  tlic  First  and 
Second  Series.     3  rols.  fcap.  8ro.  12$.  cloth ;  or  separately  6«.  each. 

NEWMAN— DISCOURSES  ADDRESSED  TO  MIXED  Con- 
gregations. By  John  Henry  Newman,  Priest  •/  the  Oratory  of  St.  PkUip  Neri.  Second 
Edition,    ero.  13«.  doth. 

LIEUTENANT  OSBORN'S  ARCTIC  JOURNAL. 

STRAY  LEAVES  PROM  AN  ARCTIC  JOURNAL.  Bt  Lieut.  Sherard  Osbom,  R.N.» 
Commanding  H.M.S.V.  Pioneer,  in  the  late  Expedition,  1^0—61,  under  Capt.  Austin,  to 
rescue  Hir  John  Franklin.    With  Mv  and  Four  coloured  Plates.   Post  8ro. 

INemrlg  ready* 

OWEN  JONES.— WINGED  THOUGHTS. 

A  Series  of  Poems.  By  Mary  Anne  Bacon.  With  lUustratlons  of  Birds,  desli^iied  br 
E.  L.  Bateman,  and  executed  in  illuminated  printiny  by  Oven  Jones.  Uniform  with 
Piemen  and  tkeir  Kindred  ThomghU,  and  Fruitt  from  the  Garden  mnd  the  Field,  Impe- 
rial Sto.Ui.  M.  elegant^  bound  In  calf. 

OWEN  JONES.— FLOWERS   AND   THEIR   KINDRED 

THOUGHTS :  A  Series  of  Stanzas.  By  Mary  Anne  Bacon,  Author  of  ''Winf  ed  Thoof  hU.*' 
With  beautiful  Illustrations  of  Flowers,  designed  and  printed  in  Colours  by  Owen  Jones. 
Imperial  8to.  81«.  M.  elegantly  bound  in  calf. 

OWEN  JONES.— FRUITS  FROM  THE  GARDEN  AND  THE 

FIELD.  AKeriesof  SUnxas.  By  Mary  Anne  Bacon,  Author  of  *<  Winged  Thoughts.**  With 
beautiful  Illustrations  of  Fruit,  designed  and  printed  in  Colours  by  Owen  Jonea.  Impe- 
rial 8to.  81s.  6rf.  elegantly  bound  in  calf. 

OWEN.— LECTURES  ON  THE  COMPARATIVE  ANATOMY 

AND  PHYSIOLOGY  OF  THE  INVERTEBRATE  ANIMALS,  delivered  at  the  Royal 
College  of  Surgeons  in  1843.  By  Richard  Owen,  F.R.S.  Hunterian  Professor  to  the  College. 
From  Notes  taken  by  William  White  Cooper,  M.R.C.S.  and  rerised  by  Professor  Owen. 
With  Glossary  and  Index.    New  Edition,  corrected.   8to.  with  Woodcuts. 

[AVarljr  ready, 

OWEN.— LECTURES  ON  THE  COMPARATIVE  ANATOMY 

AND  PHYSIOLOGY  of  the  VERTEBRATE  ANIMALS,  delirered  at  the  Royal  CoUege 
of  Surgeons  in  1844  and  1846.  By  Richard  Owen,  F.R.8.  Hunterian  Professor  to  the  Col- 
lege. In  2  vols.   The  First  Volume }  with  numerous  Woodcuts.   8to.  14t.  cloth. 

PASCAL'S  ENTIRE  WORKS,  TRANSLATED  BY  PEARCE. 

THE  COMPLETE  WORKS  OF  BLAISE  PASCAL:  With  M.  Viliemain's  Essay  on 
Pascal  considered  as  a  Writer  and  Moralist,  prefixed  to  the  JVovindaf  Lettertt  and  the 
MUeellmnemu  MTrMnp^  Thought*  on  Religion^  and  Evidence*  o/  Chrittianitw.  re- 
arranged, with  large  Additions,  from  the  French  Edition  of  Mons.  P.  Faugire.  Newlr 
traoslated  from  the  French,  with  Memoir,  Introductions  to  the  rarions  Works,  Editorial 
Notes,  and  Appendices,  by  George  Pearce,  Esq.  8  rols.  post  8ro.  with  Portrait,  85«.  6d, 
cloth. 

*•*  The  Three  Folumet  may  be  had  separately ^  aa  follows  :— 

Vol.  I.— PASCAL'S  PROVINCIAL  LETTERS:  with  M.  Viflemain's  Essay  on  Pascal 
prefixed,  and  a  aew  Memoir.    Post  8to.  Portrait,  8«.  6d.  cloth. 

Vol.  II.-PASCAL'S  THOUGHTS  ON  RELIGION,  AND  EVIDENCES  OF  CHRISTI- 
ANITY, with  Additions  from  original  MSS.:  from  M.  Fangtre's  Edition.  Post  8to. 
8«.  M.  doth. 

Vol.  If  I.— PASCAL'S    MISCELLANEOUS    WRITINGS,  CORRESPONDENCE,    DE- 
TACHED  THOUGHTS,  etc.  from  tH.^au^htVi^dWlou.    Post 8T0.8«.6rf. cloth. 
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PASHLEY.— PAUPERISM  AND  POOR  LAWS. 

B7  Robert -PBshlejrt  M.A  ,  F.C.P.8.,  One  of  Her  Majettr't  Counicl,  and  late  Fellow  of 
Trinity  College,  Cambridge ;  Author  of  *'  TraveU  In  Crete/'    Svo.  Half-a*Gaiuea ,  dutb. 

PEREIRA.— A  TREATISE  ON  FOOD  AND  DIET: 

with  Obserratlons  on  the  Dletetical  Regimen  suited  for  Disordered  States  of  the  Dlffestlre 
Organs;  and  an  Account  of  the  Dietaries  of  some  of  the  principal  Metropolitan  and  other 
Establishments  for  Paupers,  Lunatics.  Criminals,  Children,  the  Sick, etc.  By  Jon.Pereira, 
M.D.F.R.S.,authorof  "Elementsof^MateriaMedlea."  8to.  ISs.eloth. 

PESCHEL  (C.  F.)— ELEMENTS  OF  PHYSICS.      .      . 

By  C.F.  Peschel,  Principal  of  the  Roral  Military  College, Dresden,  etc.ete.  Translated 
from  the  German,  with  Notes,  by  E.  West.  With  Diagnms  and  Woodcuts.  8ToU.fcap. 
8to.  31«.  cloth. 

f  Part  I.  The  Physics  of  Ponderable  Bodies.   Frap.8T0.7«.6tf.  cloth. 
Separately^  Part  II.  Imponderable  Bodies  (Light,  Heat, Magnetism, Electricity, 
L       and Electro*DyDamics) .    3 TOls . f cap . 8vo .I9t.6d. cloth. 

PHILLIPS—FIGURES  AND  DESCRIPTIONS  OF  THE  PAL.E- 

OZOIC  FOSSILS  OP  CORNWALL,  DEVON,  and  WEST  SOMERSET}  obserred  in 
the  course  of  the  Ordnance  Geological  Surrey  of  that  District.  By  John  Phillips,  ir.R.8. 
F.G.S.  etc.  Published  by  Order  of  the  Lords  Commissioners  of  H.M.  Treasury.  8ro. 
with 60  Plates,  comprisingrery  numerous  Figures, 9«. cloth. 

PORTLOCK.  — REPORT    ON    THE    GEOLOGY    OF    THE 

COUNT7  OF  LONDONDERRY,  and  of  Parts  of  Tyrone  and  Fermanagh,  examined  and 
deiicril>ed  under  the  Authority  of  the  Master-Generaland  Board  of  Ordnance.  ByJ.B. Port- 
loch,  F.R.S.etc.  8ro.  with  48  Plates,  34«.cloth. 

POWER.— SKETCHES  IN  NEW  ZEALAND, 

with  Pen  and  Pencil.  By  W.  IVrone  Power.  D.AjC.O.  From  a  Journal  kept  in  that  Coiin> 
try,  from  July  1846  to  June  1848.  With  8  Plates  cad  8  Woodcuts,  from  Drawings  made  on 
the  spot.    Post  8to.  13«.  cloth. 

THE  VADE-MECUM  OF  FLY-FISHING  FOR  TROUT: 

Being  a  complete  Practical  Treatlae  on  that  Branch  of  the  Art  of  Anting;  with  plainand 
copious  Instructions  for  the  Manufacture  of  Artificial  Flies.  By  G.P.R.  Pulman,  author 
of  "  The  Book  of  the  Axe**  Third  Edition,  re-wrltten  and  greatly  enlarged ;  with  several 
Woodcuts.    Fci^i.  8to.  6t.  cloth. 


PYCROFT.— A  COURSE  OF  ENGLISH  READING; 

Adapted  to  every  Taste  and  Capacity.     With  Literary  Anecdotes.    Br  the  Rer.  Janet 
Pycroft,B.A.,aatborof  **TheCoilegian*sGuide,*'etc.   New  Edition.    Fcap.8To.6<. cloth. 


DR.  REECE'S  MEDICAL  GUIDE: 

For  the  use  of  the  Clersj,  Heads  of  Families,  Schools,  and  Junior  Medical  Practitioners. 
Comprising  a  complete  Modem  Dispensatorr,  and  a  Practical  Treatise  on  the  distinguishing 
Symptoms,  Causes,  Prevention,  Cure,  and  Palliation  of  the  Diseases  incident  to  the  Human 
Frame.  With  the  latest  Discoveries  in  the  different  Departments  of  the  Henling  Art, 
Materia  Medica,  etc.  Seventeenth  Edition,  with  considenU>le  Additions}  revised  and 
corrected  by  the  Author's  Son,  Dr.  Henry  Reece,  M.R.CS,  etc.    8vo.  ISb.  cloth. 

RICH.— THE  ILLUSTRATED  COMPANION  TO  THE  LATIN 

DICTIONARY  AND  ORRBK  LBXICONt  forming  a  Glossary  of  all  the  Words  respecting 
Visible  Objects  connected  with  the  Arts,  Manufactures,  and  Everv-day  Life  of  the  Ancients. 
With  Representations  of  nearly  Two  Thousand  Objects  from  tne  Antique.  By  Anthony 
Rieb,  Jnn.  BJi.,  late  of  Caiua  Ctdlege ,  Cambridge.  Post  8vo.  with  about  S,000  WoodctUs, 
31«.  cloth. 


Si*  MEW  WORKS  AND  NEW  EDITIONS 

ARCTIC   SEARCHIHG  EXPEDITION.— A  JOURNAL   OF  A' 

BOAT  VOVAOR  THKOOOH  HimHT^  LAND  >ad  Ikl  ClUnl  Antic  Bn.  la  9«nl 
tl  Iki  DlKiHiir  BUpi  •ndn-  EHUuid  of  Sli  Juki  FrukUB,   Hllh  u  Apnlb  m  ib 

•  colour  Hif,  •niBli^i  priucJ  la'<>Iinn.  ud  Wiwdnu.  1  tuIi,  s-o.  lli.u.  tIuL 

RIDDLE— A   COnOUS   AND   CRITICAL    LATIN-ENGLISH 
RIDDLE.— A  COMPLETE  LATIN-ENGLISH  ASD  ENGLISH- 
RIDDLE.— A  DIAMOND  LATIN-ENGLISH  DICTIONARY. 
RIDDLE  AND  FREUND'S  NEW  LATIN  DICTIONARY. 


wilt  Ut^MU,  ii>iaiiWiVaM«'vA"nIif«V  tli  ■■/••■I'  nsrl,  >lll'lii>i>tr«i  •<'[- 
H«u,  ta  BrAr/ufbli  IHrl  rd  ainli  ar  rnr  nlliTU  g><nlDsli,  iM  Is  r(>i  h  inr  »n 
••Ian  wlalari  Jlau  VA  nUd  dn  an  IBtUMn  nwl«  I>  lie  •iixal  ur-ia>r4ilwi  ml 
>UhiarhaIrn.-vl.  MIrUtn  t^n  lut' tinti*  It*"  Dr.  F'timi  r^tBitrimlaiiTf  mi 
(t»  ^lt>  Dwbaari  rfM  Dt.JiAnu  Mi  (naila'd.  JlarMf  a  irtta  mtrl  arilal 
■Mr*,  ^ndtl  .III  (>.rll>  I.  .atUitrt la  OMiuri  aaS  (a  AiiHni  •/  (lb  .AMaUiv.  >■ 
Mfriv'afriufMaliV-i'Ala.ailliliafl,  i»aMla>l«>ai^lirDr.Ja4rrM.  TVi 

RIVERS— THE  ROSE  AMATEUR'S  GUIDE! 


ROGERS'S  VEGETABLE  CUITITATOE; 
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ROGET.— THESAURUS  op  ENGLISH  WORDS  and  PHRASES, 

Classified  und  uranged,  so  as  to  fecUitate  tbe  ExpressioB  of  Ideas,  and  assist  in  Literary 
Composition.  By  P.  M.  Roget,  M.D.,  F.R.8.,  F.G.Sm  F.R^.S..  F.S.A.,  etc.}  Antlior  of 
tiie  *'  Brii^ieirscer  Treatise  on  Animal  and  Vegetable  Plijsiology,*'  etc.    8to. 

[N*mrlf  rttiig. 

RONALDS.-.THE  FLY-FISHER'S  ENTOMOLOGY. 

lUnstrated  by  coloured  Representations  of  tlte  Natural  and  Artificial  insect;  and  accompanied 
by  a  few  Obserrations  and  instructions  relatiTe  to  Truut  and  Grayling  Fisliiag.  By  Alfred 
Ronald*.    Fowrtb  Edition,  corrected ;  wUh  20  Copperplate^,   8vo.  14«,  ciotb. 


ROVINGS  IN  THE  PACIFIC, 

From  1837  to  1849 ;  with  a  GLANCE  AT  CALIFORNIA.    By  A  Merchant  long  resident  at 
TahitL    \nth  4  Illustrations  printed  in  colours.    3  toIs.  post  8to.  21«.  cloth. 


ROWTON  (F.)— THE  DEBATER: 

Being  a  Series  of  complete  Debates,  Outlines  of  Debates,  and  Qveatioqs  for  Dlscnssl<U|. 
^ith  ample  references  to  the  best  sources  of  information  upon  each  particular  topic.  By 
Frederic  Rowton,  Lecturer  on  General  Literature.  Second  EaiUon.  Foolsc^8v9*o«.  cloth. 


SCH 0MB ERG,  — THE    THEOCRATIC    PHILOSOPHY    OF 

ENGLISH  HISTORY.  Being  an  Attempt  to  impress  upon  History  its  IViie  Genius  and 
Heal  Character }  and  to  represent  it,  not  as  a  Disjointed  Series  of  Facts,  but  as  one  Grand 
Whole.  By  the  Ret.  J.  D.  Schomberg,  BJL^  of  CorpnaChrMti  College, Cambridge.  %  vols. 
8to.  21«.  cloth. 


SEAWARD^SIR   EDWARD   SEAWARD'S   NARRATIVE   OF 

HIS  SHIPWRECK,  and  consequent  Diseovery  of  certain  Islands  in  the  Caribbean  Sea: 
with  a  Detail  of  many  extraordinary  and  highly  intrresting  Erents  in  his  Life,  from  1733 
to  1749,  as  written  in  his  own  Diary.  Edited  by  Miss  Jane  Porter.  New  Edition.  2  vols. 
post8TQ.21«.clo()i« 


SEWELL.— AMY  HERBERT. 

By  a  Lady.     Edited  hr  the  Rer.  William  Sewell,  B.D., Fellow  uid  Tutor  of  Exeter  Col- 
lege,Oxford.    New  Edition.    2  Tols.  foolscap  Sro.  9t.  cloth. 


SEWELL.— THE  EARL'S  DAUGHTER. 

By  the  Author  of  *' Amy  Herbert,'*  '*  Gertrude,"  **Laneton  Parsonage,*'  *' Margaret  Per- 
ciral,"  and  "The  Child's  History  of  Rome."  Edited  by  the  Rer.  WilUam  Sewell,  B.D., 
Fellow  and  Tutor  of  Exeter  College,  Oxford.    2  toIs.  fcap.  8to.  9i.  cloth. 


SEWELL.— GERTRUDE. 

A  Tale.    By  the  Author  of  *'Amy  Herbert."   Edited  by  the  Ret.  William  Sewell,  B.D., 
Fellow  and  Tutor  of  Exeter  College,  Oxford.    New  Edition.    2  toIs.  foolscap  8to.  9«.  cloth . 


SEWELL.— LANETON  PARSONAGE: 

A  Tale  for  Children,  on  the  practical  Use  of  a  Portion  of  the  Church  Catechism.  By  the 
author  of  '« Amy  Herbert,"  Edited  by  the  Rer.  W.  Sewell,  B.D.,  Fellow  and  Tutor  of 
Exeter  College,  Oxford.   New  Edition.    3Tols.fcap.8T0.16«.  cloth. 

SEWELL.— MARGARET  PERCIVAL. 

By  the  Author  of  "Amy  Herbert.*'  Edited  by  the  Rer.  W.  Sewell,  B.D.,  Bellov  and  Tutor 
of  Exeter  College,  Oxford.    New  Edition.  2  vols,  foolscap  8to.  ISs.  cloth. 
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SHAKSPEARE,  BY  BOWDLER. 

THB  FAMILY  SHAKSPBABE,  !■  which  nothing:  it  added  to  the  Original  Tezti  b«t  thoie 
Words  and  KnroMloas  are  omitted  which  cannot  with  propriety  be  read  alond.  By  T. 
Bawdier,  Eaq.  F.ajt.  New  Edition  t  with  86  Illiutrationt  after  Smirk*,  etc.  8to.  Sli. 
clMh  i  •r,  wUlM«t lUnstrations,  8  toIi.  8to.  4/.  14«. M,  boards. 


SHARP'S  NEW  BRITISH  GAZETTEER. 

A  NBWr  GAZETTEER.  OR  TOPOGRAPHICAL  DICTIONARY  OF  THB  BRITISH 
ISLANDS  AND  NARROW  SEAS  i  Comprlateff  conclBe  Detcripaona  *of  aboat  Sixty 
Thonsand  naeei.  Seats,  Natnral  Featnrca*  awl  Objects  of  Note,  founded  on  the  best 
Aathorities ;  fall  Particalars  of  the  Bomdaries.  Reslstered  Electors,  etc.  of  the  Pariia* 
mentary  Boroughs  i  with  a  Reference  nnder  erery  Name  to  the  Sheet  of  the  Ordnance 
Swvey,  as  far  as  completed ;  and  an  Appendix,  containine  a  General  ^ew  of  tlie  Resoarces 
of  the  United  Kingdom,  a  sliort  Chronologr,  and  an  Abstract  of  certain  Resolu  of  the 
Censos  of  1851 .  By  James  A.  Sharp,  Esq.  Uniform  with  Johnston's  New  Gtnerml  OtueU 
iter  of  the  World.    S  tola.  8ro.  2/.  16s.  cloth. 

•«*  Sharp's  British  Gasetteer  U  mtn  iu  eomntaf  puhllemtiom  to  Tmentf^tw  M^mtktgPmrU, 
prh*  Httlf-m'Crown  emek. 

SHEPHERD — THE  HISTORY  OF  THE  CHURCH  OF  ROME, 

Tb  the  End  of  the  Episcopate  of  Damascns,  ajd.  Wi.  By  Edward  John  Shepherd,  AJLt 
Rector  of  Lnddeadown.    8ro.  14«.  cloth. 


SHORT  WmST: 

Its  Rise,  Progress,  and  Lawti  With  the  neeat  Decisions  of  the  Cl«bs,aBd  Observatknu  to 
make  any  one  a  Wkist  Plaver.  ContdofaM  also  the  Laws  of  Pionet,  Cassino,  Cente,  Cribbage, 
Baelwainmon.  By  Major  A  •  •  •  •  •  NewEdition.  Towbicn  are  added, PreceptaforTjrros 
By  Mrs.  B  •  •  •  *  *    Foolscap  8to.  St.  cloth,  gilt  edgei. 
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SINCLAIR.— THE  JOURNEY  OF  LIFE. 

Br  Catherine  Sinclair,  author  of  *' Popish  Legends  orBtble  TVnths,**  **The  Bn^eas  of 
Lue,** etc.    New  Edition,  corrected  and  enlar^d.  _  Feap.  8to.  6«.  cloth. 


SINCLAIR  —POPISH  LEGENDS  OR  BIBLE  TRUTHS. 

By  Catherine  Sinclair,  Author  of  *'The  Journey  of  life,"  "The  Business  of  Life,**  etc. 
Dedicated  to  her  Nieces.    Fcap.  8to.  6«.  cloth. 


SIR  ROGER  DE  COVERLEY. 

From  The  Speetmtor,  With  Notes  and  lUostrationa  by  W.  Henry  Wills ;  and  TweWe  Cne 
Wood  EngraTings  by  John  Thompson  from  Designs  by  Frederick  Tayler.  Crown  8to.  lit. 
boards;  or  27<.  oonnd  in  morocco  by  Hayday. 

%*  ^ho  «  Cheap  B4M9n,with»mt  Bngrmvingt,  to  16mo.  prhe  One  ShltUmg, 
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SMEE.— ELEMENTS  OF  ELECTRO-METALLURGY. 

By  Alfred  Smee,  F.R.S.,  Surgeon  to  the  Bank  of  England.  Third  Edition,  rerised,  eoT' 
reeted,  and  considerably  enlarged ;  with  Electrotypes  and  numerous  Woodcuts.  Foot  8vo. 
10«.64f.  cloth. 

THE  WORKS  OF  THE  REV.  SYDNEY  SMITH. 

Comprising  the  Author's  Miscellaneous  Writings,  and  Contributions  to  the  Edinburgh 
Review.  New  Edition,  complete  In  One  Volume;  with  Portrait  by  B.  U.  Bddis,  engiaved 
in  Line  by  W.  Greatbach,  and  View  of  Combe  Florey  Rectory,  Somerset.  Square  crown  Sra. 
21«.  cloth  i  aOt.  calf  extra,  by  Hayday.— Or  in  3  toIs.  8to.  with  Portrait,  S6t.  cloth. 

SMITH.— ELEMENTARY  SKETCHES  OF  MORAL  PHILO- 
SOPHY, dellTcred  at  the  Royal  Institution  in  the  Years  1804, 1805,  and  1806.  By  the  late 
Rer.  Sydney  Smith,  M.  A.  With  an  Introductory  Letter  to  Mrs.  Sydney  Smith,  by  the  late 
LordJeffrey.    Second EdUVou.  %to.V2«.c\ox\i. 
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SMITH.— THE  VOYAGE  AND  SHIPWRECK  OF  ST.  PAUL: 

with  Disiertations  on  the  Soarcei  of  the  Writinn  of  St.  Luke,  »nd  the  Ships  and  NaTiration 
of  the  Ancienta.  Bf  James  Smith.  Eaq.  of  Jordanhill,  F.R.S.  etc.  With  lUottratiTe  Viewa, 
Charta,  and  Woodcuts.    8to.  14«.  cloth. 

SMITH.— TASSOS  JERUSALEM  DELIVERED. 

Translated,  in  the  Metre  of  the  Original,  bj  the  Rer.  Charles  Lesingham  Smith,  M.A., late 
Fellow  and  Mathematical  Lecturer  of  Christ's  College,  Cambridge.  3  Tols.  fcap.  8ro.  Uk. 
cloth. 

SNOW.— VOYAGE  OF  THE  PRINCE  ALBERT  IN  SEARCH 

np  SIR  JOHN  FRANKLIN.  A  NarratiTe  of  Sreryday  Ufe  in  the  Arctic  Seas.  By  W. 
Pariier  Snow.   With  a  Chart,  and  4  Iliostrations  printed  in  colours.    Post  8to.  13«.  eluth. 


THE  LIFE  AND  CORRESPONDENCE  OF  THE  LATE  ROBERT 

SOUTHEY.  Edited  by  his  Son,  the  Rer.  Charles  Cnthbert  Sovthey,  H.A.  Vicar  of  Ardleigh. 
With  numerona  Portraits  i  and  Six  Landscape  Iliostrations  from  Designs  by  W.  Westall, 
A.R.A.    6  vols,  post  8to.  63«.  cloth. 

*«*  Each  of  the  Six  Volumes  may  be  had  separately*  price  Half-a- Guinea, 

**A  work  •hlehf  even  in  thU  age  o/titerarp  mlemtp,  trUl  long  atnni  ttnriomllei  for  the 
ieeplff  intere$ting  ekaraeter  of  ita  eoHtemt$ ;  lemether  we  have  regard  to  the  man  mhoee  hie- 
ferjr  it  relatea,  ant  wkote  iniiermoMt  tkought$  are  laid  open  to  im,  or  to  the  various  {mportant 
fhjeeta  upou  which  hia  capaeiotu  mind  wm  oonatantlg  e»ereiaed."  John  Boll. 

SOUTHETS  COMMON-PLACE  BOOKS. 

THE  COMMON-PLACE  BOOKS  of  the  late  Robert  Sonthey.  Comprising—l.  Choice 
Passages  t  With  Coll«tctions  for  the  History  of  Manners  and  Literature  in  England  i  2. 
Special  Collections  on  rarious  Historical  and  Theological  Subjects  i  8.  Analytical  lleadinga 
In  Tarious  branches  of  Literature ;  and  4.  Original  Memoranda.  Literary  and  Miscellaneuus. 
Edited  by  Mr.  Sonthey's  Son-in-Law,  the  Rer.  John  Wood  Waiter,  B.D.  4  vols,  square 
crown  8ro.  8f .  18*.  cloth. 

*•*  Each  Series  of  Sonthey's  Common-Place  Books  forms  a  distinct  Volume,  complete  is 
Itself,  and  may  be  had  separately  as  follows  i— 

FIBST  SEBIBS-CHOICB  PASSAGES,  etc.    Second  EdiUoai  wltb  medalUoa  Portrait. 
Price  I8«. 

SECOND  SERIES-SPECIAL  COLLECTIONS.    Price  18«. 

THIRD  SERIES-ANALYTICAL  READINGS.    One  Guinea. 

FOURTH  SERIES— ORIGINAL  MSMORANDA,:etc.    One  Gnlnem. 

SOUTHEY.— THE  DOCTOR  ETC. 

By  the  late  Robert  Southey.  Complete  in  One  Volume.  EAted  by  the  Author's  8on-in- 
Law,  the  Rer.  John  Wood  Warter.  With  Portrait,  Vignette  Title-page,  Bust  of  the  Author, 
and  Coloured  Plate.    New  Edition.    Square  crown  8to.  21«.  cloth. 

SOUTHEY.— THE  LIFE  OF  WESLEY. 

And  Rise  and  Progress  of  Methodism.  By  Robert  Southey,  Esq.  LL.D.  New  Edition,  with 
Notes  by  the  late  Samuel  Taylor  Coleridge,  Esq.,  and  Remarks  on  the  Life  and  Character 
of  John  Wesley,  by  the  late  Alexander  Knox,  Esq.  Edited  by  the  Rct.  Charles  Cuthbert 
Southey,  M.A.   3  toIs.Sto.  with  two  Portraits,  12.8s.  cloth. 

ROBERT  SOUTHETS  COMPLETE  POETICAL  WORKS: 

Containing  all  the  Author's  last  Introductions  and  Notes.  Complete  in  One  Volume,  with 
Portrait  and  View  of  the  Poet's  Residence  at  Keswick ;  uniform  with  Lord  Byron's  and 
Moore'a  Poetical  Works.  Medium  8to.SU.  clothi  42«.  bound  in  morocco,  by  Hayd&y.— Or 
In  10  ▼ols.foolscap  Sro.with  Portrait  and  19  Plates,  it,lOa.^  morocco, 41.  I0«. 


?8  NBW  W0BK8  AND  NEW  EDITIONS 


SOUTHEY— SELECT  WORKS  OF  THE  BRITISH  POETS, 

From  Chancer  to  LorcUce  iodiuWe.  WTltH  Blograpbic«l  Sket^e*  bj  the  U|e  Robert 
9o«(b«7.  Mf4i«w8TO.904.  cloth. 

H 

SQUIER.— NICARAGUA ;  ITS  PEIOPLE,   SCENERY,  MONU. 

MENTS,  AND  THE  PROPOSED  INTRROCEANIO  CANAL.  By  B.G.Sqoler,  Ute 
Ch»»v<  d'Affaires  of  the  United  Bute*  to  the  Repablict  of  Oentrel  Amerlen.  With  Nine 
Orifinal  Maps,  Twenty  •!▼«  Plates  printed  in  eolonrt,  and  wunorons  Woodout  lUustra* 
tlous.   S  Tols.  royal  8ro.  3I«.  6d.  cloth. 

STEEL'S  SHIPMASTER'S  ASSISTANT. 

Compiled  for  the  nse  of  Merchants,  Owners  and  Masters  of  Ships,  Offlceraof  Cmstoms,  and 
all  Persons  connected  with  Shipping  or  Commerce  ;  containing  the  Law  and  Local  Regnla- 
tions  affecting  the  Ownership,  Cnarge,  and  Management  of  Ships  and  their  Cargoes  t 
together  with  Notices  of  other  Matters,  and  all  necessary  Information  for  Mariners.  New 
Eoltion,  rewritten  ^ronghont.  Edited  by  Gr^l^am  Wlllmpre^  Esq.  M -A^  BsrriRteir**t-La^  I 
George  Clements,  of  the  Onstoms,  Londfon  |  %nd  Wilttw  TAte*  anthbr  ot  **Tli«  Modem 
Cambiat."  8to.28«.  cloth;  or  39s.  boand. 

STEP^EN.— LECTURES  ON  THE  HISTORY  OF  FRANCE^ 

By  the  Right  Honourable  Sir  James  Stephen,  K.C.B..  LL.D.,  Professor  of  Modem  History 
in  the  University  of  Cambridge.    2  toIs^Sto.  24$.  9loth. 

STEPHEN-ESSAYS  IN  ECCLESIASTICAL  BIOGRAPHY. 

From  The  Edinburgh  ReTiew.  By  the  Right  Honourable  Sir  James  Stephen,  K3.,LL.D., 
Professor  of  Modem  History  in  the  Unlrersity  of  Cambridge.  Second  Edition.  S  rols. 
^o.24«.  cloth. 

STOW.— THE  TRAINING  SYSTEM,  THE  MORAL  TRAINING 

SCHOOL,  AND  THE  NORMAL  SEMINARY.  By  DsTid  Stow,  Esq.,  Honorary  Secretary 
to  the  Glasgow  Normal  Free  Seminary ;  author  of  *'  Moral  Training,*'  etc .  Eighth  Edition, 
enlarged  i  with  Plates  and  Woodcuts.    Post  8ro.  6«.  cloth. 

SWAIN.-ENGLISH  MELODIES. 

By  Charles  Swain, author  of  **The  Mind,  and  other  Poems.*'  Fcap.Svo  .6«. cloth ;  or  bound 
in  morocco,  12«. 

SYMONS.— THE  MERCANTILE  MARINE  LAW. 

By  Edward  William  Symons,  Chief  Clerk  of  the  Thames  Police  Court.  Fifth  Edition,  In- 
cluding the  Act  passed  in  1851  to  amend  the  Mercantile  Marine  Act  of  18S0,  and  the 
proTisions  of  the  New  Act  relating  to  the  Merchant  Seamen's  Fund.    12mo.  6«.  cloth. 

TATE.  —  EXERCISES    ON   MECHANICS   AND    NATURAL 

PHILOSOPHY ;  or,  an  Easy  Introduction  to  Engineering.  Containing  ▼arions  Applications 
of  the  Principle  of  Work:  the  Theory  of  the  Steam>engine,  with  simple  &fechanicf^  Theo- 
rems and  Problems  on  accumulated  Work,  etc.    New  Edition.    12mo.  2*.  cloth. 


KEY  TO  TATE'S  EXERCISES  ON  MECHANICS  AND  Na- 
tural PHILOSOPHY.  Containinff  full  Solutions  of  all  the  unworked  Examples  and 
Problems.    13mo.  with  Diagrams,  Ss.Stf.  doth.  • 

TATE.— ON  THE  STRENGTH  OF  MATERIALS: 

Containing  yarlous  original  and  useful  Formulie,  specially  applied  to  Tubular  Bridges, 
Wrought  Iron  and  Cast  Iron  Beams,  etc.  By  Thomas  Tate,  of  Kneller  Training  College. 
TVickenbam;  late  MaihcmalVcaV  Professor  and  Lecturer  on  Chemistry  in  the  National 
Society's  Training  Co\\e«(e.  BaUet»ea\  auxYkot  o\**"8aL.«tlMS  on  Mechanics  and  Natural 
Philosophy.**    8to.  bs.  6d.  clovVi. 


THE  TRAVELLER'S  LIBRARY, 

Pvblished  Monthly,  and  sold  at  One  Shilling  each  Part,  ia  intended  to  compriae  booka  of 
THluable  information  and  acknowledfed  nerit,  in  a  form  adapted  for  reading  while  TraYel- 
ling,  and  at  the  same  time  of  a  character  that  will  render  them  worthr  of  preaerratlon ;  but 
the  price  of  which  has  hitherto  confined  them  within  a  comparatiTely  narrow  circle  of 
readers. 

Thejlui  Eighteen  Parti  eomprite$ 

1.  WARREN   HASTINGS.    By  Thomas  Babiugton  Macanlaj.    Reprinted  from  Mr.  Macao- 

lay's  '*  Critical  and  Historical  Essays."   Price  One  Shilling. 

2.  LORD  CLIVE.   By  Thomas  Babington  Maeaaiay.  iteprinted  from  Mr.  Macaulay's  **  Critichl 

and  Historical  Essays."    Price  One  ShilUng. 

*«*  Mr.  Macanlay's  Two  Essays  on  Warren  Hastings  and  Lord  Clive  maybe  had  in  One 
Volume,  16mo.  price  Half-a-Crown,  cloth. 

S.  LONDON  IN  1850—61.  By  J.  R.  M*Calloch,  Esq.  Reprinted  from  Mr.  M*C«lloch*s 
**  Geographical  Dictionary.*'    Price  One  Shilling. 

4.  SIR  ROGER  DE  COVERLEY.    From  the  *<  Spectator.*'    With  Notes  and  lUuttrations  by 

W.  H .  WiUs.    Price  One  Shilling. 

5.  WILLIAM  PITT,  EARL  OF  CHATHAM.    By  Thomas  Babington  Macanlay.     Price  One 

ShUUng. 

6  and  7.  Mr.  S.  LAING'S  JOURNAL  OF  A  RESIDENCE  IN  NORWAY  during  the  Years 
1884, 1<35,  and  1836.  Two  Parts,  price  One  Shilling  each;  or  in  One  Volume,  16mo.  price 
Ualf-a-Crown,  cloth. 

8.  "RANKE'S  HISTORY  OF  THE  POPES."  And  "  GLADSTONE  ON  CHURCH  AND 
STATE."    By  Thomas  Babington  Macaulay.    Price  One  Shilling. 

•«•  Mr.  Macaulay's  Four  Essays  on  "  William  Pitt,  Eari  of  Chatham,"  "Ranke's  History  of 
the  Popes,"  and  **GladBtone  on  Church  and  State,"  may  be  had  in  One  Volnme,  16mo.  price 
Half -a-Crown,  cloth. 

9  and  10.  A  LADY'S  VOYAGE  ROUND  THE  WORLD.  A  condensed  Translation  from  the 
German  of  Ida  Pfi^iffer,  by  Mrs.  Percr  Sinnett.  In  Two  Parts,  price  One  Shilling  each ;  or 
in  One  Volume,  I6mo.  price  Uaif-a-Crown,  cloth. 

11  and  12.  EOTHEN ;  or.  Traces  of  Travel  brought  Home  from  the  East.  A  New  Edition,  in 
Two  Parts,  price  One  Slulling  each ;  ur  in  One  Volume,  16mo.  price  Half>a-Crown,  cloth. 

18.  "THE  LIFE  AND  WRITINGS  OF  ADDISON."  And  HORACE  WALPOLfi.  By 
Thomas  Babington  Macaulay.    Price  One  Shilling. 

14  and  15.  HUC'S  TRAVELS  IN  TARTARY,  THIBET.  AND  CHINA.  A  condenaed 
Translation,  by  Mrs.  Percy  Sinnett,  Two  Parts,  price  One  Shilling  each ;  in  One  Volume, 
16mo.  price  Half-a-Crown,  cloth. 

16  and  17.  HOLCROmrS  MEMOIRS,  written  by  Himself,  and  continued  to  his  Death  from 
his  Diary,  Notes,  and  other  Papers.  Two  Parts,  price  One  Shilling  each ;  or  in  One 
Volume,  16mo.  price  Half-a-Crown ,  cloth. 

18.  LECTURES  AND  ADDRESSES.    By  the  Eari  of  Carlisle.    Price  One  Shilling. 

To  be  followed  hg~ 

AFRICAN  WANDERINGS;  Or,  an  Expedition  from  Sennaar  toTaka,  Basa,  and  Beni-Amert 
With  a  particular  Glance  at  the  Races  of  Beilad  Sudan.  By  Ferdinand  Werne,  Author  of 
*'  Expedition  in  Search  of  Sources  of  the  Whitp  Nile."  Translated  from  the  German  by  J. 
R.  Johnston.    Forming  Two  Parts  of  the  7r«»ef<er'«  Liirarjr.    16mo. 

SKETCHES  IN  CANADA,  AND  RAMBLES  AMONG  THE  RED  MEN.  By  Mrs.  Jameson. 
Forming  Two  Parts  of  the  Traveller't  Likrmrp.    16mo.  tt 


so  NEW  WOSKS  AND  NEW  EDITIONS 


TAYLER  (REV.  CHARLES  B.)— MARGARET; 

Or,  the  Pearl.    B^the  Rev.  Charles  B.Tayler,  M.A.,  author  uf  •*  LadjMarji  or.  Not  of 
the  ^Torld}"  etc.   New  Edition.  Foolscap 8to.  6«. cloth. 

TAYLER  (REV.  CHARLES  BO—LADY  MARY;  OR,  NOT  OF 

THE  WORLD.    By  the  Rer.  Charles  B.  T^rler,  author  of  *'  Margaret,  or  the  Pearl,"  etc. 
New  Edition.    Foolscap  8to.  with  Frontispiece,  6«.  6d.  cloth. 

TAYLOR— WESLEY  AND  METHODISM. 

By  Isaac  Taylor,  Author  of  **  Natural  History  of  Rothnsiasm,**  etc.    With  a  Portrait  of 
Wesley,  engraved  by  W.  Greatbach.    Post  8to.  Half-a-Guinea,  cloth. 

**  AU  the  eharaeterUtteg  «fearlf  Metkodiam  are  analffttd  in  the  preueni  volume  with  m  dU- 
crimination  f  and  deucribed  with  a  eleameu,  $ueh  at  we  might  empeet  from  the  ohilo$9phieal 

and  eloquent  author  of  the  Natural  History  of  Enthusiasm O/  the  Methoditm 

of  the  eighteenth  oenturp,  the  corporeal  part  remaine  in  the  Weilepan  Connemion  t  the  aoul 
of  it,  while  partljf  animating  that  Aotfjr,  wa$  tran$futed  into  ail  Chriatian  Churchet.  How 
that  great  movement  became  a  itarting-point  in  our  modern  hittory^  and  how  it  wai  the 
touree  vfwhat  ia  moat  eharacteriatie  of  the  preaent  time,  na  eontraated  with  the  correaponding 
period  of  laat  century,  not  in  relitfiun  ontpt  but  in  the  general  tone  qf  national  feeling ,  atul 
manneraf  and  literature,  Mr.  Taplor  ablp  ahewa."  Literary  Gaxette. 


TAYLOR— LOYOLA:  AND  JESUITISM 

In  its  Rudiments.    By  Isaac  Taylor,  author  of  ** Natural  History  of  Enthusiasm."     With 
medallion  Portrait.   Post  8vo.  10«.  6d.  cloth. 


THIRLWALL.— THE  HISTORY  OF  GREECE. 

By  the  Right  Rct.  the  Lord  Bishop  of  St.DaTid's,  (the  Ret.  ConnopThirlwall). 
proved  Library  Edition ;  with  Maps.   8  vols.  4f .  14«.  cloth. 

•••illio,  an  Edition  InSvola.feap.  Svo.with  Vignette  Titleatll.8a.  cloth. 


THIRLWALL'S  GREECE,   ABRIDGED  BY  DR.  L.  SCHMITZ. 

A  History  of  Gerece,  from  the  Ewliest  Time  to  the  Taliiug  of  Corinth  by  the  Romaus,B.C. 
14«,  mainly  based  upon  Bishop  Thirlwall's  History  of  Greece.  By  Dr.  Leonbard  Schmits, 
F.R.S.E .,  Rector  of  the  High  School  of  Edinburgh.    Second  Edition.    12mo.  7«.  6tf.  cloth. 

THOMSON'S  SEASONS. 

Edited  by  Bolton  Corney,  Esq.  lUnstrated  with  Seventy-seTen  Designs  drawn  on  Wood  by 
the  Members  of  the  Etching  Club.  Enirraved  by  Thompson  and  other  eminent  Engravers. 
Square  crown  8vo.  uniform  with  Goldamith'a  Poema  illuatrated  bp  the  Etching  Club, 
21«.  cloth;  bound  in  morocco,  byHayday,36«. 

THOMSON  (JOHN).- TABLES  OF  INTEREST, 

At  Three,  Four,  Four-and-a-half,  and  Five  per  Cent.,  from  One  Pound  to  Ten  Thousand, 
and  from  One  to  Three  Hundred  and  Sixty-five  Days,  iu  a  regular  progression  of  Single 
Days ;  with  Interest  at  all  the  above  Rates,  from  One  to  Twelve  Months,  and  from  One  to 
Ten  Years.  Also,  Tables  shewing  the  Exchange  on  Bills,  etc. etc.  etc.  By  John  Thomson, 
Accountant.   NewEdition.   12mo.8«.  bound. 

THOMSON— SCHOOL  CHEMISTRY; 

cy  Or  Practical  Rudiments  of  the  Science.  By  Robert  Dundas  Thomson,  M.D.  Master  in 
Surgery  in  the  University  of  Glasgow  ;  Lecturer  on  Chemistry  in  the  same  University ;  and 
formerly  in  the  Medical  Service  of  the  Honourable  East  India  Company.  Foolscap  8to. 
with  Woodcuts,  7«.  cloth. 

THE  THUMB  BIBLE; 

Or,  Verbnm  Sempiternum.  By  J.  Taylor.  Being  an  Epitome  of  the  Old  and  New  Testa- 
ments in  English  Verse.  New  Edition,  printed  from  the  Edition  of  1693,  by  C.  MThittiug. 
ham,  Chiswick.   64mo.  1«.  6if.  bound  and  clasped. 
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TOMLINE  (BISHOP).— AN  INTRODUCTION  TO  THE  STUDY 

OF  THR  BIBLE;  Beinr  the  First  Volume  of  the  Elements  of  Christisn  Theology  ;  con- 
tnining  Proofs  of  the  Authenticity  and  Inspiration  of  the  Holy  Scriptures;  a  Summary  of  the 
History  of  the  Jews^  an  Account  of  the  Jewish  Sects ;  and  a  brief  Statement  of  the  Contents 
of  the  sereral  Books  of  the  Old  Testament.  By  the  late  George  TomlineyD.D.F.R  .8.  New 
Edition.   Foolscap  dro. 5«.  id,  cloth. 

TOOKE— THE  HISTORY  OF  PRICES; 

With  reference  to  the  Causes  of  their  principal  Variations,  from  the  year  17S3  to  the  year 
1847,  inclusive.  With  a  Sketch  of  the  History  of  the  Corn  Trade  in  the  last  Two  Cen- 
turies ;  a  General  Review  of  the  Currency  Question  ;  and  Remarks  on  the  Operation  of  the 
Acts  7  &  8  Victoria,  c.32.     By  Thomas  Tooke,  Esq.  F.R.8.    4  toIs.  8to.  3i.  6«.  cloth. 


TOWNSEND.— MODERN  STATE  TRIALS. 

Revised  and  illustrated  with  Essays  and  Notes.    By  William  Chatlea  Towusend,  Esq, 
M.A.  Q.C.,  late  Recorder  of  Macclesfield.  2  vols.  8vo.  30<.  cloth. 

*'  Mr,  Towmaend  Aa«  done  an  oeceptahle  ierviee  both  to  the  legal  pro/e$»ion  and  the  puilic 
i«  forminf  thi$  eoUeetion  o/uitme  of  the  moit  important  and  interetting  Judkial  proeeedingi 
which  have  ever  been  witneued  in  Ettgliih  courts  o/Juitice.  ,  .  .  We  need  tay  no  more  to 
recommend  'the  volumet  of  Mr.  Towntend,  wAicA,  whether  a$  a  record  of  precedents  or  a 
repertory  of  some  of  the  most  remarhable  specimens  of  forensic  eloguencef  are  eeuallg 
useful.'*  Homing  Chronicle. 


TOWNSEND.— THE    LIVES   OF    TWELVE   EMINENT 

JUDGES    OF  THE   LAST    AND   OF    THE   PRESENT   CENTURY.      By  W.  Charles 
Townsend,  Esq.,  M.A.  Q.C.,  late  Recorder  of  Macclesfield.    2  vols.  8vo.  28«.  cloth. 


TURNER.— THE  SACRED  HISTORY  OF  THE  WORLD, 

Attempted  to  be  Philosophically  considered,  in  a  Series  of  Letters  to  a  Son.  By  Sharon 
Turner,  F.S.  A.  aud  R.A.S.L.  Eighth  Edition,  edited  by  the  Rev.  Sydney  Turner.  3  vols, 
post  8vo.  31«.  6d.  cloth. 


TURNER— THE  HISTORY  OF  THE  ANGLO-SAXONS, 

From  the  Riu 
The  Seventh 


From  the  Rnrliest  Period  to  the  Norman  Conquest .  By  Sharon  Turner,  F.R.S.  and  R.A.S.L. 
Edition  (1852).    8  vols.  8vo.36«.  cloth. 


*,*  The  test  and  notes  of  this  edition  have  been  carefuUp  revised^  and  as  many  of  the 
Author's  later  corrections  and  additions  as  appeared  to' have  been  intended  and  prepared 
by  him  for  publication  f  have  been  introduced. 

TURTONS  (DR.)  MANUAL   OF   THE  LAND   AND  FRESH 

WATER  SHELLS  OP  THE  BRITISH  ISLANDS.  A  new  Edition,  thoroughly  revised 
with  Additions .  By  John  Edward  Gray.  Post  8vo.  with  Woodcuts,  and  12  coloured  Plates 
15«. cloth. 

URE.— DICTIONARY    OF    ARTS,    MANUFACTURES,   AND 

MINES  t  Containing  a  clear  Exposition  of  their  Principles  and  Practice.  By  Andrew  Ure, 
M  D.F.R.S.  M.G.S.M.A.S.Lond..  M.Acad.  N.S.  Philad.;  S.Ph.Soc.N.  Germ.Hanov.; 
Mullii,«tc.etc.  3d  Edition,  corrected.   8vu.  with  1,241  Woodcuts.  60<. cloth.  ' 

By  the  same  Author, 
SUPPLEMENT  OF  RECENT  IMPROVEMENTS.   SdBdition.  8vo.l4«.  cloth. 

WATERTON.— ESSAYS  ON  NATURAL  HISTORY, 

Chiefly  Ornithology.  By  Charles  Waterton,  Esq.,  author  of  '*  Wanderings  in  South 
America.**  With  an  Autobiography  of  the  Aathor,aud  Views  of  WaltonHall.  N  «w  Editions. 
2  vols,  foolscap 8vo.  lis. 6d,  cloth. 

•»«  Separately— Vol. U  (First  Series), 8a. ;  Vol. II.  (Second Series), 6«.6if. 


ALARIC  WATTS'S  POETRY  AND  PAINTING.— LYRICS  OF 

THK  HEART  t  with  other  Poems,  hj  AUrlc  A.  Watu.  With  Forty-one  hifhly  flniibed 
Line  Engrmtiagt,  executed  espretalj  for  this  worlc  hj  the  most  eminent  Painters  and 
Engrarers. 

In  one  Volume,  square  etownSro.  price  Sl«.  td,  boards,  of  46s.  bound  In  morocco  by  Haydaj; 
Proof  Impressions,  iiSf.  boards.— Plain  Proofs  41,  Plates,  demy  4te.  (only  100  eopiea  printed) 
2/.  S«.  in  portfolio;  India  Proofs  before  letters,  colombier4to.  (only  60  copies  prmted), 5/.  6«. 
In  portfolio. 

WEBSTER.-AN  ENCYCLOPEDIA  OF  DOMESTIC  ECONOMY: 

Comprising  snch  subjects  as  are  most  immediately  connected  with  Housekeepinig  i  as, 
The  Construction  of  Domestic  Edifices,  with  the  Modes  of  Warming,  Ventilatin|f«  and 
Llfhtin^them— A  Description  of  the  Tarioas  Articles  of  Furniture,  with  the  Nature  of  their 
MateriM— Duties  of  Servants,  etc.  etc.  By  Thomas  Webster,  F.G.S.,  etc.  etc.;  assisted 
by  the  late  Mrs.  Parkes.  New  Edition.  8to.  with  nearly  1,000  Woodcuts,  60«.  cloth. 

WHEATLEY.— THE  ROD  AND  LINE; 

Or,  Practical  Hints  and  Dainty  Devices  for  the  sure  taldngr  of  Trout,  Graylingf,  etc.  By 
Hewett  Wheatley,  Es^.,  Settlor  Angler.  Foolscap  8ve.  with  Nine  colonred  Plate*,  16*.  6d. 
doth. 

LADY  WILLOUGHBTS  DLA.RY. 

8o  much  of  the  Diary  of  Lady  Willoughbr  as  relates  to  her  Domestic  History,  and  to  the 
Eveutful  Reign  of  King  Charles  the  First,  the  Protectorate,  and  the  Restoration  (1636  to 
16(3) .  Printed,  ornamented,  and  bound  in  the  style  of  the  period  to  which  The  Diary  refers. 
New  Kdition ;  in  Two  Parts.  Square  foolscap  8to.  8s.  each,  boards ;  or  18«.  each,  bound 
in  morocco  bg  Uaythtg. 

YOUATT.— THE  HORSE. 

By  William  Yotiatt.  With  a  Treatise  of  Draught.  A  New  Edition;  with  numerous  Wood 
Engravings  from  Designs  by  William  Harvey.    8vo.  10«.  cloth. 

*«*  Meura.  Longman  and  CvJt  Edition  tkould  be  ordered, 

YOUATT.— THE  DOG. 

By  William  Youatt.  A  "New  Edition;  with  numerous  Wood  Engravings  from  Designs  by 
William  Harvey.    8vo.  6«.  cloth. 

*«*  The  above  tBorkSf  ttkieh  were  prepared  under  the  tuperintendenee  of  the  Society  for  the 
Diffution  of  Useful  Knowledge^  are  »ow  publiuhed  by  Ue$$r$.  Longman  and  Co.f  bjf  aatign- 
ment  from  Mr.  Charleu  Knight.  It  is  to  be  observed,  that  the  edition  of  Mr.  Youatt's  book  on 
the  Horse  uhiek  Messrs,  Longman  and  Co.  have  purchased  from  Mr,  Knight  ^  is  that  ttkick  vas 
thoroughly  revised  by  the  author,  and  thereby  rendered  in  many  respects  a  new  work.  The 
engravings  aho  were  greatly  improved.  Both  works  are  tke  most  complete  treatises  in  tke 
language  en  the  History  ^  Structure^  Diseases^  and  Management  of  the  Animals  of  which  they 
treat. 

ZINCKE.— SOME    THOUGHTS    ABOUT    THE    SCHOOL    OF 

THE  FUTURE ;  or,  a  Slcetch  of  the  Solution  which  Time  appears  to  be  preparing  for  the 
different  Educational  Questionn  of  the  Day.  By  the  Rev.  Foster  Barham  Zincke,  vicar  of 
Wherstead,  near  Ipswich.    Post  8vo .  7«.  cloth . 

*<  We  have  no  spnce  to  devote  to  the  nature  of  the  alteration  which  the  author  proposes  to 
make  in  the  subjects  of  instruction  and  in  tke  mnnner  of  teMchinf.  On  this  point  and  on 
various  others,  such  as  the  effects  which  would  be  likely  to  be  produced  by  tke  establishment  of 
a  system  of  this  nature,  we  must  refer  to  the  treatise.  We  would  only  add,  in  conclusion, 
that  it  contain$  a  misterly  analysis  of  the  errors,  the  short-comings,  and  the  mischiefs  of  our 
present  state  vith  regard  to  education,  and  the  admirable  suggetttuns  as  to  the  practicability 
of  .the  establishment  in  its  place  of  a  system  which  may  be  productive  of  incalculable  benejSt 
to  the  coming  generation.'*^  Daily  News. 

ZUMPT.— A  GRAMMAR  OF  THE  LATIN  LANGUAGE. 

By  C.  G.  Zumpt,  Ph.  D.  Professor  in  the  University,  and  Member  of  the  Royal  Academy  of 
Berlin.  Translated  from  the  9th  Edition  of  the  original,  and  adapted  to  the  use  of  English 
Students,  by  Leonhard  Schmitz.  Ph.  1).,  Rector  of  the  Hiufh  School  of  Kdinbunh  t  with 
nnmerof  s  Additions  and  Corrections  by  the  Author.    New  Edition.  8vo.l4«.  cloth. 

JfarcASl,  1853.      I 
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